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Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/left-alone-2

Title: Left Alone

Author: fantaseeboy

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: Tommy plays dress-up and gets caught by his neighbor.

Tags: crossdresser, caught, sissy, 19-year-old, gay first time, tease

Series: Left Alone


My parents had been out of town for 4 days and weren't expected back from their trip to Africa for another 3 weeks. I had been keeping myself quite busy since they left. On my first day alone, I took a long, hot bubble-bath and shaved off most of my body hair. Just above my cock, I cut the hair really short and left a thin "landing strip" like the girls on the internet.
My older sister, Teri, decided to stay at college over the summer break which left her old room unsupervised. After my bath, I put on a fashion show for myself. I think I tried on every outfit in Teri's wardrobe.
I had been oh-so aroused by girl's clothes for as long as I could remember. Every chance I got I would slip into my Teri's room and try on some of the trendy, sexy outfits she was so fond of. During no other time, did I feel so complete and sexy. I longed to wear skirts, dresses, stockings, bras, panties and heels ALL the time.
With no other obligations, I spent the next few days dressing up as a girl. I experimented with make-up and even found my longish blonde hair looked really cute in pigtails. As far as my petite cock was concerned, it was the best time of my life.
During the day I spent most of my time laying out, working on my tan. The wooden fence around our yard gave me a sense of privacy. I had found a teeny-tiny bikini in the bottom of Teri's dresser, our parents would never have approved of it. The little white triangle of fabric barely covered my cock and marble-sized balls. The thin strings ran from either side of the triangle, looped over my hips, joined together and disappeared between my tight, 19 year old cheeks. The two triangles on top were just large enough to cover my large-ish boy nipples. The same thin strings held the top together.
Dressed like this, laying on a lounge chair, coated in suntan oil with my white heels resting nearby is how Walter found me. He had come over to borrow a tool from my Dad's shed.
I didn't notice him until he was near enough to cast a shadow over my 5'6", 125 pound body. As I opened my eyes, shock, terror, humiliation and a million other feelings overtook me. I quickly shifted my hands to cover both my bikini bottoms and the tops. I stuttered and mumbled some lame excuse for being dressed as I was. OH GOD! What if he tells my parents? I was totally freaking out and just about to cry.
Walter just stood there, staring down at me. He is a big guy, at least 6 foot and in pretty good shape from a guy my Dad's age. The chiseled jaw line and strong eyes were what made him appear so intimidating at the moment.
After several moments of silence while his eyes studied every nook-and-cranny of exposed body, he avoided my attire by simply asking, "How are doing, Tommy?"
After biting my lower lip and shifting my hands to better cover myself, I answered "Fine." His eyes met mine and for some reason, I suddenly felt a little relaxed.
He said that he stopped by to borrow a tool (of some kind) from my Dad. I told him to help himself, motioning toward the shed with my chin. He slowly turned and walked to the shed. As soon as he was out of site, I flipped over on my tummy to hide the modest bulge in my bikini bottoms. Why I didn't run inside is beyond me!
His eyes were back on me as he stepped out of the shed with a wrench of some kind. He took a seat in a deck chair right beside my head and said something meaningless about the weather. After some more small talk, he casually mentioned that my tan was coming along nicely. I'm sure I blushed deeply.
At this point, I felt flattered that he noticed. Walter had always paid special attention to me, noticing the smallest things like a new hair style or new shorts, he never ignored me like my Dad's other friends. And the attention he was paying me now was starting to turn me on.
My reaction to his comment about my tan must have encouraged him as he went on to flatter me about my smooth, tight skin, toned muscles and finally my butt. That last one didn't really surprise me. My "friend" Derrick has always said I had a cute ass, it's more like a girls than a boys. My waist slid inward slightly then flared out to my hips which formed my perfect little heart-shaped bubble butt.
With the compliments flying, my little cock had become quite hard. The idea of him telling my parents anything had completely left my mind. I had always thought Walter was good looking for an older guy, but now I was finding myself glancing down at the man-sized bulge in his jeans. My god it looked HUGE, and it wasn't even hard!
As he stood up to get home and fix whatever it was he was working on, I stunned myself by rolling onto my side exposing my entire front to him. As we said goodbye, he turned and started to walk away. Very suddenly, he stopped and turned back toward me. He said that since I was all alone, and so was he, perhaps I would like to come over to his house and watch a movie tonight.
After I agreed, he smiled and asked me to "wear something pretty". I coyly smiled back at him and asked "Why?" He casually responded that my parents would eventually come home and I should take advantage of my freedom while it lasted.
As the gate shut behind him, I think I squealed with joy. I knew it wasn't a date and I shouldn't expect too much, what with Walter being my Dad's friend. But Derrick had been visiting colleges for the past week with his parents and I felt neglected.
We didn't set a time to meet, and I was so anxious, I trotted inside and took a nice long shower and re-shaved myself, just in case. The next hour was spent trying on different outfits, I had no idea what to wear. I felt like girl getting ready for a big date, it was wonderful!
I had everything from formal to casual to sexy at my disposal. Being August, it was scorching hot outside, even at night, so that ruled out the formal wear. I was NOT going to wear pants on my first time out dressed as a girl, so that ruled out most of the casual wear. What I finally decided on wound up being on the slutty side. I slipped into a white thong with small pink flowers on it, being especially careful to tuck my cock back between my legs. The tight pink tank top clung to my chest while leaving my mid-riff exposed. Following that, I found a thin, white cotton skirt. The skirt was tight and hugged my slim figure. When stretched around my body, it became sort of see-thru, enough to see the white panties against my tanned skin.
After pulling my hair up into pig-tails and applying a heavy coating of lip gloss, I looked like a school girl tease.
My stomach started to feel queasy as I realized I was really going to do this. I went to the kitchen to find something to eat, there wasn't much that didn't need cooking. I opened the candy drawer and found a lollipop, perfect! I opened it and as soon as it touched my lips, the thought entered my mind that I may be sucking Walter's big fat cock before the night was over. I was getting seriously horny just standing there.
I walked back to my sister's room and grabbed a pair of ankle socks with lacey-trim, then dug through her shoes. I tried on several pairs before choosing a simple pair of black and white tennis shoes.
After one last glance in the mirror, I was ready. It was pretty dark outside so I wouldn't have to wear a cover-up over to Walter's house. That first step out the front door was exhilarating. I had never been out in public, much less out of the front door dressed up before. My heart was pounding in my chest as I took the 37 steps to Walter's front door.
His house was lit up and I could hear the TV. Half of me wanted to run home, the other half of me, the naughty half raised my arm and rang the doorbell. As I waited those few moments on his doorstep, I nervously spun the lollipop on my tongue. My mind was running wild. What if he didn't like the way I looked? What if he came home, thought about it and was now repulsed by the idea of me dressing up? What if? What if? What if?
Just as I was about to run off, the door opened. There stood Walter smiling broadly as he appraised my outfit. "Mmmm, you outdid yourself Tommy. You look great!" I stood there dumbly twirling the lollipop in my mouth. He paused and looked into my eyes before saying that my name didn't really suit me now. I meekly replied that I liked the name Tonya. His smile broadened as he offered me his hand and welcomed me into his home.
Goosebumps popped up all over me as his hand rested on the bare skin on the small of my back, ushering me down the hallway. We passed the kitchen and continued on to the living room. This room was much smaller than my living room, one side opened to the kitchen, another had a closet and a hallway toward the bedrooms. The third wall was dominated by a big screen TV and its accessories. The forth wall had a single chair with an end table. A large, low table sat in about the middle of the room. The lack of seating sort of shocked me. I guessed I would be sitting on the floor.
When Walter offered me a drink, I readily accepted and followed him back to the kitchen. I checked him out as I followed, he was such a big man, I felt so small in his presence. He opened the refrigerator and withdrew two sodas, setting them on the counter near me. I leaned against the counter and watched him. He approached me and got really, really close while looking right in my eyes. I was terribly nervous, he was close enough that I had to stop twirling my lollipop, there wasn't enough room between us for my arm. Still staring at me, he reached around to open a cupboard and pull out two glasses, one in each hand. He set the glasses on the counter behind me on either side. Still holding the glasses in his hands, I was captured between him and the counter. My breathing got heavier and I felt myself flush being so close to him.
He leaned in even closer, I could feel his breath on my neck. My little cock was rock hard in my panties. I was beginning to panic when he whispered in my ear, "Damn, you're cute." He stepped in and slid his leg between mine, I spread them wide enough to give him space. I tilted my head as he took my earlobe between his lips. I melted. It felt like I was floating as this big man shifted his hands from the counter to my body and nibbled on my ear. One of his hands was on the upper most part of my butt, the other was sliding up and down my side, pausing as it passed over my chest and lightly pinching my nipple.
He pulled away from my ear, and while keeping close enough to my face that I could feel his warm breath on my skin, grazed my lips with his. I leaned toward him, and his lips met mine. The hand on my butt stayed there while the other slid up to the back of my head and pulled me in tight while his tongue invaded my mouth. Dropping my lollipop on the floor, I raised my arms and locked my hands behind his neck.
It was a loud, sloppy, hungry kiss. My knees were buckling and I was going crazy with desire. Without breaking the kiss, he spun us around so he was leaning against the counter. His hands were now on my butt, a cheek in each hand. As he kneeded my butt through my skirt, I began to grind myself against his leg. We broke the kiss and I gasped for air.
He asked very quietly, "Have you ever been with a man Tonya?"
Still out of breath and hornier than I had ever been before, I answered "Um, well, sort of."
"What does 'sort of' mean Tonya?" he inquired in the same whisper.
Grinding down hard onto his thigh, I gasped "I play with Derrick."
"How do you 'play' with Derrick? What sorts of naughty things have you two done?"
I leaned back in to kiss him, but he stopped me and pressed me to answer the question.
"He, um, I, well, his dick, I suck on his dick." I moaned.
"Does Derrick cum in your mouth?" he asked while still whispering. One of his hands slipped under my skirt and continued to squeeze my bare cheek. The other hand left my butt, slid around my body and slipped under my top. He rolled and pinched my nipples while I ground down hard onto his leg.
"Sometimes." I mumbled while glancing down at the huge bulge in his pants.
Raising his leg higher, causing me to push down even harder, "Sometimes? Where else does little Derrick cum?" The way he said 'Little Derrick' implied he didn't know who he was, but knew he was a young guy.
"Walter! Don't tease me! I'm going crazy here!" I squealed.
"Just answer the question Tonya, I'm almost done asking questions."
Now staring at his massive bulge, "It's embarrassing." He raised his leg even higher until I was on my tip-toes. "Okay, um, I like it, no wait, he, Derrick likes to cum on my face." Glancing up, I saw a big smile on his face. By this point I was sure my panties were soaked with my juice.
"Hmm, does Derrick ever suck on you?"
I moaned, "No, he doesn't like that. But he watches me, um, rub myself." Confessing all of these secrets, being dressed up for the first time in someone's presence and grinding on his leg was getting me so close. I felt a thin layer of perspiration on every inch of my skin. If I didn't slow down I was going to make a mess.
Both of his hands were back on my butt, under my skirt. "What do you 'rub' Tonya?"
"My... My dick." I groaned.
With a fatherly tone, he answered, "Tonya, little girls don't have 'dicks'. Little girls have 'clits'."
Hearing him speak to me in that tone, call me Tonya and refer to my dick as a 'clit' sent me over the edge. I squealed loudly and shook violently as my 'clit' erupted in my panties. He squeezed my butt tightly and pulled me up his thigh. I was twitching as my orgasm subsided, still loving the feel of his hands on my butt and his leg between mine. Walter leaned in close and kissed me gently.
After I had recovered, I slid down off his leg. I felt like a fool. I was so embarrassed. I came in panties! The proof was the wet streak down Walter's jeans. I always had these moments of doubt after I came, I judged what I had done in my horny state and was never pleased with myself. My skirt was pulled up around my waist and a huge wet spot left my panties in an almost transparent state. I tugged the skirt down to cover myself and beat myself up for even coming over here dressed as I was.
Walter broke the silence with a cheery voice, "Well, Tonya, I guess we should get cleaned up if we're still going to watch that movie." Motioning toward his pants and my lower body.
"Maybe I should just go." I uttered.
"Why on earth would you want to go? We were going to watch a movie, remember?"
Staring at the floor, I confessed "It's just that I feel so foolish. I mean what I did, and how I look. I stupid."
Wrapping his arms around me, he pulled me close and comforted me. I could feel his rigid cock through his jeans, it pressed in hard against my tummy. He told me there was nothing to feel foolish about. He told me I was beautiful just the way I was and how happy he was that I came over dressed up so pretty. After several minutes in his arms, I calmed down and agreed that we should clean ourselves up. We had a brief discussion about my panties and I decided I should run home, clean up, get a fresh pair of panties and I'd be right back. In the meantime he could clean himself up and get the movie ready.
On my way to the door, he stopped me, spun me around and kissed me deeply. He then asked, "Promise you'll be right back?" I nodded my head and smiled.
Upon entering my house, I ran to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. A moist spot had appeared on my skirt and my top was all wrinkly. Crap! As I slid the sopping wet thong down my legs, my legs got covered in my cum. Crap! I quickly stripped and hopped into the shower. Careful to keep my hair and face dry, I washed myself off as fast as I could. My 'landing strip' was matted down and I was pretty much covered from the waist down. During this process, my thoughts were on Walter and what he had done to me, my 'clit' started to get hard again.
Jumping out of the shower I dried myself and dashed to Teri's room. I slipped on a pink silky thong, tucking my semi-hard 'clit' back again. Then to the closet to grab the little summer dress which was my second choice for an outfit earlier that night. The dress was white cotton with a flowery pattern. It was short, higher than mid-thigh. My favorite part of the dress was the spaghetti straps, for some reason I always found them to be extremely feminine. The white pumps topped off the outfit beautifully.
Back in the bathroom, I touched up my pigtails and lip gloss. I gave into desire and took the time to apply mascara and a flowery perfume. When everything was perfect, I almost skipped back over to Walters. On my way, I couldn't help but consider that this man was turning me into a horny little tramp! It wasn't a bad thing.
He greeted me at the door in denim shorts and a white t-shirt. That same massive bulge was squished into the shorts. I began to feel guilty, he had made me cum and I hadn't done a thing to help him. His muscular arms encircled me as soon as the door was shut. "You look better every time I see you Tonya." Looking up into his eyes, he lowered his head and kissed me. It wasn't as wet or loud as before, but still passionate enough to make my knees weak.
As we entered the living room, I saw a big bowl of popcorn and two sodas on the big table in the middle of the room. Walter dimmed the lights then took my hand and led me to the only chair. He sat down and pulled me onto his lap.
"Mmmm this is nice." He spoke softly.
I purred my response as I cuddled up against him, "Very nice."
With me on his lap, I could feel his stiff cock between my cheeks. I wiggled my butt a little, and heard him moan.
He reached for the remote and started the movie. He must have chosen a scene before I arrived, on the screen a pretty young girl was on her hands and knees while an older man sat behind her and played with her pussy with his fingers.
"Um, Walter, you do know that I'm not old enough to watch nasty movies like this, don't you?"
"Shhh, just watch the movie." was his response.
I leaned back and rested my head on his shoulder. His hands began to explore my body, they started on my hips and slowly made their way up my sides, across my chest and down to my tummy. They continued their exploration as I watched the movie. The man grabbed a dildo and began slipping it in and out of her dripping wet hole. His free hand was on her butt, rubbing circles around her little brown hole.
I could only picture myself in the girls place and Walter as the man. My little 'clit' was rock hard once again. Walters hands drifted down my thighs, past my dress then came back up under the thin material. Feeling his fingers trace lines all over my body took my state of horniness up a notch.
I sat up and grabbed my soda, my throat was so dry, I drank most of the glass. It tasted a little funny, but I didn't say anything. I learned later he had crushed up Viagra pills in it. Before I was able to lean back onto him, Walter reached up and slid the spaghetti straps of my dress off my shoulders and down my arms. I quivered with excitement when my dress fell into my lap.
Sitting squarely on his lap, I leaned back onto him and his big hands wandered over my hairless flesh finally finding my nipples which he massaged. My eyes couldn't help but focus on the big screen before me, the man had just withdrew the dildo from her pussy and was working it into her butt.
Walter's fingers were rhythmically squeezing my nipples when he whispered, "Have you ever done anything like that Tonya?"
"Had something in my butt?" I asked.
"Yes, have you ever had anything inside you?"
My breath was coming is gasps and that thin layer of perspiration had returned as I squeaked, "No."
"Little Derrick never put dick in you?" he asked.
A moan escaped my lips as one of his hands slid down and began fondling my 'clit' through my panties. My butt started grinding down on Walter's cock, it felt so good. "No, he never did." Knowing more questions would follow, I continued, "He likes my mouth. And.."



Pulling my thong up tight against my 'clit', he quizzed "And what? Derrick likes your mouth and what?"
Way beyond your average level of horniness, I moaned, "He, he is afraid that will make him gay."
Softly whispering in my ear, he replied, "Well that's silly isn't it. What is so gay about a man sticking his cock in a girl's pussy?" He ground his cock up against my butt while asking "Would you like to loose your virginity tonight Tonya?"
"I... i... i..." was all I could say. The man in the movie had dropped his pants and was frantically fucking the girls butt. She was crying and yelping with each thrust he made.
"Do you want my cock in your pussy?" He hooked a finger in either side of my thong and began to slide it down my hips. I raised my legs and allowed him to tug it down past my knees. I wiggled my legs until it fell off. Leaning back, I spread my legs a little. Walter placed a hand on each of my knees and opened further, encouraging me to open as wide as I could. When I stopped, my legs hung over opposite arms of the chair. My dress was pulled up around my waist leaving me completely exposed.
Walter grabbed my 'clit' with his thumb and index finger and began to rub it up and down. "Can you feel me against your butt? Now just imagine that in your 'pussy', stretching you wide open, throbbing inside of you, feeling my balls slap against you."
The man in the movie had flipped the girl around so her shoulders were on the floor and her butt was in the air. He was standing above her, slamming his big cock in and out of her butt. The pain must have passed because she was squealing with pleasure, although tears still ran down her cheeks.
"Yes." I moaned between heavy breaths.
"Yes, what Tonya?" Walter asked.
"Yes, I want you to take my virginity." I squealed with desire.



        Left Alone Ch. 02

        Tonya and Walter get to know each other.
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Walter stood me up on shaky legs. After spinning me around to face each other, his hands grazed my bare, hairless skin until he hooked his fingers in my dress, which was wrapped around my waist, and tugged it over my hips letting it fall to the floor. His eyes wandered up and down my naked body.
I had never felt so desirable and sexy before. Here I stood, completely naked except for my white pumps, before a man that was my Dad's age. My 'clit' was harder than ever before. Walter's gaze devoured my whole body from my pigtails to my painted toenails. I cocked my hip to the side and smiled down at him. When his eyes finally met mine, I batted my mascara-assisted eyelashes and bit my lower lip.
He called me a "tease" and told me he couldn't understand why "little Derrick" wouldn't want to fuck me. He sat me down on the coffee table, laid me back and pulled the table toward him. When he had me where he wanted, he slipped his fingers under my knees and sort of motioned them up. I figured out what he wanted and raised my feet up on the tabletop. With my bottom partially hanging over the edge, I had to reach down and grab my ankles to keep from falling off.
I watched as Walter wet a finger in his mouth before stating "You have a very pretty 'pussy' Tonya." He then gently touched my little hole. I swear fireworks went off. My entire world changed in that one brief instant. I had touched myself down there and even experimented with a carrot, but neither compared to Walter's finger touching me. My back arched up off of the table and I shook uncontrollably.
Walter drew lazy circles around my little hole with his finger for a minute or two before applying pressure. It felt so strange, I got scared. Walter must have sensed this and laid his free hand on my tummy. "Just relax Tonya. Let it happen." He whispered reassuringly.
His soothing voice distracted me while his finger punched through the tight muscles of my 'pussy'. "Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!" I chanted. It didn't hurt a bit, but the sensation overwhelmed me. Being penetrated by Walter, even if it was just his finger, had me quivering with excitement. I had always known I was born to be on the receiving end, now it was confirmed. I was so happy, I had dreamed of this night for so long and it was finally going to come true!
Walter forced his finger in farther, my hips gyrated and I pulled back on my ankles raising my feet back toward my head. While praising my position, he worked the rest of his finger inside me. "You are so tight Tonya. We're going to have to take it slow. I wouldn't want to hurt you." He whispered. All I could do was moan.
Walter began slowly working his finger in and out of me. Every nerve in my body was aware of his finger inside me. I kept arching my back and writhing around on the table as he increased the speed.
Before long, his finger had dried. He pulled it out and stood up, "We're going to need some lubricant before we go any farther." I relaxed and let my feet back onto the table. He had walked around the table while speaking and leaned down and kissed me before finishing his thought, "I'll be right back, don't go anywhere."
"I'm not going anywhere. Just hurry okay?" I pleaded with him.
I felt like I was alone for an hour, actually it was probably no more than a minute or two. I heard him approaching and looked toward the door. What I saw as he entered the room frightened and excited me at the same time.
Walter had stripped naked, he looked even bigger and more intimidating without clothes. His powerful legs, arms and broad chest were covered with dark curly hair. The skin usually covered by clothing was pale, but everywhere else was tanned. And his cock, holy shit, his cock was BIG!
It was stiff as a board with veins protruding up and down its length. His cock was at least twice as long and thick as Derrick's. I knew it was big from grinding against it for most of the night. But now fully exposed, it seemed even larger! The huge pair of balls hung low and swayed from side to side as he approached. And in his hand was a tube a lubricant.
He must have noticed my concern and asked, "Are you ready to loose that cherry Tonya?" He knelt down between my legs and looked into my eyes. I felt like he could read my mind. It was as if he could see all the worries and concerns bouncing around in my brain.
"Um, it's so, I mean, you are so big!" I mumbled while staring at his cock and unconsciously pulling my knees back toward my ears.
He reached up and grabbed my little 'clit' between his thumb and forefinger. He slowly slid them up and down its modest length. "Just relax sweetie, we'll take it slow."
From my angle, his massive cock was right next to my little 'clit'. The thought flashed in my mind that his cock was like a car and mine was the hood ornament.
My muscles were still tense as he released my 'clit' and squirted a big wad of lubricant onto his fingers. As soon as he applied them to my 'pussy', I immediately relaxed. The cool, slippery feeling of it calmed me. Before I knew it, he had slid a finger inside and began fucking me with it. My back arched up again and a soft moan slipped from my lips.
"That's better, nice and slippery." He whispered before slipping a second finger in beside the first.
"Walter, that feels so naughty." I regretted saying it, thinking it sounded like a word a little girl would use.
"Naughty indeed. Just wait, we are going to get really naughty." With that said he withdrew his fingers and picked up the lubricant. He applied a generous dollop onto his huge, throbbing cock. Looking straight at me while I gazed at his cock, he massaged it all over its length.
He scooted further between my wide spread legs while aiming his cock at its destination. I was scared. The sheer size of that thing would have to split me in half, wouldn't it? What had I gotten myself into?
"Um, Walter, don't you want me to suck on you first? I, I give a pretty good blowjob?" I prayed he would take me up on my offer.
He looked up and said, "No, it's alright Tonya. There's plenty of time for that later. Right now, I have to get inside your pussy. You've been teasing me all day. Now it's time to break your cherry." The look on his face was stern. He wanted my cherry and he was going to take it from me.
With my legs pulled back so my knees were resting on my chest and my feet in the air, I was open to his invasion. He scooted a little closer and felt the swollen head of his cock make contact with my 'pussy'.
Terror washed through me with that touch. Tears began pouring out of my eyes and I sobbed, "Walter I'm scared. It's gonna hurt, isn't it. It's gonna hurt really bad!"
With one hand still on his cock, he raised the other and pressed it against my lips, "Shhh, it's alright. I am not going to hurt you. We will take it really slow."
Just as I got myself under control, he pushed forward until the head of his cock popped inside me. My tummy cramped up and pain screamed from my 'pussy' as it was stretched to its limit. I let go of my legs and wiggled around on the table trying to get away. I was once again crying like a baby and trying to push him away from me. Oh God it hurt so badly!
Walter was calm as he reached up behind either knee and pushed my legs back toward me. He held me down and didn't move his cock a millimeter, keeping perfectly still until I had stretched enough to accept him.
We must have stayed locked like that for several minutes with Walter assuring me the pain would pass. Eventually, the pain did pass although the discomfort of having something like a baseball bat inside me remained.
It must have been the expressions on my face, because Walter knew when he could proceed. Inch by inch his cock disappeared inside me. After every inch, he would pause to be sure I was alright. When I finally felt his balls against my cheeks, I couldn't help but smile. He was all the way inside me! I had taken his entire cock!
It wasn't exactly painful, it was more like being so full I was cramped. With his cock buried inside me, he leaned forward and kissed me briefly. I'm sure the discomfort showed on my face. When he was close enough that I could smell his cologne, he whispered, "Tonya, you are the sweetest thing my cock has ever been inside. You are squeezing me so tightly right now. It feels incredible." He kept telling me how good my 'pussy' felt to him, how pretty I was and how happy he was that I let him take my virginity.
Listening to him took my mind off the ache in my lower body and made me focus on what was happening. I had a huge cock inside me! My prayers had been answered and all my dreams had come true. Joy this time made tears roll down my face.
With the discomfort at a bearable level, I rocked my hips toward him and uttered, "Walter, I think I'm ready."
Reaching for lubricant, Walter poured some down between us. After setting it back down and pushing down on my legs, he asked, "Know what?"
Before I could respond, he slowly slid his cock out to the ring around the head. He pushed down on my legs until my knees were nearly touching my ears.
Sharp cramps plagued me as he pulled out, but they passed quickly. "Mmm, what?" I groaned.
He slowly slid that massive cock of his back inside me until his balls slapped against my cheeks. I squealed in a high pitched voice and gasped for air.
"You aren't a virgin anymore." He stated with a wicked grin on his face.
My lips spread in a smile which became an 'o' shape as he slid back out slowly. I gripped the edge of the table tightly as my eyes rolled up into my head.
This time he didn't pause, when he was almost all the way out, he pushed forward and buried himself in me again. "If that pool of juice under your 'clit' is any sign, I would have to say that you like my cock in your 'pussy'."
I glanced down at my stiff 'clit' and the puddle that was matting down my 'landing strip', I didn't even know I was hard? I gazed at him with lust in my eyes as I gasped, "Oh God yes!"
"Oh God yes, what Tonya?" he asked while sliding in and out at a steady pace.
"I LOVE your cock in my pussy!" I was finding it hard to believe that my 'pussy' had taken all of his enormous manhood. The discomfort and pain had changed, it wasn't a painful-pain, it was a holy-crap-that-feels-good kind of pain. Feeling his balls slap against my cheeks with each thrust was so very satisfying. The sheer feeling of him throbbing inside me was so erotic. I felt so proud of myself for making him feel so good.
With that response, Walter picked up the pace of his fucking and pushed down harder on my legs. I clung to the table's edge to keep myself from being pushed back. Each one of his inward thrusts was rewarded with one of my squeals. The pace increased until his cock was slamming in and out of me.
He pummeled my 'pussy' until we were both covered in perspiration. The combination of his expression and the throbbing of his cock let me know he was close to cumming. I somehow reached down and pinched my 'clit' between my thumb and finger and began to rub it. I knew I was close and wouldn't last long.
"Wal... ter... are... you... gonna... cum?" I asked while he furiously pounded in and out of me.
"Yes, and I'm gonna cum inside you. Who knows maybe you'll get pregnant." He answered with that same evil grin. "Would you like that Tonya? Would you like to have my baby?"
That was way too nasty and my little 'clit' began to squirt its juice all over my belly and chest. Just as I was almost done, Walter slammed into me hard and groaned. I felt his cock throbbing hard inside of me.
I didn't think it would happen, but I actually felt his hot cum erupt from his cock. As with hot liquid coated the inside of 'pussy', I realized that my little 'pussy' had made Walter feel good enough to cum. And that made me feel like a slut, a nasty little slut. And that is not a bad thing!
As the final spasm left Walter's cock, he collapsed on top of me. "That was unbelievable Tonya. We're going to have so much fun over the next couple of weeks."
I giggled beneath him, "It'll be like we're man and wife!"
"Uh, no I'd say more like Daddy and daughter. We have a bit of an age difference." I shivered and he must have felt it, "Does that bother you?"
I avoided his eyes, not believing what I was about to admit, "No, well, I sort of have a fantasy along those lines."
"Oh really, you have a thing for your Dad?" he sounded shocked.
"No, no, no, not MY Dad. A Daddy, you know like a Sugar Daddy." I couldn't help but giggle after saying that.
"Well, that just makes it all the better." He changed his tone to imitate a judge, "From this point forward, until things have to get back to normal, you'll be my daughter, Tonya, and I'll be your Sugar Daddy." His smile let me know he was going to enjoy this as much as I was.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and planted a million kisses all over his face. "This is going to be so much fun!"
He kissed me back with that same loud, wet, sloppy kiss we had earlier in the kitchen. He remained on top of me until his cock had softened and slipped out of me. I could feel his cum seeping out onto my cheeks, so I broke the kiss and announced, "I better go to the bathroom and get cleaned up before I make a mess."
Before sliding off of me, he said, "I'm sure this will be the first of many messes. I have very, uh, 'naughty' plans for you."
"Sounds yummy." I whispered, feeling more comfortable using words like that. I kissed him again before squeezing my cheeks together and awkwardly standing up. My knees were shaky and I felt a little dizzy. I cupped my hand under my 'clit' to keep my juice from dripping onto the floor. After getting my legs back, I waddled to the bathroom. My 'pussy' felt like someone parked a truck in it overnight.
After sitting on the potty for a bit, I cleaned myself up. I slipped my arms back into the dress and slid the spaghetti straps up my arms. When the skirt part of the dress fell down below my waist, I suddenly felt extremely feminine. That feeling of a skirt falling around my legs makes me wonder why everyone doesn't wear them, it is so erotic.
My hair was a mess and my make-up was smeared everywhere. I washed the mascara from my cheeks and outlined my lips to clean them up. Smiling at myself in the mirror, I spun around and admired my bottom. Just minutes ago, Walt.. Daddy's cock was buried inside me. I felt sore and weak. I didn't know it would be such a workout being fucked.
Walter was sitting the solitary chair and greeted me as I sauntered back in the room, "How do you feel Tonya? Sore? Does it hurt?"
"I'm okay Daddy. A little sore, but nothing I can't handle." I exclaimed in a chipper voice.
When he heard the word 'Daddy', he almost laughed. As I turned my back to him with the intention of sitting on his lap, he placed his hands on my hips to hold me off. "I am beat and need to go to work tomorrow. We're going to have to call it a night."
"You're kidding, aren't you?" I pleaded.
He stood up behind me, placed his hand on my lower back and guided me toward the door.
"Can't you call in sick?" I whined.
"No sweetie, I have to go in." he answered, the tone let me know this was not debatable.
As we got to the door, he spun me around, pressed me against the wall and kissed me hard. His tongue lashed at mine. I felt weak and think I raised one foot up off the ground like the women in movies.
When the kiss broke, he opened the door and handed me two movies on my way out, he thought they might be of interest to me. As I took those 37 steps back to my house, I read the titles of movies, "Anal Training -- Sissy Boy". On the cover, a young guy was dressed as a French Maid, he was on his hands-n-knees, an older man stood behind him and was driving a huge dildo into his butt. The second was titled, "The Naughty Sissy". On this cover, another younger guy was dressed in a tiny spandex dress. He was laying across the lap of an older man with the skirt pulled up. A pink butt plug was buried in his butt and his cheeks were bright red from the spanking he was receiving.
I quivered with excitement as I rushed home to watch them.
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From the beginning of our relationship, Sandra had known about my little kinks. She saw me for the first time running nervously from tree to tree in a public park not wearing a stitch of clothing. For as long as I can remember I have be obsessed with being naked in a place where I might be seen. It is something about it being so wrong, and the surprised look on the people's faces when they see a naked boy in a place they would never expect to see one. It makes me sooooo squirmy and horny!
Before I describe myself, let me mention that I know I have a smallish penis. But it actually matches my body perfectly! When it's soft, it doesn't dangle, the pink head and just a little bit of the shaft poke out almost straight. Twin marble sized balls are usually pulled up pretty snugly in a pretty little pink sack. When it gets excited, it pokes up to almost three inches, that's about as big as my first finger.
As I said before, I think it matches my body perfectly. Standing right about five foot four, and not quite breaking the 125 pound mark, I am not the usual size of a 22 year old boy. My butt is cute and bubbles out a little bit, and it wiggles when I run. Bright blue eyes that I've been told look innocent. My wavy hair is light brown and hangs to just about my shoulders, this has always driven my mother crazy, she insists that it makes me look like a girl. Not that I mind, most times I think of myself more as a girl than a boy anyway.
This might be hard to understand, but I have found myself attracted to both men and women. I have the hardest time imagining sticking my little penis in someone. So my attraction to women is more of a motherly kind of thing. I guess my own mother spoiled me, not sexually or anything, she took really good care of me while growing up. And having not left home until a few months ago, she still called daily to check on me. Now when I see a lady who looks anything like her, I can't help but imagine her taking care of me. This is where Sandra comes in.
There I was running from tree to tree, not wearing a thing, not even shoes. Even to this day, I get nervous and embarrassed when I am out flashing, but there is no way I would want to stop doing it. My plan had been to make it all the way around the small park. I had seen only three groups of people scattered around before ducking into the trees. I only made it about a quarter of the way around when I saw her standing beside a bench really close to where I started out. She stood there looking right at me, smiling. I know I blushed deeper than usual, most women will either laugh or look away after seeing me. But Sandra just kept staring.
After breaking the trance she placed me in, I saw her pointing to the bench. Lowering my gaze, I saw all of my clothes in a neat pile. They had been hidden in the trees not far from her. Biting my lip and quivering, I saw her smile brighten and wag her finger at me in a come hither manner.
Nothing like this had ever happened to me before. I'm not stupid, I knew there was always the possibility of being caught, and even worse, being arrested. But I tried to be as careful as I could. Now here I was, in the middle of a sunny day, in a public park not wearing a thing. With no other choice, my car keys were in my pants pocket, I blushed more than ever and kept to the trees as I made my way back toward her.
As I got closer and closer my mind was running wild. Trying to think of different ways to get out of this, all the different things she might say to me when I got close enough, all of the terrible things that could happen to me if she were a police woman. Through it all, my lil penis never softened a bit. Even though I felt like I was going to throw up.
Taking the last dash between trees, standing less than ten feet away from her now, I poked my head out and got my first good look at her. She was older than me, I later learned she is almost eighteen years older. She was dressed tastefully in khaki shorts, a baby blue t-shirt and white tennis shoes. She had a large chest, wide hips and her honey blonde hair was pulled back. Immediately I imaged her taking care of me. She looked so much like my own mother. The helpless feeling I had added to this I'm sure.
She didn't say a word, she just stood beside my pile of clothes and looked at me and the tree I was hiding behind. In my squeaky, naturally high pitch, I politely asked for my clothes. She smiled brighter than ever, left my clothes behind on the bench and walked toward me. She stopped about 5 feet from me. I stood kind of facing her, covering my penis with my hands and squeezing my thighs together. On the verge of either making a break for the bench or bursting out in tears, but not doing anything for some reason
"Well, aren't you a shameless little thing." This wasn't a question. Her voice sent a chill running up my spine that made me shiver. My chin dropped. "Running around naked as the day you were born."
She closed the distance between us, setting her finger with its long, perfectly manicured fingernail under my chin and lifting it until I looked up into her eyes. At this point I realized how much taller she was. She must have stood 5'10 or taller. As our eyes met, the whole situation must have gotten to me as a tear formed and rolled down my cheek. She quietly whispered, "It's okay sweetheart, you aren't in trouble. There, there, I'm Sandra and everything is going to be alright."
With this, she took my naked body in her arms and hugged me. My skinny arms wrapped around her and I hugged her back before I even had time to think about what I was doing. She held me there and whispered such sweet things to me. I tried to tell her I was okay, but she kept sush'ing me. Her warm, soft hands sliding up and down my bare back had me squirming in her arms.
All too soon, the hug broke, and when it did, she held my hand firmly. This left me only one free hand to cover myself. Sandra looked down at me, smiled sweetly and told me there was no need to hide myself. After all, she had already seen me.
Slowly my hand moved to my side, exposing my very stiff and excited penis. Sandra's eyes locked down on my lil penis, never had anyone seen me up so close before. A smile spread across her face, the kind of smile I hadn't seen before. She gently laid a single fingernail on my bare thigh.
Goosebumps rose on my tingling skin and my lil penis jumped when her solitary fingernail slowly drug from my thigh clear up to just below my nipple. I couldn't help but giggle. Before this giggle even stopped, she took a step out toward the middle of the park. I tried to remain where I was, but her firm grip on my hand drug me out from behind my tree.
With that warm smile, she said, "Sweetie, we're just going for a walk, no need to be nervous."
Feeling helpless again, and regretting not making a break for it when I had the chance. I took a timid step toward her and glanced around quickly. The same three groups of people were scattered around. My hand shot down and I covered myself bashfully. I took one step after another until we stood on the main pathway around the inner part of the park. Thankfully, the thick trees hid everything from the roads.
As she slowly led me around the park, she told me things that made sense at that moment. She told me this was the reason I was out, to be seen by strangers, wasn't it? And I was so cute that I should show myself off. She pointed out each group of people and told me how I would make their whole day with this walk. She went on about how seeing me had definitely made her day, if not her week. Over and over she reminded me not to cover myself with my hand. Eventually, Sandra had me feeling much more comfortable about being naked in a public park.
Even from a distance, I felt eyes watching me from all around the park. Shivers of excitement shot throughout my body. My lil penis was so stiff, it was leaking like crazy making the pink head glisten in the sunshine.
My stomach started doing somersaults as we got close to three elderly men sitting around a picnic table. The conversation at that table stopped when we got within twenty feet of them. My chin was down, looking at my bare feet on the sidewalk beyond my lil penis. That lil penis was standing straight up, pushing against my trimmed pubic hair. Of course Sandra had me on the inside of the sidewalk, closest to them. When I glanced up, I saw all three of them staring at my bare body.
One of the men started to say something about taking me home, but Sandra cut him off. She politely told him that we were just out for a walk. She said more after that, but I can't remember what. Because when she started talking, she turned me to face them, let go of my hand and laid it on my bare bottom. One of her long fingers was nestling between my cheeks. I popped up on my tip toes when the pad of her finger gently pushed between my cheeks and brushed against my hole.
My eyes popped open wide and a high pitched squeak escaped my lips. The men around the table stared so hard at me. Sandra gave them a few moments in silence to devour me with their eyes before taking my hand and leading me further around the park.
When we were out of earshot, Sandra asked in her sugary sweet voice, "Did your lil peepee almost squirt its juice in front of those old men back there?"
With a moan I answered, "Yes."
We started walking slowly again while she told me she felt my lil wrinkled hole quiver and knew I was really close. She leaned down close to my ear and whispered that she might take care of it for me, if I were just as good on the rest of our walk.
This gave me something to think about, never had I had an orgasm with someone else. It had always been just me and my fingers. I knew right away, that I would do what it would take to earn my prize.
The next bench we passed had a couple in their late twenties or early thirties. They only stared as we passed. I didn't think to even lower my chin or attempt to cover myself. Both the man and woman first stared at my bouncing lil penis, then my bouncing bottom as we walked away from them.
Sandra didn't even wait until we were far enough from them to not hear before praising me loudly, "You did so good! You didn't cover up or look away or anything! I'm so proud of you!" Her praise continued until we nearly reached a picnic table with four women about her age sitting around it.
We hadn't even reached the table when one woman asked, "Out for a walk today?"
Sandra waited until we were right next to their table before answering. She turned both of us to face the women before answering. "Yes we are. It is such a nice day I thought some sunshine would do us both some good."
The table broke out in quiet laughter and giggles. Then another of the ladies asked where my clothes were. Sandra answered so calmly and without hesitation. She told them all that she had a hard time ever keeping me dressed. We moved a step closer to the table while Sandra kept talking. She giggled with the ladies when she whispered that I didn't have much to hide anyway.
Blushing and feeling about an inch high, I looked over and up into Sandra's smiling eyes. She patted my bare bottom while moving behind me. Unable to look back at her, I was forced to stare at the three ladies around the table. I only managed to make eye contact for a second before looking down at the sidewalk. Her hands never left my skin. Wanting to run away and hide, to get out of there anyway I could. It must have been my terminally stiff penis that kept me in place.
Sandra's arms circled around me, her hands gently caressed me in front of them. My hips would grind or lurk forward every time her fingertips neared my penis. I had never been so turned on before in my life.
The three ladies kept talking and asking questions. They talked about me as if I weren't even there. When one of the three ladies mentioned the cute, shiney, pink head of my penis, the entire conversation turned to how horny I looked standing there.
This is when Sandra's fingertips slowly snaked their way directly toward my throbbing lil penis. I looked into the eyes of these women while thier eyes wandered from my penis to my face and back again.
I nearly jumped out of my skin when Sandra's first finger and thumb lightly pinched down and held me. Quivering as I stood there, Sandra began to very slowly slide her fingers up and down. Telling the ladies to watch closely this won't last long, I squirt so easily.
Having no idea how she knew, in less than ten strokes, my whole body went super tight. I fell back against Sandra and my eyes squeezed tightly shut. My toes curled up tight and my arms flailed around wildly at my sides. My lil balls pulled up tight, then popped inside me while I squealed at the top of my lungs. Then my penis squirted its juice in four blasts onto the sidewalk in front of my audience.
In the wake of my first orgasm at another person's hand, I stayed leaded back against Sandra trying to catch my breath and calm down. Not even aware of the conversation going on around me. The warm sun shining down on me, Sandra's arms holding me from behind, my head nestled between her boobs, it felt so perfect.
When I recovered, I became extremely self conscious, this isn't anything unusual. I reached down to cover myself up, but Sandra's arms kept them away. After quickly finishing up their conversation, she took my hand and lead me further down the sidewalk. While we walked, she told me how much those ladies had enjoyed my little show. She went on to apologize to me, just in case she hurt my feelings when she talked about me back there.
In a daze, and knowing I was completely in love with her, how could I possibly be upset with her? After all, every word she said was true. Even if, when she spoke them, I was more embarrassed than I had ever been before. I quickly answered that I wasn't mad or upset.
In no time at all, we were standing at the bench where the adventure had begun. I even surprised myself when I didn't make a single move to pick up my clothes or cover myself with Sandra's eyes wandering up and down me.
Just as I was about to try and say goodbye, Sandra looked into my eyes. Actually she looked deeper than that, it felt like she saw the real me behind my eyes. Tilting her head to the side, she whispered, "You are just adorable."
"Where do you live sweetheart?"
I didn't hesitate to tell her my exact address.
"Do you live alone?"
I answered that I did.
With this she smiled warmly. Bending down and scooping up my clothes, she stood back up and looked down into my eyes. She told me that she really enjoyed our time together and couldn't imagine it ending so soon. While she spoke, the first finger of her free hand rolled around on the slippery head of my lil penis, coating her finger with whatever was left of my orgasm and precum juices.
Sandra slowly raised her shiny finger right in front of my eyes while asking if I would like to spend a little more time with her. Before I could answer, she began to slide her fingertip along my lips. I couldn't help but moan and part my lips for her. After generously painting my lips, she withdrew her finger and licked it clean.
Staring into her eyes with pure love, and licking my own lips, I whimpered softly that I never wanted our time together to end. She smiled so warmly, it made me feel dizzy.
Sandra took my hand and led me off toward my car. I tried to figure out how she knew which way to go, but I realized that we must be parked near each other. After all, she had stood so close to where I started with my clothes earlier in the day. We broke past the trees and I became exposed to the street and houses, I got nervous again.
Trying to cover myself with my hands and blushing furiously. Sandra released my hand, patted my bottom and told me to relax. No one was in their yards across the street from what I could tell, and the traffic was sporadic. What cars did drive by, definitely saw me. Horns would honk and I could see every eye in every car staring at me walking along the outside of the park.
Sandra stopped beside a Lincoln Towncar and told me this was hers. I pointed to an older Toyota Corolla and let her know that was mine. She paused and thought for a moment before she asked where my keys were. After I told her, she fished them out of my pocket and we walked back to my car. Before stepping off the curb, Sandra looking down into my eyes and asked me if I trusted her.
Having no idea what she was up to, but knowing my answer without even having to think about it, I told her that I did. She giggled and told me to wait where I was. Stepping off the curb, she opened the trunk and laid all my clothes inside. Looking back at me and showing me the keys, she shut it, locking my clothes away. Before even coming back toward me, she slipped my keys into her pocket.
Now, I thought I had felt helpless before, but this situation put a whole new meaning to that word. I saw her smile that warm smile before coming back to me, taking my hand and leading me to her car. I wanted to ask where she was taking me to. I wanted to ask when I would come back and get my car. I wanted to ask so many questions, but I didn't utter a sound. I had told her I trusted her, and I meant it.
Sandra kept hold of my hand as I stepped off the curb into the street just as a carload of people my age drove by. They repeatedly honked the horn and shouted out rude things from the window. Sandra made a comment about how a kid couldn't appreciate a cutie like me. Her comments seemed to always make me feel better.
She unlocked and held the passenger's door open for me as I slipped into her plush car. Leaning down, she said with such excitement, "We are going to have so much fun together!"
After buckling me in, the door shut. It dawned on me how helpless I truly was. No identification, no car keys, no nothing! But watching her walk casually around the car, keeping eye contact with me the whole way, I relaxed a little.
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As Sandra drove her plush Lincoln TownCar along the streets, I squirmed in the passengers seat. Between all the cars passing by and her occasional glances at my bare body, it kept me excited during the whole drive.
The silence during the drive made me feel very uncomfortable. I tried to say something about having never been out on a street or in a car naked before. She just smiled and giggled softly while laying her soft, warm hand on my thigh halfway between my knee and my hip. She turned and smiled again when she felt goose bumps pop up under her fingertips.
After this, the conversation seemed to flow more smoothly. It was a pretty one-sided conversation, she would ask questions and I would answer. Most of her questions seemed to be about my family, actually my mom. She was the only family I had.
After a brief pause in the conversation, she requested in her soft loving voice, "Reach into my purse down there sweetie and get my phone."
My back arched and I think I moaned a little as I stammered, "You, you will want to call me after today?" I bit my lower lip and looked over to her, praying that she would say 'yes'.
She pulled up to a stoplight and removed her hand from my thigh and moved it up behind my neck. She just held me there, looking right into my eyes and said, "Oh baby doll, of course I will call you after today. I think I may have had more fun that you did so far. Is it okay with you if I call you?"
My heart pounded in my chest and I felt my whole body flush with excitement. I squirmed in the passengers seat as I squeaked, "YES!" After hearing how loudly I said that, I blushed and sort of hunched over in the seat with embarrassment.
"It's okay baby, I'm excited about our relationship too. There is nothing you will ever have to be embarrassed about with me. Do you understand?" As she spoke those words so calmly, I couldn't help but feel even more love for her.
After calming down a little, I played with her phone until I got my number in there. Before saving it I saw another line for my email address. Looking up at her concentrating on the road, I quietly asked if I should put my email in there too.
Her hand still caressed the back of my neck as she replied that "it might be a good idea". After saving my information, I moved to put her phone back in her purse. Sandra stopped me before I could. In a very serious voice she told me it might be a good idea if I put my mother's information in there too, just in case something happened to me.
Holding the phone in my hand as my mind ran wild with what she might do with my mom's phone number. She might call her up and tell her how she found me running around a park naked. Or she could tell my mom about how I squirted right in front of ladies I didn't even know. Or Sandra could tell her how I drove home with her not wearing a thing.
Sandra's soft whisper broke my train of thought. "Oh, I think your little 'dolly' likes the idea of me having your mommy's phone number."
I looked up into her eyes, not realizing what she was talking about. She took her hand from my neck and slowly lowered it until the pad of her first finger rolled around on the slippery pink head of my little penis. She whispered again, "THIS is your dolly. And just look how excited it is. It even jumped when I asked you for your mommy's number."
I was confused and hurt and am not able to express how I felt at that moment. Feeling as if I may cry again, I asked why she called it a 'dolly'. Her explanation was honest and simple, it hurt my feelings, but it was honest. She explained that it was no where big enough to be a cock, hearing her say that word made me shiver. She went on to tell me that it was even small for a penis.
"And baby, you are so cute and sweet just like a dolly. So I think that's what we should call it. No more discussion, it's your little dolly from now on." Her voice was firm, not scary firm, just enough to let me know not to argue.
I've always known my 'dolly' was small, but after having been named that, I felt it to be absolutely tiny. Just as I felt tears forming in my eyes, she stopped me from feeling sorry for myself. She reminded me to put all of my mommy's information in her phone. My eyes had been lowered when she said that, and she was right, when she mentioned my 'mommy' my dolly jumped, hard.
Biting my lip and squirming in my seat like crazy while I typed in her name and phone number. No even allowed to think about it, she told me not to forget her email address. I thought for a brief moment about telling her I didn't know it, but couldn't bring myself to lie to her.
I hesitated before pressing the save button, knowing this couldn't be changed. Having just met Sandra earlier that day, I was placing all of my trust in her. I squeezed my eyes shut and hoped for the best as I pressed the button. I slowly closed the phone and slipped in back in her purse where I found it.
I looked up to the road just as Sandra was pulling into a pretty big two story home. Her hand slipped back down to my thigh and she smiled that warm smile while telling me we were home. The car stopped halfway up the long driveway. Sandra pulled the keys from the ignition, leaned over and slipped them into her purse before taking it in her hand.
"Why don't you run up and wait for me by the front door. I am going to get the mail real quick." Before she even finished speaking, her door was open and was stepping out. Before the door closed behind her, she leaned back into the car and reminded me not to cover up in a very cheerful voice.
My eyes popped open wide with nervousness, never had I seriously considered walking around in a neighborhood naked. A park was one thing, but a neighborhood? My eyes shot up and down the street, not seeing anyone close by, I quickly opened my door, stepped out and felt the warm sunshine and a light breeze on my naked body. I quickly shut the door before dashing up to her front door. My stiff dolly was bouncing around with every step I took. Remembering what she said, I kept my hands to my sides the whole way. Once I reached the door, I stood facing it, and looked over my shoulder for Sandra.
I saw her walking toward me slowly, smiling as usual. My mind was reeling. I had only met this lady a few hours ago, and I already felt extremely close to her. The little pet names she had taken to calling me, even though I had told her my name twice didn't bother me a bit. Honestly, those cute little names made me feel, well, they made me feel special. Even the name she chose for my little penis, 'dolly' wasn't bothering me after a few moments had passed. Without even thinking about it, I knew I would put up with any of her little quirks as long as I could be with her.
As Sandra neared the sidewalk to the front door, a car passed by in the street and I squealed and shivered. Sandra laughed behind me and I looked back over my shoulder at her. She was walking slowly up the driveway, her eyes casually wandering over every inch of my bare backside. Chills shot through my body while I watched her eyes examining me. Out of impulse I almost reached forward and covered my very stiff and throbbing dolly. Sandra's eyes narrowed, she knew what I was about to do. Catching myself at the last moment, I quickly raised my arms up and laced my fingers together behind my head. I was concentrating so hard on not covering up and staring at the door, not wanting to look back into her eyes.
After what seemed like an eternity, I felt and heard her step up right behind me. Sandra stood so close behind me I could feel her warm breath on my naked skin. I almost jumped when I felt her warm, soft hands on my bare hips. She must have leaned in even closer when I heard her whisper softly in my ear, "Such a good little one. You almost tried to cover up, but you didn't. I would have hated to have to call your mommy so soon and tell her you had been naughty."
All I could do was moan softly. My hips ground around in a circle and my back arched. Every time she even mentioned my mom, I just got more excited. I know I should have been worried or embarrassed, but I wasn't. Sandra's hands and fingers were caressing my hips and the upper part of my bare cheeks.
Sandra whispered again after letting me consider what she had just said for a moment. "I think someone deserves a prize. Spread your legs a little bit sweetie."
Of course I did as I was asked, spreading my feet apart and even going wider when she asked me to.
"Perfect." She hissed in my ear. "Now lean forward, put your hands on the door." She waited until I had done that before going on. "You are such a good baby doll, always doing as you're told. Now sweetheart, would you like Auntie Sandra to rub your dolly again?"
Whimpering softly, my back arched even deeper while my hips ground around so lewdly. Not caring at all that I was standing outside at the time. My voice was cracking as I whimpered, "Yes."
In that cheerful, sugary sweet voice of hers she chirped, "Yes WHO, Baby doll?"
Standing on her doorstep naked, so involved with Sandra and my thoughts on the way here I didn't even know where I was. And to top it all off, I was more turned on than I ever thought possible. I played along with her auntie game, needing her to touch me again. My voice squeaked in a higher pitched voice than usual, "Yes please, Auntie Sandra!"
One of her hands slid closer to my very excited dolly, the other slid up my body, tickling me the whole way, making me squirm around while I jerked away from her feathery light touch. Without even touching my dolly, the first finger of the other hand traced my lips. When that finger pressed against me, I parted my lips and sucked on her finger as if it was the natural thing to do. The hand near my dolly pulled my hips back toward her, and I felt her pants against my bare cheeks. Another moan slipped through my lips when Auntie Sandra began to grind her hips against my bare bottom.
Her voice was raspier than before when she said, "Oh my, you are excited for Auntie's touch aren't you." She slid that finger in and out of my mouth until it was perfectly slippery. Slowly, she slid the finger from my mouth and without letting the wet digit touch my skin; she slowly slid her hand down my chest.
In the softest whisper I could imagine, I heard her ask, "Are you ready for your prize baby doll?" With no time to answer, she looped the first finger and thumb around my dolly, not moving at all, just holding it. The hand with the finger I had moistened moved around between us, and quickly slipped between my cheeks. The sensation of that warm wet finger against my wrinkled hole made me see stars. Gasping for a breath, my hips bucked back against her.
That soft, sweet whisper filled my ears again, "It's okay sweetie, Auntie Sandra will never hurt you." While she spoke, I felt her finger shift around between my cheeks. Then, ever so slowly and gently, I felt the slippery, warm finger press against my virginal hole until it popped open and her finger began to slip inside.
While slowly working her finger into me deeper and deeper, I squirmed around, whimpering and my voice making squeaky sounds. The fingers of her other hand still only held my little dolly, as if she were protecting it.
Whispering in my ear again, "Does that feel good? Oh, yes it does. Auntie knows what makes her baby feel good, doesn't she." By now she was sliding her finger in and out of me, holding my dolly with her other hand. I can honestly say I have never felt so special before.
"Now sweetie, I want you to do something for me. Close your eyes and just listen to my voice."
My eyes fluttered shut, while my little hole quivered around her finger and my dolly throbbed and leaked its juice onto her fingers. Well beyond the point of thinking clearly, I did as I was told.
"You love your Auntie Sandra don't you sweetie. I know you do."
My hips were grinding back onto her finger, each time her finger sunk in deep, I popped up on my tiptoes and made squeaky noises.
"Did you know that Auntie Sandra doesn't like her baby to keep secrets from her? I know you are a good baby and don't want to upset your Auntie do you. No, you don't." her voice was almost hypnotic. Her finger slowly pumped in and out of my wrinkled hole, and I stayed on my tiptoes as I got closer and closer to squirting.
"I know something else baby. I know that your mommy would be so proud of you right now. She would also be jealous. Because I bet, she would LOVE to be me right now."
Unable to hold back any longer, every muscle in my body went super tight. My head tossed itself back and I felt the warm sunshine on my face. My bottom squeezed down on her finger so tight, and those strange squeaky noises slipped through my lips again. Just as my body began to shudder, my little dolly throbbed so hard and squirted its juice onto the ground at her front door.
Auntie Sandra's hand left my dolly as she reached and opened her front door. The orgasm, hands down the most powerful of my life left me in a daze. I don't even remember stepping into her home.
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Standing in Auntie Sandra's living room, who wasn't really my Auntie, not wearing a stitch of clothing, with her eyes studying every nook and cranny of my body made me quiver all over. Her eyes on me were enough to keep my 'dolly' all stiff and excited. She had already made me squirt my juice twice that day, the first at the park in front of ladies neither of us knew, the second, only moments before standing at her front door.
Sandra sat in the middle of a plush leather couch, still wearing those khaki shorts, baby blue t-shirt and white tennis shoes. Her large chest rose and fell with each breath she took. The bumps of her nipples beneath the cotton of her t-shirt slowly danced before my eyes hypnotically. Sandra's wide hips almost completely covered one of the cushions on the couch. The way her honey blonde hair was pulled back, and the calm, proud look in her eyes kept me at ease. I had helped her to move the coffee table out of the way so I could stand in the middle of the room.
The questioning session from the drive to her home had started again. The questions had started out innocently enough. She mostly quizzed me on my childhood with my mother. Just hearing Auntie Sandra, say the word 'mommy' made me quiver and my 'dolly' jump. Part of the reason was because I had fantasies about my mother, not entirely sexual fantasies. They were more of a "caring for me" kind of fantasy.
Other reasons for my constant arousal when I was near her were because of the similarity she had to my mother. That and the fact that she had made me squirt twice in one day. And up until this morning, I had only brought myself to orgasm.
After a barrage of questions about my mother and my feelings toward her, Sandra stood up suddenly and excused herself. I was left standing naked in a strange living room with nothing to put on, and no idea how to get home. Just when I was getting really panicked, Auntie Sandra returned carrying a camera.
Biting my lip and almost covering myself up, but catching myself at the last moment. Auntie Sandra had reminded me more than once not to cover up. She insisted I was too cute to hide. As she sat back down on the couch, she smiled brightly at me while fiddling with the camera.
"Oh sweetheart, there is no need to be nervous. I am just going to take a few pictures of my little sweetie! Just relax baby. Why don't you dance for me while we talk?" With that said she reached over and picked up a remote control, the room filled with soft music with the click of a button.
With the camera still sitting by her side, I didn't know what else to do, so I began to dance for her. I have never been to a formal dance before, nor had I ever danced with a girl before at that time. But I had seen lots of movies of girls my age doing stripteases on the internet. I had always wished I could move like they did. And I had spent lots of time practicing in front of a mirror.
But already being naked defeated the purpose of a striptease, it didn't matter that much, I danced as best as I could. I was nervous at first, but soon relaxed and all my practice seemed to pay off. My hips were grinding around and my hands sliding up and down my body. I was especially careful not to touch my little dolly, knowing if I did, it would squirt in a second.
The more I danced, the hornier I got. Auntie Sandra was watching my every move, smiling the whole time. I kept dancing through a whole song before she spoke a word.
"Goodness sweetie, you are a really good dancer!" the enthusiasm in her voice just urged me on to dance even better. "Dance around in a circle for me, I want to see your cute little bottom."
Slowly I danced around until my back was to her. Wiggling my bottom around, arching my back, following the beat of the music. Hearing her 'oh' and 'ah' behind me got me even more excited. Spreading my legs wide, reaching back and gently parting my cheeks as I bent forward and looked back at her from between my legs.
The expression on her face had changed, it looked like she was sad. I stood up quickly and spun around already asking her what was wrong. Thinking to myself all of the things I might have done to upset her.
"Sweetie, please don't take this the wrong way, but something is wrong." Her voice was so calm while she spoke. She paused for a moment before going on, "It's just that a cute little thing like you shouldn't have..." A smile spread across her face before she finished the sentence. "Babydoll, do you trust me?"
Looking up and down my body self-consciously before answering in that high pitch, "Of course I trust you Auntie Sandra."
Her smile seemed to get even warmer with my answer. She stood up after setting the camera down and asked me to wait where I was while she got "things" ready.
It felt like I stood alone in her living room for hours, naked. I spent the time worrying about all the things that might be wrong with me. My mind was running wild. I just hoped and prayed that she still liked me.
Auntie Sandra appeared in the room suddenly, making me jump when she spoke. My nervousness made her giggle all by itself. After giggling for a moment or two, she took my hand in hers and led me further into her home.
During the short walk to the dining room, she explained to me that I had 'something' on me that didn't belong on a cutie like me. Her avoiding telling me what was wrong with me just made me more nervous.
The dining room in her home was as one would expect, formal table with seating for six, large china cabinet, and an entry into the kitchen and double doors that opened to a back patio. The lacey tablecloth was folded halfway back, in its place was a large white bath towel. Upon entering the dining room, Auntie Sandra helped me wiggle up on the towel. She scooted me around until I was on the edge of the table with my feet flat on the table and spread to my sides. I had been exposed all day long, but having my legs spread apart like this, and leaning back on my hands to keep my balance, left me completely and utterly exposed.
Sandra stood and looked down on me for a moment or two. Then she walked behind a counter which separated the dining room from the kitchen. She again asked if I trusted her. When I confirmed that I did, she smiled that bright smile that made me feel like I was melting. She came back with a big bowl of what I would later learn was warm water. She set off behind the counter again and came back with a pink can of shaving cream, several pink disposable razors and a small pair of scissors. When I first saw what she carried I squirmed, I had considered shaving myself before, but never did more than just trim my pubic hair back.
In that sing-song voice of hers, "I knew this hair didn't belong when I first saw you running around the park. And while you were dancing for me, I knew for sure that all this yucky hair had to go. Now remember sweetheart, you told be you trusted me. So I don't want to hear any whining, okay?"
I smiled a little before promising that I wouldn't. I knew hours before, that I would do whatever it took to make her happy. And if it meant loosing my pubic hair, that was fine with me.
Auntie Sandra spent a few moments getting everything organized around me. Once she was satisfied, she positioned a high backed chair right between legs and took a seat. My back arched, never had I had someone so close to my privates before. I could feel her warm breath on my most sensitive areas. And I found that I really, really liked the feeling. And my little dolly seemed to like the feeling too, it was poking up proudly and pressing against the pubic hair which I was about to loose.
Auntie Sandra started by taking the scissors in her hand, leaning in close and carefully cutting away as much of my pubic hair as she could. After this, she took a cloth from the large bowl and moistening the stubble and skin all around my little dolly. Laying the cloth back in the bowl, she picked up the shaving cream and squirted a large glob in her hand. Her soft, warm hands massaged the foamy cream all over my pubic hair, little pink sack and up and down my dolly. She even made a swoop up to my belly button covering the thin strip of hair that led up there.
Looking up into my eyes as she picked up a pick razor, she told me "Sweetie, you are being so good! Now, just hold really still. I wouldn't want to cut your dolly by accident."
She began with my dolly, taking slow swipes from the base to the head. Dipping the razor into the bowl and swishing it around from time to time. Over and over she repeated this. Each swipe made me want to jump. But I used everything I had to stay still. I think she knew what she was doing to me. The danger of being cut, her warm breath on my privates, all of this mixed with the feelings in my dolly as the razor passed over it. It was seriously hard to control myself.
She would slide the fingers of her free hand up and down the thin shaft from time to time to make sure it was perfectly smooth. Each time she did this, I would gasp. Her soft touch made me want to squirt so badly.
You have to keep in mind, the hair I did have down there wasn't dense. It was fairly sparse. Actually, the rest of my body was the same way. My body hair has always been light colored and thin, which made it pretty easy for her to remove.
When my dolly was smooth to her satisfaction, she moved onto my little sack. She would pull it taut before passing the razor over it. The same routine was used, shave away all the cream and repeat if she felt the slightest bit of stubble.
While she shaved, Sandra would ask questions to keep our conversation going. I was well beyond caring if we were talking or not. The occasional comment about my mother made me gasp and squirm on the tabletop. Sandra would have to wait until I calmed down before going back to her business.
She changed to a new razor after finishing with my little sack. Auntie Sandra had me lay back on the tabletop before addressing the triangle of hair that was my pubic mound. My legs spread wide while she stood up between them. I reached down to help hold my dolly out of the way, but she smacked my hand playfully and told me I wasn't allowed to touch it yet.
After removing that triangle of pubic hair, she took two strokes up to my belly button and removed that strip. She seemed so happy while shaving me, chatting away and humming a song I didn't recognize. I really didn't want it to end. And thankfully, it didn't. She had me remain lying on my back while she lathered up my legs, covering me in the white foam from the tops of my toes, clear up to my waist. She thoroughly shaved first one leg, then the other, having to lift them up high and apart to get behind and between them.
The more time I spent exposed in front of Sandra, the stronger my feelings for her got. She had a way of making me feel even more exposed than ever before. Spreading my legs and shaving me was an experience I will never forget.
I had my fingers laced behind my head to keep it from resting it on the hard table. Even with the towel, the tabletop was hard. Before I realized she was done with my legs, she had picked up the scissors again and had moved to my very ticklish armpits.
Fighting my ticklish reflex to twitch and squirm around on the table while she snipped away the hair. When she was happy, she moistened the area with the cloth and rubbed in the shaving cream.
Whispering in her soft voice, "Now, try and hold still you wiggle worm! You are going to look even cuter than before when we're finished here! Without all that yucky hair in the way, I'll bet that even more strangers will stare at you when we go out in public!"
We! She had said "we"! That meant I would see her again. My entire body warmed at the thought and I smiled so brightly my cheeks hurt. I squirmed around on the table while she shaved, trying my best to hold still, but I couldn't. Her constant, feathery touch and the words she spoke made me need to squirt more than ever before. Sandra would stand over me, smiling down and wait for me to recover before starting up again.
Sandra scooped up some of the left over shaving cream from my armpits and rubbed it down my chest. It only took three quick strokes of her razor to remove the few hairs that were there.
Standing up and stretching her back, she stepped back a step and told me to hold still. She hurried from the room and came back only moments later with the camera. Standing between my wide spread legs and holding the camera to her eye she asked me to say "Cheese!" I did. And she snapped off picture after picture of my naked smooth body.
She again switched to a fresh razor while chirping, "Almost done Sweetie! Just one more place to go. Roll over, up on your hands and knees. That icky hair on your cute little bottom is terribly out of place!"
I hesitated for a moment before rolling over and popping up on my hands and knees. My brain was temporarily fixated on what she could do with the pictures. She could post them on the internet for everyone to see. Or she could send them to my mom, I had put my mom's email address into her phone. That thought made me bite my lip and my baby-smooth dolly jump hard.
Sandra asked me to move this way and that until I was just how she wanted me. I wound up with my knees spread wide, my shoulders down on the towel. My head was turned to the side unable to see anything except the large china cabinet filled with her best dishes. The reflection I saw forced me to moan. There I was, on my knees, my hands were back, helping to keep my cheeks spread wide apart, and Auntie Sandra sat on a chair behind me looking at my quivering wrinkled hole.
She didn't say a word as she trimmed away the longish hairs. Then she squirted more than enough shaving cream into her palm. I waited for her touch, she seemed to be taking her time rubbing it between her hands, staring between my cheeks. Finally, her warm fingers and palms touched my cheeks. I whimpered softly while my hips thrust forward and back.
She caressed my cheeks and between them in the same loving manner she had my dolly. Being careful and gentle, but driving me crazy with desire. Before long the massage was over and I watched in the reflection as the razor touched my inner cheek, sliding slowly down between my cheeks. Over and over, swipe by swipe, the last of my body hair was removed.
Sandra took a towel and wiped away the remaining foamy cream. I stayed on my knees reaching back and spreading my cheeks wide apart even after finishing with the towel. Her touch left me and I almost said something. Before I could, she chirped, "Say Cheese!" I heard the camera taking even more pictures.
My mind ran wild again, to the internet, my mom, what she would think if she saw these pictures. Nibbling on my lower lip and trying to remain calm until she set the camera down.
Sitting up on my knees just enough to glance down my body was strangely embarrassing. Auntie Sandra had moved around to watch my reaction. There wasn't a hair in sight. My fingertips slid across where my pubic hair had been. Even my own touch felt different somehow. And without any pubic hair, I thought my dolly looked smaller than ever before. The myth of a shaved penis looking bigger is just that, a myth.
Sandra helped me up off the table while asking, "Now doesn't that feel better Sweetie? You look WAY more adorable than you did before. All that yucky hair just didn't belong, don't you agree?"
The question didn't register with my mind right away. The moment of silence keyed me in to reply with a simple, "Yes, Auntie Sandra." Looking up, past her huge boobs to her eyes, I must have looked worried or lonely or something because she took me in her arms and hugged me again. After holding my naked and excited body in her arms for quite a while, the hug broke apart.
"Come with me Baby."
With those words, Sandra took my quivering hand again and led me even farther into her home. She took me up a flight of stairs and down a hall to her bathroom. Her home seemed to be decorated and furnished like any other woman her age. Tasteful pictures and knick-knacks on furniture I couldn't afford.
She had me wait while opening the shower curtain and getting the water warm. While she worked she said, "A nice warm shower will feel good won't it? It's always good to rinse away that cream too. We don't want it causing a rash or anything."
Having always been naked around her, the way she seemed to always speak to me, the tone she used, the names she called me. All of this kept me feeling so small, young, and helpless. I don't know if this was her intent, but it made me feel as if I needed her.
When the water was warmed to her liking, Sandra stepped aside to let me into the tub/shower. She stood in the bathroom doorway, asking me not to close to the curtain. The curtain was clear anyway, it wouldn't have covered me up at all. With the curtain wide open, and Sandra watching my every move, I washed myself with her lady bath products. My hands sliding along my freshly shaved skin gave me chills. She spoke those familiar soothing words to me while I bathed. Reminding me how cute I was and informing me of any places I didn't wash well enough.
I told her the water felt different without hair. She giggled and said to only wash my dolly, not play with it. While saying those words, she held up one hand with its pinky finger pointing up, with the other hand she reached up and rubbed up and down the length of her smallest, skinniest finger. The words and act embarrassed me deeply, reminding me of how small and inadequate I was as a man. Honestly, I didn't even realize I was touching it. During the few moments of tremendously embarrassing silence, her expression never changed from the loving, all knowing motherly look.
Being seen naked by strangers that I would never speak to was one thing, but having been so intimately exposed to Auntie Sandra for most of this day was completely different. Shivers had shot up and down my spine throughout the day and goosebumps popped up on my skin with the slightest look or gentle touch.
Just when I had begun re-washing my body with a white exfoliating sponge, per her suggestion, she had to leave to answer the phone. I heard her talking to someone while walking back to the bathroom. She wasn't gone long enough for me to begin to worry again. She took her place back in the doorway and watched me while chatting to whoever was on the phone.
I had no idea who it was, and it spooked me when I realized I hadn't heard the phone ring. Worrying as usual, my mind took off at mach speed thinking it could be my mom. I did put her number in the phone after all. The conversation she had wouldn't confirm if it was my mom or not. But she was telling whoever was on the phone exactly what she was looking at. Going into great detail about all the things we had done that day.
An almost wicked smile exposed her white teeth while she said, "Yes, I think I can do that with this phone, one second."
She pulled the phone away from her ear and aimed it at me. My mouth fell open and my hands shot down to cover my very erect dolly. The proud look left her face, replaced with a scowl. For the first time she scolded me, "Babydoll!! Don't you think for one second that you are too big not to take over my knee for a spanking! Now move your hands away, smile and pose pretty! Do it quickly, before I have to call your mommy and tell her what a naughty little one you have been!"
The scolding frightened me. I wasn't frightened of never seeing her again, I was now frightened of physical harm. While moving my hands and attempting to pose 'pretty', her much taller and larger figure stepped closer and I wanted to run away. But there was no where to go. I moved around and posed differently until I saw her smile again. I faced the camera, my hands were both up acting like I was washing my hair again.



I heard the click of her camera phone and then watched her press buttons until the image had been sent. She smiled proudly at me before asking whoever she spoke with if they got the picture. The water got cold before they finished talking about me. I reached down and turned the water off while Auntie Sandra told the person I was done with my shower. After a giggle and a goodbye, she hung up the phone.
Timidly, I asked who she was talking to. She smiled while taking a large, fluffy white towel from a rack, "It was just a friend sweetie. Just a friend who I think would love to be your Auntie too!"
She ignored my hands when I reached to take the towel. Instead she stepped close and wrapped it around me. The soft towel felt wonderful against my smooth body. I stood there like a child while Auntie Sandra took her time drying me off.
After hanging the towel on a rack, she had me sit on the seat of the toilet. Still going on about how impressed her friend was with me. Reaching to a drawer in the counter, she pulled out a comb and proceeded to part my hair down the center and comb through it many more times than I thought necessary.
When happy with the job she had done, Auntie Sandra took my hand in hers and stood me up. Pulling me into her arms and laying one hand on my lower back, the other behind my head. She squished my face into her ample chest. Whispering so softly to me while slowly rocking me in her arms, "Babydoll, I'm sorry I had to get firm with you. But you need to understand that covering up like that was a naughty thing to do. I think you know that, don't you?"
Whimpering softly into the soft, deep valley between her boobs, "I know, and I'm sorry Auntie Sandra." My voice cracking as the final syllables left my lips. My arms attempted to wrap around her waist, and failed. Not able to touch my fingertips together behind her.
She broke the hug apart far too soon for me, smiling down at me, before taking my hand and leading me out of the bathroom. Steering me away from the direction we had come, she led me to one of the other rooms on the second floor, her office. Still holding my hand, she turned the armless, rolling chair away from the desk and sat down. Without a moment's hesitation, she gently pulled me onto her lap, facing away from her.
I couldn't help but giggle, not having sat on anyone's lap for a long, long time. I leaned back against her and her arms circled around me, her fingertips tickling up and down my chest, sides and stomach. I squirmed on her lap and my body jerked hard when she found out how ticklish I am on the sides of my ribs. Her hands slid down my body and gently spread my legs apart until both of her legs were between mine. With my legs positioned, her hands slid back up my body and pulled my hands down to her hips behind me.
Her lips almost touching my ear when she whispered softly, "Look straight ahead Babydoll."
Rolling my head on my shoulders and opening my eyes wide, I gasped and my back arched deeply pressing my upper body against her soft boobs. Directly in front of me was a mirror, easily big enough to show all of me. I could even see parts of Auntie Sandra behind and under me. For the first time I was able to really see my shaved body. Looking so small on her lap, my skin seemed to glisten in the sunlight coming in through the window. I looked all over, but wasn't able to see a single hair beneath my eyelashes.
As if she knew what I was thinking, her hands still holding my wrists, gently raised my arms up and above my head. I suppose I wasn't prepared to see my hairless armpits. My eyes popped open even wider, and I groaned. My hips ground down onto her lap hard. I had never felt especially masculine to begin with. Now, without a single wisp of body hair, I barely looked it at all. My smooth, stiff dolly was all that was left.
Her whisper became throaty, "Mmmm, do you like what you see?" Not waiting for an answer, the fingers of one of her hands slid down my still raised arm, my chest and then my stomach. Ever so gently, she took my dolly between her first finger and thumb, just holding it between her fingertips, not moving at all.
Ever so slowly and gently, Auntie Sandra cooed in my ear, telling me I looked absolutely adorable. She leaned in even closer and softly kissed my cheek, at the same time she began to lightly rub up my dolly.
Having been on the verge of squirting since she began shaving me, it wasn't a surprise when my dolly jumped and swelled up after only one tiny stroke. Auntie Sandra let go of it, giggled in my ear, and whispered, "Oh my Babydoll, you are awfully excited aren't you."
All I could manage was a weak whimper while squirming on her lap. I was so excited and ready to explode at any moment, and Auntie Sandra knew it. Her hands caressed their way along my body until she held my wrists again. Gently she urged me onto my feet, on wobbly legs, I managed to take a few steps until I stood right in front of the mirror.
I stared at her reflection in the mirror, her soft, warm hands sliding to my hips. Her heavy breathing in my ear just seemed to make me need to squirt even more. She stood close enough to me that I could feel her shorts and top against my bare skin. When she held my hips more firmly and began to grind her hips against my bottom, she whispered, "What do you want Babydoll? Is there something Auntie can do to make you feel special?"
I squirmed and pushed my bottom back against her. My eyes rolled up into my head, I had never been this horny before. Glancing down, I saw my dolly jumping around, oozing its juice, making the pink head look slick and shiny.
"You need to use your words Sweetie." She paused to giggle, "What can I do to help you Baby?"
Failing to answer again, she went on to suggest, "Would you like me to rub your dolly? Oh, or maybe put my finger in your bottom again? Does that sound like fun?
I heard a voice squeal in a high pitch, "Yes!" But I swear I didn't say it. One of her hands slid back behind me, lightly caressed my smooth cheeks before her finger wiggled between them. My little hole must have been quivering like crazy while she gently rubbed the pad of her finger over and around it.
She moaned when she spoke, "Mmmm, yes. Babydoll likes to have his bottom played with. Auntie might have to get some naughty toys to play with your bottom with. Oh, maybe a little plug that you could wear when we go went out together?"
My body vibrated, I felt as if I would squirt without her even touching my dolly. She ground her hips against me, and I bucked my hips back against her.
Moaning once again, "Baby, I know you are so close to squirting. You could just explode at any minute, couldn't you? Should I go get my phone so we can call mommy? We can tell her all of the secrets you've been keeping from her."
I squealed louder than I thought I could, every muscle in my body went taut. I squeezed my eyes shut and began to spasm wildly. I fell back against Auntie and tossed my head from side to side between the huge soft globes of her boobs. My little balls pulled way up inside me just before my juice began to squirt from the pink head of my dolly.
While still thrashing and twitching and squealing, Auntie reached down and rubbed the head of my dolly. This made the feelings of the orgasm exponentially more powerful, almost painful. She removed her fingers after only a second, bringing them to my lips and painting them with my juice.
She withdrew her finger from between my cheeks and wrapped that arm around me, helping me to remain standing. The other hand took a few more trips down to the head of my dolly and back to my lips, keeping them moist and glossy with my juice. Eventually, my exhausted body collapsed back against her.
I managed to whimper softly, "I love you Auntie Sandra."
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Three painfully long days passed by without a word from Auntie Sandra. The time was spent in a constant state of worry. She had promised she would call, and now after so much time, I was nearly certain that she wouldn't. I was checking for phone messages and emails dozens of times each day. And not seeing one nearly broke my heart every time. I had no idea what her full name was, her phone number or email address. She even kept me occupied when driving me to and from her home, so I had no idea where she lived. I was completely helpless to contact her.
Even without her contacting me I had been keeping the two promises I had made. #1 - I had kept up on the shaving of my body, keeping it silky smooth for our next time together. #2 – I had been naked and touching myself each time I spoke with my Mommy on the phone. I hadn't dared squirt while talking to her, but I had to stop touching myself several times during each conversation, always afraid of her hearing one of my loud, squeaky orgasms.
By the third night, I was completely convinced I would never, ever see her again. The thought of that made me want to cry, and I did. That third night I cried myself to sleep. My heart broken and feeling as if there was something more I could have done. She was the only person I had ever met that could see through all the walls I had built around me. Actually see the real me deep inside.
The very next morning I got a call from the Temporary Agency I was working for. They had a job for me! Not that this was anything to get really excited about, I had been sent out on dozens of jobs without a single offer for a permanent position. Thankfully my car had been a graduation gift, and Mommy was making my rent payments directly to my landlord. I only had to make enough money to feed and entertain myself.
Taking a nice long, hot shower, I stepped out and wrapped a towel around myself. While I finished getting ready, my mind was fixed on Auntie Sandra. My trance was broken only when the phone rang again. Dashing across to the next room to answer it, thinking it was probably the Agency calling back because they gave me the wrong address. Before answering I glanced at the caller ID, I didn't recognize the number, and immediately hoped it was my Auntie.
I answered the unknown number with a cheery "Hello."
Her sugary sweet voice filled my ears and mind with a warm feeling as soon as I heard it. "Hello Babydoll, have you missed me? This is Auntie Sandra."
I squealed into the phone excitedly, trying to put into words just how much I'd missed her. Then babbling on and on so fast she couldn't keep up with what I was trying to say. Having so much to tell her, how I thought my heart broke the night before and that I hadn't stopped thinking about her.
With her soft soothing voice, "It's okay Babydoll. Calm down now. I'm calling now aren't I? Just like I promised I would. I would never, ever break a promise to my Babydoll." After a moments hesitation she asked in a soft whisper, "Are you touching your dolly?"
Glancing into the mirror across the room, I saw my first finger and thumb sliding up and down along my dolly's petite length. The towel that was wrapped around me now lay at my bare feet. Whimpering softly, feeling as if she always knew what I was doing before I did, "Yes."
After a quick giggle she said "Well, I know you aren't undressed yet. And Babydoll, I think you should be all naked. And, why don't you stop touching yourself for now. I want you to save up your juices for a little bit."
Bashfully, I took my fingers away from myself and admitted I was already naked. She told me how she loved me running around in my birthday suit. And, if she could have it her way, I wouldn't own a single piece of clothing. That way I would have to ask her for something to wear if I needed it, and she would be the one picking out what I wore. She promised I would never ever be very covered.
In that sugary sweet voice again, she asked if I would like that. I moaned into the phone that I did. She told me how sweet it was that I did. And went on to prod me about why I liked the idea of asking for permission to dress. I tried to explain that my mom (Mommy, she corrected me) had always made the majority of decisions for me while I lived at home. I tried to explain that having someone do that, made me feel loved and special. She ignored my answer but commented how cute it was that I still considered her house my home.
I knew what she was going to ask this time as soon as I heard the first two words, "Have you kept the promises you made to me Sweetie?"
I couldn't stop myself from giggling, when I proudly admitted that I had. Her voice smiled when she apologized for even asking, knowing that I would all along.
I told her it was okay and that I was proud of myself too, going on to tell her about the conversations I've had with my Mommy. With me naked and touching myself the whole time. How naughty it made me feel, but how 'right' it felt.
In a serious tone she asked, "Do you think Mommy knows how naughty you are being each time you talk to her?"
I managed to whimper a soft "no." I found myself sitting down on my bed, still facing the mirror, squirming around and grinding my bottom into the mattress, fighting the urge to touch myself.
"All naked and playing with your leaking dolly when talking to her, I bet she would take you over her knee and spank your bottom if she knew. Don't you Sweetheart?" giggling softly after finishing her thought.
I heard it before I even realized I said it, "I hope so."
Her voice changed to the 'all knowing, motherly' voice I have come to love, "That's good Sweetie. I think if you are naughty, you deserve a firm spanking too." After only pausing long enough to take a breath, "But I also think, even a good Babydoll needs a spanking from time to time. Just in case you've been naughty without me finding out"
I could only whimper softly into the phone while grinding my bottom down so hard on my bed. I even had to shift my feet around to get more leverage. I watched my every move and expression in the mirror. The desire to touch myself was almost overpowering.
"But Sweetie, this isn't the reason I called. What I wanted to know is if you had plans late this afternoon?"
My voice shot up a few pitches higher when I squeaked, "No! No plans! Are, are, are we going to see each other again?"
"Oh Babydoll, you have missed your Auntie. That is so sweet. I've missed you too. And, yes, I was hoping to pick you up later today. Is that okay, maybe, around 4 o'clock?"
My voice was bursting with glee, "Yes! I can't wait!"
I could hear the happiness in her voice too, "Now Babydoll, I'll meet you right out in front of your apartment. I can't ask you to walk out of there naked, so I'll drop something off for you to wear."
I was immediately nervous at the thought of walking out of my apartment in hardly anything. "What? I mean, what are you going to drop off?"
"Oh, it's nothing to worry about. It's just a little something special for you. Now Babydoll, I want you to walk out to me wearing only what I leave for you. That, and your apartment key, nothing else. Is that clear?"
After quickly chirping that I did understand, I asked where we were going and she avoided the question as if I didn't even ask it. We chatted a while longer and then the call came to an end.
That day turned out to be the longest day in recorded history. Thankfully, the job the Temp Agency sent me on was administrative. I had never lasted more than an hour on any of the manual labor jobs they sent me to. All day long my mind was filled with Auntie Sandra. My dolly must've gotten stiff fifty times that day. And it took me such a long time for it to settle back down. I'm sure my performance at that job wasn't the best they had seen. I wasn't expecting to be called back, and I never was.
Getting home as quickly as I could, I raced through the entry of my apartment and up the stairs to the third floor. Just as I turned the corner, I saw it. Hanging from my doorknob was a white bag with strings for the handle. I nearly sprinted down the hall and grabbed the bag, fumbled with my key (twice), and then stepped into my apartment.
Glancing to the clock, I had about 40 minutes and wanted to be on time! I left my clothes in a pile on the floor in my living room. After a quick shower and shave, I dried off and skipped back into the living room to open my prize.
What I found inside only slightly shocked me. I had been dreading the worst all day long, expecting something tiny, pink and transparent. But as I pulled out each item, one-by-one, it was no where near as bad as that.
The first thing I pulled from the bag was a very small, white t-shirt. Holding it up, the words "Aunties' Babydoll" were printed across the front in loopy, baby-blue lettering. The shirt seemed too small for me, but I laid it carefully on the table. The next item was a little pair of white shorts. No, not shorts, they were hot pants. There was no button or zipper on them anywhere, and the stretchy material made me squirm when I thought of walking down my hallway in them. The third piece I found surprised me. When it first emerged from the sack, I saw a really cute, baby-blue teddy bear. Turning it in my hands, I found it was actually a very small backpack. After giggling softly to myself, I laid it carefully on the table beside the other items. It was immediately obvious the backpack matched the lettering on the t-shirt perfectly. The last item I found in the sack was a pair of white flip-flops.
After a quick check of the time, I casually wiggled my bottom into the little shorts. They clung to my skin snuggly, loosening up only a little at the leg openings. After pulling them up, then down, then back up again, trying to find where they should sit on my hips, I positioned them to barely cover the upper portion of the crevice between my cheeks. I thought leaving the bottoms of my cheeks out in the open was better than having 'plumbers butt'. When they were finally in place, I bit my lower lip, these were by far the smallest shorts I had ever worn. For goodness sakes, I thought my underpants covered more than these!
Running into my room and looking into the mirror, my eyes bugged out a bit. They sat so low on my hips, well below my belly button. The gentle V-shape where my stomach met my waist was out for anyone to see. The inseam couldn't have been more than one inch. It felt like more of my legs were showing than when I was naked. Laying my hand along the side of them, I moaned softly when I saw that the palm of my hand, not including my fingers, was longer than the shorts! The outline of my very stiff dolly and its small sack of balls were blatantly on display under the tight, white shorts.
Dashing back to my living room and picking up the shirt. I held it up and smiled one more time at what it said before I pulled it on. It wasn't as snug as the shorts, but it fit tighter than any other t-shirt I owned. The big difference was its length. This shirt ended just above my belly button. This left several inches of my middle uncovered. I squirmed where I stood. Reaching to touch myself, I realized what I was doing and stopped just short of my fingertips making contact with the shorts.
Glancing back to the clock, I found I was running out of time. I slipped my feet into the flip-flops and pulled on the teddy bear backpack. Flipping and flopping my way back to the mirror, I touched-up my hair and readjusted the shorts. Biting my lower lip again while I tugged down the t-shirt, it popped right back up above my bellybutton.
Running back to my pile of clothes on the living room floor, I removed my apartment key from the ring. Then, standing at the door, wearing clothes that my Auntie chose for me, I paused to get my courage up. I felt exposed and vulnerable and I wasn't even out of my apartment yet.
I took another minute to think of anything that would completely soften my dolly. I suddenly wondered what Auntie would do if I put a long jacket on over my outfit. My cheeks warmed at the thought of her spanking me over her knee. My mind took off, wondering how hard she would spank me, if she would do it right in front of my apartment, would she strip me naked first.
When another shiver shot all the way through me, I glanced at the clock again. I had to leave right at that moment. So without another thought, I opened my door, locked it from the inside and shut it. Standing in the hallway, holding a single key in my hand, dressed as I was, I felt more alive than ever before. I was completely aware of every beat of my heart and every breath I took.
Biting my lip hard, I began to walk down the hallway. The 'flipping and flopping' of my shoes seemed usually loud in the quiet hallway. I knew the entire floor was going to peek out their doors to see what the commotion was about, but I didn't run into a single person. Down three flights of stairs, again, no one saw me. Across the entry and finally out into the afternoon sunshine.
The first thing I saw once my eyes adjusted to the bright light was Auntie Sandra standing beside her big Lincoln Towncar directly across street. Her bright smile, open arms, mammoth breasts and wide hips made me attempt to run to her in my flip-flops. It didn't work out, I nearly fell on my face. She didn't take a step toward me while she giggled. A deep blush spread over me as I walked as quickly as I could to the sidewalk between us.
I squirmed where I stood as car after car drove past, every eye in every car looked at me. I blushed so deeply and wanted to run and hide, but knew I would never do that. Waiting for a break in the traffic, I stared across the street at her, trying to ignore the passing cars.
Her pretty blonde hair was hanging down straight today, lying just over her shoulders. She wore a light denim summer dress and heels with denim straps. The front of the dress had a v-neck and wide straps across her shoulders. The dress hung down to just below her knees. I could see tons of small buttons up the front of that dress. For the first time I was able to steal a peek at the deep valley between the massive, pale globes of her mountainous boobs.
My dolly sprang to attention, standing up more proudly than before. My hips instinctively ground backwards and I reached down with both hands to hide myself from the passing cars. I realized what I had done as soon as I had done it, slowly lowering my hands to my sides. When I looked back to Auntie Sandra, she was making a tsk-tsk-tsk gesture, pointing at me with one finger and brushing along the top of it with her other index finger. The warm smile on her face assured me I wasn't in trouble for my mistake.
I dashed across the street when the traffic lightened, right into her arms. Her arms circled around me and held me tight. In her heels, my head was lovingly nestled between that perfect pair of perfumed boobs. While snuggling into her closer and doing my best to hug her back, I realized that each of her boobs was the size of my head, if not bigger. My hands rubbed her sides just behind her armpits. I felt the thick, strong straps of her bra, similar to the kind my Mommy wore.
She held me and gently rocked me against her, whispering to me. Telling me how much she had missed me, how much fun we were going to have that day and how much she loved me. One of her hands was under my teddy bear backpack, gently rubbing my back in circles. The fingertips of her other hand, gently traced along my lower waist, right at the top of my shorts.
When the hug broke, she had to lay her finger under my chin to get me to look into her eyes. She had a way of embarrassing me, not mortify or humiliate me, just make me blush and feel immature. When our eyes did finally meet, I felt like I was in trouble. I seem to get caught like that, staring right at her big boobs more often than I would like. Her warm smile remained, her hands lying on my hips, she told me we had to get going or we'd be late.
I didn't object at all when she took my hand and led me around the car, helping me off with my backpack before holding the door open for me. After wiggling into her car, she leaned over and buckled me in, the boob closest to me smushed against my face. She didn't leave me right away, she stayed just where she was and slowly laid one of her long fingernails under my dolly. I moaned and squirmed when she slowly drug than nail up to the dainty pink head of my dolly. My dolly reacted immediately, bucking up against her fingernail before it even reached the head. I heard her giggle while pulling herself out of the doorway.
She paused only long enough to whisper, "Oh I have missed my Babydoll. I may never let you go back to that apartment again. I might just have to decorate a room in my house and steal you away forever!"
Her voice sounded serious, and I hoped with all my heart that she was. After looking right into my eyes for longer than I would feel comfortable, if it were anyone else, she leaned in close and kissed me on my nose. Auntie carefully shut the door behind her before walking around the front of the car, never taking her eyes off of me. And she never stopped smiling either.
The car seemed to groan when she lowered herself onto the driver's seat. She turned her upper body to face me when she was comfortable. In that sugary-sweet voice she asked for my key, which I happily laid into her open palm. She dropped it into a small compartment on the driver's side of the dashboard. Taking the teddy bear backpack from my lap and opening it up. She giggled when she asked for my flip-flops. After tucking them into the bottom of the backpack, she asked for my top, not 't-shirt', but my 'top'! She folded it neatly while asking for my "shorties". I squirmed in my seat, her choice of words did that to me. Wiggling out of the tiny shorts and handing them to her, again, she neatly folded them on top of my 'top' and tucked it all into my backpack.
Before she stretched to put my backpack in the rear of the car, her eyes wandered all over me. I squirmed before her. She whispered, "Much better! Isn't it nice Babydoll?"
I nervously squeaked that it was. Her eyes continued to wander casually over my naked body, spending most of her time watching my dolly throb before her. After enough time to make me nervous, the warmth of the sunshine reminded me I was outdoors. Lifting my eyes to look around on the street for passersby, I saw a couple walking in our direction, on our side of the street. They looked familiar, and I knew I had seen the man and woman while getting my mail from my box in the lobby. I didn't think they lived on my floor, but they definitely lived in my building. I scooched down in the seat, not wanting to find out what it felt like, to pass strangers in the hall that had seen me naked.
Auntie Sandra must have felt how nervous I was becoming, with a turn of the key, the big car purred to life. I looked up at her just as she laid her hand on my thigh, gently spreading my legs apart wide. Let me assure you, spread so wide and naked in the front of a car as it drives down the street is tremendously exciting if you are with someone special.
Again I tried to inquire about where she was taking me today. She just smiled and told me not to worry about it. During this drive I tried to pay more attention to where she was taking me. When the stores and houses became nicer and nicer the farther we drove, I asked if this was the neighborhood she lived in. She told me she did live around here. From there we giggled and joked about our first drive together, how exciting and scary it had been for me.
When passing a small strip mall off of any main road, she told me we were almost there. The level of excitement in her voice rose as she spoke. She turned the corner, and then turned down the alley, parking in one of four spaces behind a store in the strip mall. There were houses behind us and the strip mall in front of us. While Auntie Sandra turned off the car and opened her door, she finally explained the first event of the day.



Her voice loving, but had a strict tone also, "Now Babydoll, we're going to run into this store and get you some new shoes. I couldn't guess what size you wore, so I had to get those annoying flip-flops. But we'll get you some cute ones in here. A friend of mine owns the store. So you need to be on your best behavior."
The whole car moved when she lifted herself out of the seat, I couldn't help but giggle softly and smile. That simple thing reminded me of my Mommy, the same drastic shift of the car happened every time she lifted her body out of her car.
I waited for her to open my door for me, I'm not sure why. It just seemed like the right thing to do. On her way around the back of the car, Auntie Sandra opened and closed the trunk before coming to my door. When she reached my door, she held a present in her hand. It was a box gift wrapped in white paper with a baby blue bow around it. The present was smaller than a shoe box, but bigger than a single serve cereal box. I love those single cereal boxes!
Her face was glowing when she handed me the gift. I took it in my hands and tried to thank her and apologize for not getting her anything. She had bought the clothes I wore earlier and now a gift. I felt terribly guilty for not even thinking of getting her something, anything! She laid her hand on my cheek and told me it was okay, she wasn't expecting anything. She even went on to tell me that she loved spoiling me and hoped to spoil me rotten. We both giggled and agreed we liked the idea, probably more me than her.
Sitting in her car in my birthday suit with my dolly super stiff, as usual, and opening a present while Auntie Sandra looked on. Carefully I untied the ribbon and removed it, then opened the gift wrapping. The box within was a basic white box with no hint of what hid inside. I bit my lower lip anxiously and opened the lid. Inside was a baby blue plug. The wide, flat base tapered inward then back out and back in again to a round point. The widest part was only as wide as my two thumbs together, side-by-side. I carefully lifted it from the box, the plug was a soft rubbery thing. I knew exactly what it was for.
"Do you like it Babydoll? It's for your cute little bottom! You seemed to like my finger in your bottom so much last time we were together. It will my Babydoll's pacifier! I hope it will keep you thinking about your Auntie whenever you wear it."
I was still staring down at my present in my hands. Slowly my head rose up until I was looking into her eyes. She could read me like a book and knew instantly that I loved my prize. I squealed, "Oh thank you Auntie! I love it! And I can't stop thinking about you even without my present!"
She opened the glove compartment and took out a white tube that, at first glance, I mistook for toothpaste. With my present in one hand, she took my other and helped me out of the car. The warm sunshine shook me awake from the special moment. My nudity didn't seem to worry Auntie at all, it was as if she knew everything was okay. Therefore, I began to feel the same way too.
On my tip toes, she led me around to the front of the car, my bare dolly bouncing up and down with every step. For the second time, her hands slipped under my arms and lifted me off the ground. She spun around and set me onto the warm hood of the car. Sitting there with my feet dangling down, she helped me lay back. Spreading my legs and lifting them up, she took my prize and had me hold my legs up and apart.
Her breathing heavier, her voice more throaty when she said, "Babydoll, I'll bet you are going to love this."
The back door of the store we were going to suddenly opened. A lady stepped outside, her eyes zeroing in on me on the car hood. She froze where she stood for a few moments, I suppose she was trying to comprehend what she was seeing. The lady was slightly smaller than Auntie, but still a big lady. She was about the same age, but her boobs were no where as big as Aunties. Her hair was straight, cut short. It was a graying, dark brown color. Her face was plump and friendly. As soon as I saw her, I blushed such a deep shade, I saw it on my chest. That blush didn't fade for quite a while.
At first, her voice sounded like she was lost, "I thought I heard you pull in Sandra. Oh my, you weren't exaggerating, Babydoll is just adorable." Her emphasis on the last word made me squirm.
Auntie Sandra looked down at me, lying on my back on the car hood, my hands behind my knees, pulling my legs to my chest and apart, spread open and hiding nothing. In that proud, cheery voice she said, "Babydoll, I'd like you to meet Marge. Marge, this is my little Babydoll."
My back arched and my dolly jumped up and down several times, oozing its juice from the tip. A little puddle of juice was forming on my smooth mound, directly under my dolly's slippery, shiny, pink head. I had been holding off from touching myself all day. And after speaking with Auntie on the phone earlier, I wanted to more than ever. Marge walked over and stood beside Auntie, her eyes never leaving my exposed body.
Auntie Sandra showed her the present she bought for me and told her I couldn't wait to try it out. She even asked me to confirm that, which I bashfully did. I squirmed on the car's hood while watching her open the 'toothpaste' tube and squirt out a clear gel onto the tip of my new pacifier. Very casually, while still chatting with Marge, she rubbed the lubricant all over the baby blue plug.
Before doing anything else, Auntie Sandra asked Marge to get the camera from the backseat. Going on to explain that this moment should be captured for my Mommy to see someday. With a mischievous smile and a look that frightened me, Marge got the small, handheld, digital video camera. After Sandra gave her a quick lesson on the camera and both of us some basic directing, she began to record the events unfolding before her.
Auntie Sandra spoke the whole time, using cute little words often that made my dolly jump. She first had me hold the lubricated pacifier in both my hands. My arms looped around my legs to keep me folded in half. Marge, this lady I had just met, moved from place to place, capturing every possible angle, and never pausing the recording.
My dolly squirmed and jumped and throbbed between my smooth thighs, while Auntie Sandra baby talked to me. I am sure it was for effect for the movie we were making, but it was driving me crazy. Squirting out a big dollop of lubricant onto her fingertip and showing it to the camera. She laid her ultra slippery finger onto my little hole.
I swear I almost squirted. My body quivered like a leaf on the car's hood. Auntie knew just when to pause. She would talk to me or Marge while my dolly settled down, and then start up again. Once my little hole was super slippery, she very suddenly dipped her finger inside me to the second knuckle. I squealed loudly in a pitch high enough to make both ladies smile.
Marge moved around until she found the perfect angle. Auntie Sandra slowly slid her finger in and out of me. With each movement her finger made, my body trembled and my little hole quivered around her finger. I was in heaven.
She continued to finger me slowly while asking me silly questions that, thankfully, didn't require a response. "Does that feel good Babydoll?" and "I bet Mommy would be so proud of you Sweetie, don't you?"
Eventually she slipped her finger from inside me. Just before I whimpered, I thought I heard a 'pop'. Auntie took my pacifier in her other hand and had me hold my legs back farther and spread apart as far as I could. She took a few steps back to let Marge move in close. Auntie proudly mentioned she loved how 'flexy' I was. She then said with excitement, something about getting me even more 'flexy'.
Auntie asked questions in a way to get me to say certain things out loud. I was to look right into the camera while I said each thing. I know I said, "I love and miss my Mommy and wished she was here right now." I said I loved to be naked or barely dressed outside with my Auntie Sandra. And I loved to be kept smooth without a single body hair. And I'm sure there was more, but I can't remember it all.
Marge zoomed in between my legs when Auntie cornered me into explaining the term "we" chose for my 'penis'. In a squeaky, cracking voice I said, "Well, my dolly is WAY too small to be a cock. It's even too petite to be a penis. That's why I call it my dolly. It's little and cute, just like me, and I'm Babydoll."
Auntie Sandra smiled down at me proudly. She laid one hand onto my inner thigh and asked me what I wanted. Embarrassed once again, I politely asked her to please put my pacifier in my bottom. Before she did, she paused to look at the slippery, lubricated plug.
She was thinking, I knew that expression. She said something about the pacifier deserving a kiss. With that, she slowly lowered the gooey pacifier to my lips. She nodded her head and smiled. I hesitantly smiled, puckered up and kissed the tip of the pacifier. I couldn't help it, I licked the gooey stuff from my lips.
I squealed happily, "Bubblegum! It tastes like bubblegum!"
Auntie Sandra lowered the pacifier to my lips again. After another quick kiss, my eyes popped open wide when I felt it press against my lips. Auntie was smiling down at me. My lips parted slowly, first the rounded tip, my lips parted wider until my mouth held the pacifier clear to the widest part.
In her informative motherly voice, Auntie Sandra said, "Sweetie, rules come with this new toy. You will have to ask for it. You may never touch it unless you have permission. You will have to kiss it every time before it goes in you. And, you'll also have to kiss it after it comes out." The smiles on both women's faces made me visibly shiver.
The thought of kissing the plug after it came out was gross, but Auntie would surely wash it first, I hoped. I nodded my head after she asked if I understood the rules. My back arched deeply and I moaned loudly as she slid the plug from my lips. My mouth filled with the flavor of bubblegum. I licked my lips while she lowered the plug between my legs. She gently drug the rounded tip over and around my quivering hole.
While teasingly bumping the tip against me, making my little hole want more, she coated the tip of her index finger in the pool of my juice that had formed. Raising that finger to my lips and painting them with my juice. Sensually dragging her fingertip along both my upper and lower lips, she re-coated her finger twice while still teasing me with the plug.
In one instant, she pressed harder against the plug so my little hole began to stretch open and slipped her finger into my mouth. For a brief moment, my lips closed around her finger, then my mouth fell open and I squealed again. My back arching so deeply on the car's hood and my head craning backward. With her finger leaving my mouth, she drug her moist finger down my neck, chest, and belly until that hand framed around my dolly.
The plug slid in a little, then out, then back in a little deeper. She was obviously in no hurry at all. The hand framing my dolly slowly moved closer and closer until she held my throbbing, leaking dolly between her first finger and thumb. She worked the plug lovingly, going nice and slow, there wasn't a bit of pain at all. When she neared the widest part, her fingertips began to slide up and down on my dolly.
A tiny bit of pain shot through me when my little hole stretched over that widest part of my pacifier. Before my bottom swallowed it up, Auntie began to rub me faster, much faster. Just before the base of the plug settled between my cheeks, my dolly squirted its juice hard. My body trembled wildly, I thought I was having a seizure. Unable to control any part of me, strange noises escaped my lips and my dolly jumped and throbbed and squirted its juice all over my chest, tummy and mound.
When the squirts stopped, Auntie squeezed the underside of my dolly clear down where it met my body and drug them up to the squishy pink head, squeezing out the last drips of my juice. Lying naked in the sunshine on the car's hood, in the aftermath of another mind numbing orgasm, I knew it wasn't the sunshine that made me feel warm and fuzzy, it was Auntie.
When I had the strength to raise my head and look at her, my concentration was caught on the pokey bumps of Auntie's stiff nipples under her dress. I bit my lip and whimpered when I realized each of those bumps must be the size of my thumb to the first knuckle. Her chest rose and fell heavily with every breath. Glancing first to Marge, she looked just as excited. Then back to Auntie, the proud look on her face made me smile. I softly squeaked, "I love you Auntie Sandra."
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For two years, Brian and I had lived in a small apartment in a rather rundown part of the city. We couldn't afford anything nicer without destroying our meager budget. Luck finally came our way when Brian heard through a friend of an older man, Charles, looking for a housemate. It seemed perfect for us!
Brain was a little older than I was at the time, he was 29 and I had just turned 20. In most ways we were opposites. He stood a full head taller than me. His shoulders were broad and strong, mine were not. His dark brown hair laid down flat and he kept it cut short. My hair was blonde, wavy and hung down around my face. He was also very smart and persuasive, it seemed as if he could talk me into about anything. Basically, in our relationship, he was the man and I had taken on the role of the girl. And it was very comfortable for both of us.
Brian and I met with Charles the day after hearing about the opportunity. Charles turned out to be in his early fifty's. He was also taller than I was, but honestly, I was used to being the smallest person in a room. He and his wife divorced years ago and his son recently moved a few states away after getting married.
The meeting was a little strange, Charles seemed to address only Brian when speaking. When he did look at me, it was odd, almost as if he was avoiding me on purpose. The house was very nice. It was a beautifully decorated, 3-bedroom, ranch style home. Our bedroom would be off the main living room. A bathroom would separate our bedroom from Charles'. The final bedroom was at the end of a hall, it was used as a study and storage room. The kitchen was next to the living room. He and Brian seemed to be getting along really well. When asked if he was 'okay' living with a gay couple, Charles said he didn't mind at all. The rent he was asking was only slightly higher than we were used to and we agreed to rent a part of his home that day.
Up until then, we had rented our apartment month-by-month. And at the end of that month, we moved our things into Charles' home. Brian and I were both very excited to be getting out of the nasty part of town we had never gotten used to. Our new home was in a nice little area, too near to the city to be considered a suburb. The yards of every house were all perfectly manicured and the houses looked similar, but far from identical.
While carrying in box after box, it was obvious just how excited both of us were to be moving into such a nice neighborhood. Brian's hands were grabbing and feeling me every time we were out of Charles' sight. When we got the last box into our room, Brian pushed me against the wall and kissed me passionately, with the door to our room wide open. I couldn't see Charles out there, but got nervous nevertheless. Brian's tongue dove deep into my mouth while grinding his body against mine. I tend to be a bit vocal when I get excited and I heard myself chirp with the unexpected kiss.
It was at that moment when I realized what we had done. With our bedroom was right off of the living room, if Charles happened to be in the living room while we were making love, I was sure he would hear everything. If the walls were as thin as our last apartment, he would probably hear us even in his own room. Being in the apartment was different, we didn't have to face and speak with our neighbors every single day!
I somehow pushed Brian away and I calmed myself down. Not being able to make love whenever, wherever we wanted, would take some getting used to.
We all worked ourselves into a routine over the next few weeks. Everything was going so smoothly, everyone went to work and came home afterwards. Charles was a wonderful cook and loved to do it. After I cleaned the kitchen, something I offered to do, we all sat down and relaxed in front of the television. I know, we were pretty boring people.
I was especially careful about watching how I was dressed during those first few weeks. In the past, I had run around our apartment basically naked, something I was no longer able to do. Generally, I slept naked or in a nightshirt (one of Brian's dress shirts). This forced me to get dressed before I was even ready in the morning for my dash to the bathroom.
Brian and I had never been happier. We made love just about every single night. As more time passed, we relaxed and didn't worry about the noises I made so much. Charles didn't ever mention it, or even look at us differently afterwards. It probably helped that he constantly told us to relax, this was our home now too.
One particular weekday evening I was especially tired and was going to bed early. After brushing my teeth and slipping into my nightshirt, I realized I never said goodnight. As tired as I was, I made my way to the living room. Brian told me later that Charles' eyes bugged out of his head when he saw me. My nightshirt hung down far enough to easily cover everything that needed covered. But I had only two buttons done, which left a lot of me showing. Aside from the shirt, I wore nothing else.
I walked right in front of Brian and bent down to kiss him goodnight. I can't be sure if I flashed Charles or not, but I'm sure he saw far more of me than ever before. Rising up I then turned and bent to kiss Charles goodnight. Something I had never done before. I guess I was REALLY tired. It was a simple bunny-kiss, but still a kiss. Wishing both of them a goodnight, I wandered to my room and fell fast asleep without even realizing what I had done.
The next morning, Brian woke me up before he left for work. He quietly told me about the little show I had put on the night before and how much Charles enjoyed it. Brian told me how they had both stayed up pretty late talking, mostly about me. From what Brian found out, Charles was straight, but had admitted the night before, if he were going to have a homosexual experience, it would be with someone like me. Talk about an ego boost!
In the past, Brian had talked me into teasing different friends of his. I had found it terribly exciting. I knew I was safe, and it would never go farther than I wanted with him around. He of course knew how much I enjoyed it, and before leaving for work, suggested I tease Charles a little bit. I squirmed in the sheets just thinking about it.
A half hour after Brian left, I got out of bed and wandered into the living room, still wearing only my nightshirt. Instead of going straight to the bathroom, I made my way to the kitchen. Charles was there, already dressed. Without taking his eyes off me, he offered to get me a cup of coffee. I told him I could get it myself. With my back to him, I stretched up to the second shelf for a mug. I checked when I got to the bathroom, the bottoms of my butt cheeks peeked out when I stretched that far.
With my back still to him, I filled my cup. Casually I turned to face him, holding the warm cup in both hands, I told him I was going to go and shower. The look in his eyes was beginning to make my smallish cock stiff. This made my hips squirm a little which let the shirt slide off one of my shoulders. I hadn't planned this and wound up showing more than I planned to. I thought he might jump up and take me right there in the kitchen, but he didn't. He simply smiled, letting his eyes wander up and down my almost exposed body. I bit my lower lip and wandered into the living room before a bump appeared under the shirt.
That is how it began. As time passed, I became almost comfortable exposing myself to Charles and my teasing became more and more blatant. At the same time, Charles began to openly flirt with me, sometimes right in front of Brian. Living in that home turned out to be the most exciting time of my life.
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Not only did my mother have to accept the fact that her only son was gay, that was hard enough in itself! She'd always dreamed of having grandchildren and now that would never happen. No, in addition to that, my mother had to accept the fact that I'd fallen totally, head-over-heels in love with a man nearly her age! The first few times she met Sam, she looked at him as if he were a child molester! But she got over that, eventually. After she'd known about Sam and me for about 6 months, mom then had to accept the fact that her 19 year old son was leaving home.
Sam and I had lived together for around 3 months when my twentieth birthday arrived. Looking back on it now, I think that was the day that would eventually change my life! On that special day, Sam did something I never expected. He first told me to undress completely, which wasn't unusual, this actually happened quite often. He then grabbed my wrist and forcefully pulled me over his lap. With one big warm hand on my naked back, he raised the other and gave me a playful smack on my right cheek. I giggled. The next swat was harder, but still didn't even sting.
After 4 or 5 of his playful spanks, I asked for them harder. He hit me the next time, and it almost stung. So I asked for it harder again. We went back and forth until the last 5. Those last five left my butt warm and rosy red with his palm prints all over it. I don't think I'd realized how turned on I'd gotten until the spanking was over with! My smallish penis was rock hard! And I could feel Sam's giant cock throbbing against my hip.
I slid off his lap onto my knees and proceeded to give him the best blowjob I'd ever given. I even showed him his cream on my tongue before swallowing it, I know he loves that. As soon as I'd swallowed, I looked up into his eyes and felt my lower lip quiver. The next thing I knew I was sobbing uncontrollably. Sam reached down and pulled me onto his lap, holding me close and letting me cry my eyes out. It took me quite a while to get a hold of myself. The emotions rushing through me were so powerful. I had feelings I'd never experienced before and couldn't explain if tried.
When I'd finally calmed down, Sam whispered in my ear, "Are you okay?" After meeting his eyes, I began to giggle. With it all over with, it was embarrassing that I'd broken down like that. I tried to tell him it was nothing. But he wouldn't buy it. He kept me there naked on his lap and we talked about it.
After he'd asked me a multitude of questions about the spanking and my emotional meltdown, all of which were completely humiliating to answer. He began asking me about my childhood. Through that conversation, we both learned a something about me. While growing up, I looked for ways to get punished. It was like I needed my mother making the decisions and enforcing rules. My mother had never abused me, not even close. If I used any of the big swear words or got caught in a lie, I'd be sure to find myself standing in the bathroom with a bar of soap in my mouth. For most other mistakes, I'd wind up over her lap getting a spanking. Most of the spankings I could remember were on my bare bottom.
Another thing we'd learned from that long conversation was that even now, I felt I needed to be punished from time to time. And I confessed that I loved the idea of Sam deciding when and how I would receive that punishment. That statement led to the tangent of what I thought a punishment should be. I didn't know exactly, other than a spanking, but told him I thought a punishment should hurt. It shouldn't be playful or restrained. After all, it was supposed to be a punishment.
Sam held me close against him then. As I cuddled up against him on his lap, he whispered in my ear, "Baby, I'd be happy to punish you, I think I might enjoy it. But I need to hear you tell me that you'll accept the punishments without your feelings changing toward me. I can't imagine you falling out of love with me because of this. I know you can't make that promise, but I need to hear you say it. I need you to look me in the eye and ask me to punish you when you need it. I need you to tell me that you want it, that you need it. Can you do that?"
Without saying a word, I slid off his lap and stood up before him. While still completely naked, I took his hands as he stood up. Looking up into his eyes, I said, "Sam, I love you. And I would really appreciate it if you would punish me. I'll let you decide how, when, where and for what reason I should be punished, I trust you. I don't really know why I think I need this, but I do. And Sam, I want you to be the one to do it."
I stood there blushing and feeling pretty foolish for what seemed like hours. I was still naked and he was completely dressed. I don't think I could have felt sillier if I tried. Finally, a loving smile spread across his face when he pulled me into his arms and hugged me. He told me that he loved me too and from now on, I should be on my best behavior because he would be watching. We both giggled a little and held each other close.
Weeks passed without a single punishment. I was beginning to think Sam forgot about that conversation we had. On several occasions I almost hinted about it, but decided not to. I didn't want to push Sam into something he wasn't completely comfortable doing. Maybe he loved me so much that he couldn't hurt me? I was still hoping he loved me so much he would.
On the drive home from visiting my mom on Friday evening, Sam kept his hands on the wheel and his eyes on the road when he told me that I'd disappointed him. He told me that I hadn't given my mom a "hello hug or kiss" nor did I bother to give her the same affection before we left. For that matter, I hadn't even told her that I loved her. In a very business-like tone, Sam went on to tell me he found this behavior unacceptable and I would be punished when we arrived home.
I almost said something about being unable to remember the last time I hugged or kissed my mom, but I caught myself at the last moment. This was going to be my very first official punishment from Sam and I could hardly wait! I looked over at the man I loved and he showed no emotion other than disappointment. For a split second, I found myself feeling terrible that I'd let him down. But my excitement chased that thought from my mind. This is what I'd asked for. It was what I thought I needed. And the drive couldn't have gone by faster.
When the garage door had closed behind us, Sam spoke for the first time since announcing the punishment. He told me to wait right where I was. The tone of voice he used actually frightened me. He sounded really mad, I'd never heard him use that tone with me before.
He slammed the car door and then slammed the garage door. I was scared shitless waiting there for him to return. And I didn't dare move from the passenger's seat. He had me wait in the car for 5 very long minutes. I actually jumped when the door to the house flew open and he stood there with the light behind him, looking so powerful. He stared at me while opening my door. I cautiously stood up and he immediately and firmly slid his hand into my right armpit. After slamming my door shut he quickly walked into the house while still gripping my arm tightly. He quickly drug me straight into the living room when he stopped suddenly. I looked up to see a lone, wooden chair sitting in the middle of the room. It as a chair from the dining room. It had no arms and would be perfect for a spanking, I'd actually thought about going over his lap in those chairs before.
Without further hesitation, he propelled me into the room. After sitting down, he looked into my eyes and with gritted teeth he said, "Get your clothes off and get over my lap, NOW!" The emphasis he put on that last word made me jump. I was really scared when I quickly stripped off every shred I was wearing. Sam kept his eyes fixed on my shaking form the entire time. There was something tremendously embarrassing about undressing in front of him that time.
When I'd dropped my underpants, he grabbed my wrist so tightly it actually hurt. In the same motion, he yanked me over his lap with more force than I imagined he had. I had to stop myself from crashing into the floor with my hands. He laid one hand firmly on my lower back to hold me still, he pressed the other open palm into my cheeks. That open palm then left my cheeks and I knew it was coming. My body was trembling. I had goose-bumps all over me. This was it. This was what I'd always wanted.
Like an explosion his open hand struck my bottom with enough force to make me feel like my eyes popped out of my head. There was no hesitation, his hand bounced off my butt and slammed back into me. By that second blow, I felt tears begin to roll down my face. By the third or fourth I was begging him to stop and screaming each time he hit me.
At some point during that spanking, I reached back to try and protect my poor butt from any more pain. That turned out to be a huge mistake. With his free hand, he pinned both my wrists behind my back and began beating my poor cheeks with even more vengeance. I was crying wildly, screaming and whining and begging him to stop. My legs were kicking around and I tried with everything I was worth to wiggle off of his lap, but I never could. He was way too strong.
I have no idea how many times he struck me, I lost count. But when my first punishment had finally ended, he practically pushed me off his lap as if he were disgusted by me. I wound up crouching on floor, looking up at him with my tear streaked face. In that same frightening, disappointed tone, Sam told me to stand in the corner with my hands behind my head until he told me otherwise. He raised his arm and pointed to the corner next to our large picture window. Thankfully, the drapes were drawn on that window.
I picked myself up and scurried to that corner. With my nose nearly touching the wall, I laced my fingers behind my head. After several moments, I still hadn't heard a sound from Sam, all I could hear were my own fading sobs. I imagined him staring at my freshly punished bottom. I tried to picture what my butt must look like in my mind. All that made me do was focus on how badly it hurt. From then on, I couldn't stop my hips from wiggling around. I needed to rub my cheeks badly!
Sam's voice had almost returned to its normal sound when he spoke again. "From now on, when you see your mother, you will greet her with a nice hug and kiss and I want to hear you tell her how much you love her. She'll get the same respect from you before we leave. Do you understand me?"
I quickly nodded my head up and down and squeaked, "Yes."
He went on, "She is your mother and she deserves to be treated as such. If I find you disrespecting her again, you'll find yourself being punished right in front of her. I won't wait until we get home again." He paused there to let that thought sink into my head. "Now, you just stay right there. A little corner time will be good for you."
With that, I heard him stand up and leave the room with the chair he had sat in. I stood with my nose in the corner for quite a while. My sobbing eventually stopped and tried to hear what he was doing, but there wasn't a sound. I stayed as quiet as possible, listening, trying to figure out where he was. My arms and legs were beginning to get stiff when I heard footsteps. I guessed he was walking from our bedroom to the bathroom. He then turned on the water, he was washing his hands. Then the water came back on. It took me a little bit to figure out he was running a bath. When he stopped the water, I heard him walking through the house toward the living room where I stood.
From right behind me, he said, "Come here Sweetie. Your punishment is over."
I spun around and found myself in his arms. He hadn't changed, he was still dressed as he had been when we were at my mom's house. He didn't say a word when I broke down into tears again. He gently rubbed my back, holding my head against his chest. When I managed to speak, I tried to tell him how sorry I was. I went on to babble about disappointing him and mistreating my mom. He lovingly shh'ed and told me everything was alright. He told me he loved me more than anything else. But that he would punish me if I needed it.
The ease he had slipped into the role of my punisher was a little frightening. That was the first time I'd ever REALLY been punished by anyone other than my mother. I was new to this! But Sam seemed to be completely comfortable beating my butt if needed. He was a lot better at it than my mom ever was too.
While just beginning to get control of myself again, Sam reached down and picked me up off the floor into his arms. He carried me down the hall and across the threshold of the bathroom as if I were his bride. Without even straining himself, he slowly lowered me into the rather warm bubbly bathwater. He knelt down beside the tub, grabbed a clean washcloth and began to wash every square inch of my body.
When asked to get on my hands and knees, I didn't hesitate. Sam was so gentle with that washcloth against my poor cheeks. He used his hands to splash water on my butt to rinse it off. He then slid a single finger between my cheeks and gently poked at my wrinkled hole. I think I moaned a little because I felt that finger keep pressing until it popped inside me. I know my back arched a little then, it always does when I get penetrated.
Sam knelt there beside the tub slowly and gently fingering me. I began pushing back into his finger, wanting it to go a little deeper. But Sam kept pulling back, not letting any other part of his hand touch me. In no time at all, I was stiff and horny. Before I could make a move toward him, Sam used his free hand to reach under me and loop his first finger and thumb around my penis. I moaned out loud. I know I did because I heard the echo. He held both his hands perfectly still. I began to slowly hump myself into his loving hand.
In a very soft, loving voice he said, "You have never looked more adorable than you do right now. Dripping wet, still in the tub. A freshly spanked, bright red bottom, a stiff weenie and so horny. Yes, you are very cute."
He'd barely stopped talking when I gasped, my back arched even deeper and I squeaked in a strange high pitch. My cheeks flexed around his finger as I squirted my juices into the bathtub. He let me calm down before helping me out of the tub. He sat on the lid of the toilet and held a large soft towel open for me. He wrapped it around my body and with the same gentle care, he dried me off. We finished in the bathroom with Sam brushing my hair.
Before leaving the room, Sam picked me back up into his arms and carried me our bedroom. The covers were already pulled back on my side of the bed. Sam leaned down and laid me on the bed. I winced when my tender cheeks first touched the sheets, but eventually got comfortable. He held eye contact with me as he pulled up the covers and tucked me in. He kissed me softly and whispered good night before clicking off the light. I heard him stand and saw his silhouette in the doorway. He told me I'd had a rough day and that I should get some sleep. With that, he closed the door almost all the way and walked down the hall. I doubt I was awake for more than a few minutes before drifting off to sleep.
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I'd always been embarrassed and ashamed of my body. I suppose I had an image of what a guy is supposed to look like in my head, and that isn't me at all. I had to look up at nearly everyone I'd ever known. The first time Sam picked me up in his arms he laughed and said I couldn't weigh more than a buck soaking wet! Well, that's not quite true, but it's close. My body hair is sparse at best and to top it off, my penis is quite small. But after spending so much time with Sam, hearing him tell me how cute I am, how desirable I am, and how lucky he is, I've become very comfortable with myself. So comfortable in fact that Sam says I'm becoming a tease, which gives him another reason to spank me.
It isn't hard to tell that he loves me running around naked or barely dressed. He even went so far as to buy me a few thongs, but even the extra small sizes were too big for me. The space they leave in those up-front are way too big for my penis! So, when I'm in one of those moods or Sam asks/tells me to, I'll spend my time naked, wearing only a towel or something equally revealing. Sam keeps teasing me about buying me some girl's panties and lingerie, but I haven't seen any yet!
It's funny, the more time I spent naked, the less time he did! Here I was prancing around the house in my birthday suit at any time of the day and Sam changed his clothes behind closed doors. The only time I ever saw him naked was when he made love to me. When I gave him blowjobs, he would simply open up his pants without even lowering them. The more time I spent bare naked in front of him, the more natural it began to feel.
It got the point where I dreaded to have to get dressed at all. But I did have a job and no matter how meaningless it was, Sam wanted me to keep my job at the movie theater. Sam made more than enough money to support me, and he told me someday he would, but for now he wanted me to learn what earning an honest wage was like. That, and I know he enjoyed driving me to and from work. He would get me all horny right before I had to go inside! And sometimes on the drive home, he'd have me strip naked for the late night drive. During those drives he would stick to well-lit surface streets with lots of stop lights. On occasion he would threaten to pull into a fast food drive thru, and most recently he parked in front of my mom's house and shut the engine off! He asked me if I wanted to go in and say hello! Of course I told him I didn't, but I couldn't get the idea out of my head. I'd thought about 'accidentally' exposing myself to my mother while I lived with her. But having Sam suggest it, while I was so horny made it infinitely naughtier. And that night while making deep, slow love to me in our usual face-to-face missionary position, Sam asked what was on my mind when I got quiet. After asking that same question a dozen times I finally told him.
For a long time I'd kept secrets from my mom. My homosexuality was the big one. It felt like I was lying to her each time I looked into her eyes. After coming clean about that, I wanted to tell her more of my secrets. But I suppose there are some things a mother shouldn't know about her son. But sharing the secret about my sexuality made me feel closer to her than I ever had before. And as time passed I wondered if she had any questions or wondered 'how' we made love. If I were completely honest with myself, I would like her to know those details along with every other secret and fantasy I've ever kept from her. In reality, I don't know if I would be able to tell her things like that. It was almost more than I could bear to tell her I was gay and moving in with Sam! However, having her know everything about me, keeping nothing from her, was something that made me squirm every time I thought about it. And that's squirming in a good way.
While I was trying to explain those thoughts and feelings, Sam kept making love to me. Sometimes he picked up the pace, other times he thrust into me with more force than usual, and other times he held perfectly still. I guess those were the times he was calming down so he wouldn't cum. He stopped twice to add more lube, we both like it extremely slippery. Toward the end of my confession, Sam rolled onto his back and held me on for the ride, so I wound up on top. With my hands on his chest, I slid up and down on his throbbing, swollen cock. Sam reached up, stroked my cheek with his hand and whispered, "God, I love you. You are the cutest thing. You are also very naughty." I just giggled and blushed. "Sweetie, would you like me to figure out a way to test the waters with your mom? See if I can find a way to hint about one of your deeper secrets, just to find out how she reacts. If she is interested, I'll tell her more. But if she avoids the topic, we'll know she isn't comfortable knowing any more than she already does. Does that sound like a plan?"
As I dropped onto his chest and moved to kiss him, I squeaked "Yes please." Then our lips met and I felt him thrust into me hard and deep. While our tongues danced together, my mind ran wild with the things my mom may know about me before long. Between that thought, the passionate kiss, my love for Sam and his cock buried so deeply inside me, it made my little erection throb and jump between us.
We held each other closely without speaking, the only sounds in the room were the wet, popping sounds of his well lubricated cock sliding in and out of me. When my penis began to tingle and I felt my little balls begin to rise up inside me, I knew I was getting dangerously close to squirting. I rose up off of Sam's chest stretching my arms way up above my head, my legs straddled beside his hips, his giant cock pointing straight up, buried deeply in my bottom. "I love you Sam. And I don't care what I say after I squirt tonight, if she is okay with it, I want you to tell my mom everything about me. Every naughty thing I've ever done, every fantasy I've ever had, everything okay. I don't know why, but it's like I need her to know the real me."
Sam smiled up at me warmly and whispered, "I love you too. And I promise I'll do what I can about that." He then reached up and laid his hands on my hips and began pounding in and out of me at a delirious pace. It was obvious that he was as close as I was. When I reached down to touch myself, to help it along, Sam slapped my hand and told me to leave it alone. I bit my lip, feeling like I'd done something wrong, like I'd disappointed the man I love. So I did as I was told and kept my hands well away from my poor neglected penis.
His thrusts kept up for a minute or two until I felt him swell up inside me, stretching me out even more than usual. He groaned loudly just before his hips jumped up, burying his cock so deeply inside me. The sensation of him ejaculating his love inside me sent me over the edge. My hands balled up into fists, my toes curled, my head fell back and I heard myself squeal in an unusually high pitch. As my muscles began to twitch wildly, my penis squirted out my juices in a high arch landing on Sam's stomach. That was the first time Sam made me orgasm without even touching my penis. He told me girls came like that and he thought it was really special that I did too.
Several days passed without another word of our conversation about my mother and my secrets. At times I was glad, there were some things that made me shiver just thinking about her knowing. But then at other times, when I was feeling a little more naughty, my thoughts would imagine Sam sitting down with my mother and telling her private things about me. During those times, I would imagine Sam telling her my most embarrassing secrets. And that would make me so terribly horny! It was at one of those moments when Sam happened into the room to find me fantasizing and rubbing myself.
Sam smiled wickedly while undoing his belt and pulling it off. After folding it in half, he made it crack loudly. I shivered, and couldn't utter a sound. He spoke so calmly it frightened me even more than if he had shouted, "I come home after a long day at work to find you naked and masturbating in the kitchen? What would your mother think of this? If you've ever deserved the belt, it's now. Bedroom, now." And he raised his arm and pointed the way.
I was fighting back the tears as I ran past him, down the hall and to our room. He'd never spanked me with anything more than his open palm. Sam was really strong and I knew when he hit me with that wide strap of leather belt, it was going to hurt more than anything I'd ever felt before. Sam casually walked in still holding the folded over belt in his right hand. He grabbed two pillows and placed them on the edge of the bed. "Lay over them, butt up high, I want I nice target." I scrambled to the bed, still naked, and laid across the pillows. My bottom felt more exposed than ever before. I'd never, ever felt so vulnerable.
"Ten should do it." And without wasting a moment, I heard that belt swishing thru the air. For the briefest moment, I thought of a car racing at me from behind. Then it struck me across both cheeks. I don't know if I screamed or what, but the room became really loud between the sounds I was making and the repulsive sound of that leather hitting my bare skin. That belt kept coming down with hardly any delay. After each impact, Sam would count out the number in a breathless voice. Between three and four, I reached back with both hands to protect my poor bottom. Sam scolded me and swung the belt down harder than ever, it caught the tips of my fingers on my left hand. I didn't reach back again.
The seventh blow was harder than the sixth, and the eighth harder still. The ninth blow felt like my cheeks were being split across sideways. I know I must have been screaming and crying and begging for mercy, but I can't remember for sure. Sam hesitated for several seconds, I could hear him breathing so heavily behind me. "Last one Kitten, are you ready?" I don't think I responded. But I heard the belt swishing back through the air and it hit me with so much power I nearly passed out.
I didn't dare move. My bottom hurt so badly, it was throbbing and I was afraid to know what it looked it. Sam laid the belt down beside my head so I could see it. "From this point forward, you will ask my permission before playing with yourself. If I catch you masturbating again without my approval, I'll be forced to take more drastic measures. Are you familiar with what a chastity belt is? If not, you will be if you make that mistake again."
There were several minutes of silence where I only heard myself sobbing quietly. Finally, Sam spoke again, "Stay right where you. Don't move a muscle until I come back for you. Do you understand?" I whimpered softly and flinched when I felt his fingertips gently graze over my terrorized flesh. Sobbing quietly, I whimpered "Yes."
I laid right where I was on the bed, bottom raised up high, naked and staring at the belt which was just used to punish me. I have no idea how long it took to get control over myself and stop crying, but I finally did. With my breathing back to normal I could finally hear Sam in the living room. Guessing, I'd say he was sitting in his chair when I heard him open the bottle of beer we'd had in the refrigerator since July. Then I heard the sound I was both dreading and dreaming about.
"Hello Diane. This is Sam. I was wondering if I could ask you a question about your son."
He was calling my mom!
"Good. I'm glad to hear that. I'll be sure to call you more often with questions I may have."
Oh gawd! I was shivering there, completely forgetting about the belting I'd received.
"I'm curious, while he was living with you, did you ever have reason to punish him? And if so, how exactly did you punish him? I've run into a few different situations with him recently where I feel he deserves a firm punishment of some kind. And I wanted to know your opinion on the matter."
I'd wanted her to know my secrets for so long, and it was finally beginning to happen. And now that it was, I was terrified of what she might think of me.
"Oh, just different things. I caught him telling me a half-truth a few days ago. And there are other, more private things that I probably shouldn't tell you."
What would she say to him? What would she think of me? This was the moment I'd find out how far Sam could take this. I wanted to get up and stop him, but as soon as I moved, my bottom burst out in pain. So I held still and listened.
"Are you sure? Some of it may be a little strange to hear."
Only a few moments passed before he spoke again.
"Alright, if you're sure. To be perfectly blunt, he's quite the little cock tease and not just to me. I've caught him exposing himself to our neighbor and he masturbates in front of open widows without a worry. I know our neighbor is fine with it. Hell, the old man actually enjoys seeing his little peanut. But I'd hate for him to show himself to the wrong person." After a brief moment, he clarified, "Peanut, it's what the old guy next door calls his penis. If you weren't aware, it's unusually small."
I didn't even know Sam was aware that I'd been flashing the old man next door. I always did it from a distance so I could run away if he approached me. And the few times we'd talked, I flirted with him shamelessly. But I'd always done those things when I thought Sam wasn't at home. And he told my mom that I have a small penis!!
"Well, I've given him a few spankings. But really I think he may deserve something more. I've honestly thought about taking my belt to his bottom. Perhaps that would straighten him out. But I really wanted to know how you felt about that."
Oh Gawd! What had I asked for? I knew Sam would do it. Ever since I suggested spankings, Sam had been anxious to help me fulfill the fantasies I shared with him. I began trying to think of a way to get him stop to stop after telling her what he already had. But the way I had asked him, almost begged him to do this for me, I knew there would be no stopping him. My mother would soon know my deepest, darkest secrets and fantasies.
"Diane that is a great idea. Why don't we get together this evening so we can discuss this in person, just the two of us. If you really are interested, I have quite a few stories that you may find interesting."
They were going to meet in person and talk about me? I'd have no idea what was said! I'd never be able to look at her the same way again!
"It was nice talking to you and thank you for the input. I'm looking forward to picking up this conversation tonight. But I started doing something just before I called you and I really should finish it up. So I will be on your doorstep at 7 sharp."
--
I was afraid to look at my bottom until later that night when I was alone. Sam was off talking with my mom, telling her things about me that a mother shouldn't probably know. Naked, I timidly looked over my shoulder into the mirror. I was shocked at what I saw. My cheeks were nearly glowing red! They were still very tender to the touch and I had to be really careful when I sat down. I doubted I'd be able to put on anything snug fitting for at least a day or two.
It was after 12 when Sam finally arrived home. I was in the living room, wearing only one of his dress shirts with the bottom two buttons done. He walked into the room and stopped when he saw me, smiled and approached me on the couch. Before sitting down beside me, he undid his pants and pulled his throbbing cock out. Laying his hand on the back of my neck, he guided my face into his lap. I rose up on my knees and leaned down onto his cock.
When I had him in my mouth I could already taste his precum. Sam moved his big, strong hands to the back of my head and set a rapid pace for the blowjob. Only then did he begin to tell me about his night. "Your mother now knows quite a bit about our relationship. She knows how I make love to you, how you suck my cock, how you swallow my cum. I told her how few clothes you wear around the house. I told her about every inch of your beautiful body and the cute little sounds you make when you cum. I told her about the spankings I've given you and that you asked for them. However, I did leave out the belting you received this afternoon."
He groaned as I dove as deeply as I could, to the point of gagging. Sam's hand on the back of my head was pushing down, not letting me pull back up. He held me there with the spongey head of his cock tickling the back of my throat until that feeling finally went away. Sam kept his cock right there at the back of my throat when he picked up the story again. "I think the best part of the conversation was when I told your mom about the time I pulled up to her house with you naked and horny in the passenger's seat. When I told her you didn't want to go in and say hello, she told me that I should have made you. She said she would have liked to see you like that." Sam paused to let that sink in. "That part of the conversation was pretty late in the evening after a few bottles of wine, so it may have been the liquor talking, but I don't think so."
Taking my hair in his hands, he began fucking my mouth. Up and down I slid on his cock, feeling the swollen veins sliding on my tongue. My mouth filled with the taste of his precum. Tightening up my lips when I felt him getting close. "It's frightening how horny I got telling your mother those things. She must've been sopping wet when I left. I bet she's laying in bed right now fucking herself silly." And right then, he pushed my face down hard. I felt his fat cock head go just past my gagging point and enter my throat. My entire body spasmed wildly as I panicked being unable to breath. Sam then groaned deeply and shot his love directly down my throat and into my belly. He released my head after the first shot and I pulled off so I could breath. When I did, the next three blasts of his love squirted onto my lips, nose and chin while I caught my breath. I rose up and Sam smiled at me, "If your mother could see you now." I giggled and licked my lips. Sam reached and scooped the cum from my face onto his finger before feeding it to me.
"Did you really tell her all those things?" I asked, afraid to know the answer.
"Yes I did. And sweetheart, we made an agreement. She asked me to keep her informed on your behavior and well-being."
With that I carefully leaned back onto the couch and slipped my hand under the shirt to touch myself. Sam smiled and watched me closely with a strange look on his face. It took me a while to realize what I'd done. "Oh Gawd! Um, Sam, is it okay if I touch myself?"
An evil looking smile crept onto his face, "Looks like we're going shopping for a chastity belt."
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With 4 hours until my next class, I'd left campus and gone downtown to window shop. After wandering through a few stores, I wound up sitting outside café having a cup of coffee. Shortly after I'd arrived, the tables began to fill up and before long there wasn't another available seat to be found. So I wasn't surprised when a middle aged man in a suit asked if he could sit in the only other chair at my table. I said yes for two reasons. The first was that I was raised to be polite. The second reason was that he was really good looking and I've always had a thing for older men. Being raised without a father probably had something to do with that. But the odds of this man liking college aged boys seemed very remote. I imaged him to be happily married man with a few young kids at home.
He smiled graciously and took his seat. The small talk soon began, he seemed to dominate the conversation and followed up one question with another. Each question seemed thought out and required more than a simple yes or no answer. I had the impression he was either a Therapist or was truly interested in me. I really didn't care, I was thoroughly enjoying the attention. I answered his questions truthfully, there seemed no reason to lie. In less than an hour, he learned about my childhood, my education, my most memorable moments, my friends, my life. This man learned more about me in 60 minutes than some friends I had for years. I don't know why I was being so open with him. It simply felt natural.
By the time he asked about my relationships, the café was nearly vacant. People passed by on the street, but they were all too involved in their own lives to even notice the two of us sitting there. I leaned closer to him across the table got a whiff of his cologne. He smelled like an educated mature man and it made me squirm a little in my chair. I told him that I have had a total of 3 boyfriends in my life.
With a wide smile, he followed up with a few questions about girlfriends. He had a difficult time believing I'd never been with a girl in any way. But after confirming it several times, he finally accepted the fact.
Then he asked "So, with your boyfriends, do you like to pitch, catch or both?"
There wasn't a single sport that I enjoyed playing or watching. So it took me a few seconds to pick up on what he was asking. I giggled a little when it finally dawned on me. This time I leaned even closer to him and while looking him right in the eye, I whispered, "Catch."
While still leaning close, our noses inches away from each other, he asked a series of questions about the boys I'd been with. I told him about each one of them. Their names, what they looked like, how I'd met them, what kind of guys they were, and how each relationship came to an end. By the time I finished my boyfriend tale, we were somehow leaning in even closer to each other. The close proximity was driving me crazy, I don't think I'd ever been so excited in a very public place.
In a very casual way, he asked, "So tell me, what sorts of nasty things these 3 boys did to you?"
Knowing this grown man was now blatantly flirting with me, I blushed a little and playfully asked, "What do you mean by 'nasty things'?"
He shook his head and laughed a little, then told me that I knew exactly what he was talking about. I told him I enjoyed giving blowjobs and anal penetration. He asked about handjobs. I giggled and nodded, telling him I'd been told I give a pretty good handjob too. With an approving smile on his face, he then asked about the sexual things I liked to have done to me.
For whatever reason, this is the point I began to get embarrassed. Telling him about the things others had done to me, was one thing. But going into detail about the sexual things I enjoyed, made me want to avoid the question.
He didn't push the subject, but somehow got me to open up. I told him some of the boys I'd been with didn't really touch my penis at all. I explained that I thought they might have been avoiding the fact they were with a boy. I know I began to babble and eventually I stopped talking. He smiled and asked the same question, "What sorts of naughty things do I enjoy being performed for my benefit?"
I dropped my eyes away from his and told him I liked getting touched. He placed his finger under my chin and softly raised my eyes to meet his. "So you like to get rubbed off. What about oral?" I bit my lip, dropped my eyes again and whispered, "I think I would enjoy that."
Placing his finger under my chin once more, my eyes rising to meet his gaze. He asked, "None of these boyfriends of yours have ever done more than rub you off? That is a crime. A sweetheart like you deserves to be spoiled and treated like a princess."
I throbbed in my pants when he said that. I wouldn't doubt it if I moaned a little either.
After letting that final statement stand by itself for a few moments, he asked, "Are you ready for one final question?"
In a timid and somewhat frightened tone, I told him that I was.
With his finger under my chin, ensuring we maintain eye contact, he asked, "If you could be doing anything with anyone, right now, what would that be?"
I know I blushed deeply, but eventually I told him, "I think you know exactly who I'd like to be with and what I'd like them to be doing right now."
"No, I don't. Please enlighten me."
I went on, no longer embarrassed, having a feeling he was just as turned on as I was. In the softest of whispers to avoid any unwanted attention from passersby, "Right now, I would love to be naked, straddling your lap, kissing you and feeling your cock slide around inside me."
Just as I finished talking, he leaned the rest of the way between us and our lips met. Right there on the street, this man I'd just met, who was easily old enough to be my father, kissed me passionately. A wet, sloppy, noisy kiss that threatened to make me squirt right then and there. It was a kiss that I will compare all other first kisses to for the rest of my life. It left me tingling all over.
Just as our lips parted, he whispered, "I hope you like big ones."
I whimpered, "How big is it?"
He told me, "It's pretty big. Why don't you come over here and feel for yourself."
I cautiously rose, adjusting my own modest erection. He smiled when he saw the dainty lump in my pants. I took the two steps to stand beside him and while pretending to look at something on his phone, I dropped my hand to his upper thigh near the crease in his lap. His cock pressed up against my hand and I felt it throb, hard. I moaned softly into his ear, "My gawd! That isn't just big, it's huge."
Is a low voice, he said, "It's okay sweetheart. We'll take it slow and easy. I won't hurt you. But you should know, if we do this, those little-boyfriend-cocks may never be able to please you again."
I just whimpered as my fingers rhythmically kneaded his cock.
In a matter-of-fact kind of way, he said, "I have an apartment a few blocks from here. Let me call my office to let my secretary know I'll be out for the rest of the day and we'll be off."
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Stepping up onto the bus that would take me home for my shift at the telemarketing company where I work. It was rush hour and bus was full of people on their way home from work, standing room only. I found a seat toward the back. But just when I sat down, I noticed an older lady looking around for a seat. I waved to her and let her take mine.
When I rose up, I am moved even further back into the crowd of people on the bus. I finally found a small place to stand and tried not to fall or lean into anyone. As the bus was leaving the first stop after picking me up, it jerked forward and I almost fell back. As I did, I felt a pair of hands on my hips and a deep throaty whisper in my ear. 'I've got you'
I regained my balance quickly, but the hands didn't release their hold my hips, his fingertips gently massaged me. I wanted to look back and say something, but his hands were making me quite nervous. I make a silly motion to push them away, but he ignored it. One of his hands moved back and begins to rub against my butt. I knew he was doing it on purpose then. And not only was I still nervous, I was also getting turned on. I felt my small penis getting very stiff.
His hand moved from my butt, back to my hip and slowly, both hands began moving closer together, I couldn't help but lean back when his fingers got really close to touching my petite erection. I glanced down and saw his hands holding me so gently, so lovingly. And those large mysterious hands had gray hair of them. So I knew he was an older man.
When my butt made contact with his groin, I could plainly feel how very hard he was in his pants. Without even thinking about it, I ground back against him a few times. That throaty whisper returned to my ear, 'such a good boy'. It had been several months since my boyfriend had to move for his job. And I was desperate for affection.
One of his hands moved to completely cover my penis. When he began to gently massage it, I couldn't stop my hips from grinding into his touch. His hands had me pulled back against him. My back was arched so deeply, I was struggling to keep quiet as this grown man seduced me in the middle of a crowded bus.
While still discreetly humping against me, the hand cradling my erection began pulling me back against him even harder as the other hand slipped from my hip and teasingly slid under my shirt. When his fingertips made contact with my bare skin, right there on the bus, I had to bite my tongue so hard to keep from moaning loudly.
His hand lightly grazed over my stomach and up to my chest. There, the first finger and thumb began tweaking my nipple. After a short time, his hand moved to the other nipple. His other hand ground up and down across my penis. His hips still humped into my bottom.
I was desperately horny by then. My breathing was heavy and ragged. Somehow this man had gently rubbed me to the verge of orgasm among all the people on the bus and not a soul had even noticed. It was a constant battle to keep from moaning out loud.
The hand on my penis slid up until his met the bare skin of my belly, there he tickled it a little and without warning, he popped the button open on my jeans. That hand then slipped under my jeans and underpants. His strong hand covered over my stiff, bald penis, his palm ground against my bald pubic mound. He whispered once again, 'Mmm, I do like my boys smooth. But I like my boys naked too. Do you want me to undress you Kitten? I could strip you bare right here.'
I almost moaned but caught myself. I know I must have been leaking my excitement against his palm. His hand was just holding my penis, gently squeezing it. If he gave me the slightest bit of friction, I know I'd squirt where I stood.
I finally got brave enough to look back up over my shoulder. He was grinning down at me, standing half a head taller than I do. He had gray hair, crystal clear blue eyes and a 5 o'clock shadow. He must have been older than my parents. I'd guess him to be at least 50.
While I still looked up into his eyes, he whispered down at me, 'Mine is the next stop, and kitten, you're coming with me.' He then pulls his hand from my pants and shirt, buttons up my jeans and straightened out my shirt.
A shiver ran through my body as I squeaked, 'Okay.' I moved my eyes back to the front of the bus and tried to calm down. Just as I was beginning to get ahold of myself he whispered once again, "Oh, the things I'm going to do to you when we get home. Or, maybe we won't wait until we get home, you naughty boy. Perhaps I'll strip you on the street and fuck you on the sidewalk. Would you like to be fucked in front of strangers Kitten?"
That's where I lost it. I couldn't stop myself if I had bit my tongue off! The moan that slipped through my lips was loud enough to make everyone standing nearby look at me. I blushed a million shades of red and lowered my eyes to my shoes. I'd never been so embarrassed.
When the bus came to a stop, his hand slid down my back to grab a hold of one of my butt cheeks. He squeezed it and I began making my way toward the door. He never released his hold, his fingers rhythmically squeezing my flesh.
The moment we had both stepped off of the bus, he spun me around and kissed me right there. His warm, wet tongue dove into my mouth and danced with my own. One of his hand was behind my neck, the other was sliding back up my shirt to pinch my nipples back to their full stiffness. When the kiss finally broke, I gasped for air.
Laying his hand back on my ass, he squeezed it tightly and we began walking down the street. I saw and felt people looking at us. We were attracting a lot of attention, this man with his hand on the ass of a boy less than half his age. Just when people around us seemed to stop looking, he spun me around again, crushing his lips against mine, kissing me with a passion I'd never known before. I can't be sure, but I think one of my legs kicked up like girls in the movies. The kiss broke and he held his face close to mine, kissing me more gently as I quivered under his touch. This man had taken my horniness to a whole new level.
Grabbing my ass once again, he led me down the street until he turned me to face a door. He opened the door with a key and we entered a small alcove with mailboxes, two apartment doors and a set of stairs leading up.
He turned me to face him. With his hands on my shoulders and staring into my eyes, he said, "Kitten, this will be your last chance to turn back. Once we start up those stairs there will be no turning back. Be warned, if you choose to stay, I'm going to do things to you. Some things you have probably done before. But other things you will find embarrassing, maybe even a little humiliating. But you can be sure, by the time you leave this building again, you will be sexually satisfied like never before. Now Kitten, I need an answer from you."
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Just after my relationship ended with my girlfriend, she began spreading the word that I loved to be fucked by her strap on. Word like that travels at an unbelievable pace. In no time at all, it felt as if everyone I knew had heard the news. When I learned what she had been telling people, I thought my world would come to an end. Obviously, that was something I didn't want just anyone to know. It took me nearly a whole year before I began hinting about it with her, and she was my girlfriend at the time! I was beginning to consider moving to different town when the most surprising thing happened.
I began getting phone calls from her friends asking if it was true. Most times they wouldn't even let me answer before informing me how hot they thought that was. A few of them even told me that they would love to take a strap on to a guy sometime. I wasn't sure if they were hinting they wanted to do it to me, or their significant other.
That changed when I picked up the phone to be greeted by Mrs. Walsh's voice. She was the aunt of my ex. I'd met her on a several different occasions. She didn't waste any time when she asked if I'd meet her for coffee that same afternoon. I'd always found Mrs. Walsh captivating. She had a way of attracting my attention. The way she held herself and looked at me, it was as if she could see right through me. A few times the looks she gave me even frightened me a little. Without hesitation, I readily agreed to meet with her.
I arrived at the coffee shop 15 minutes early to find Mrs. Walsh already seated with a steaming cup in front of her. She wasn't a typical beauty. She was a full-figured lady of about 45 years. Her jet black hair hung down her back in big waves. Her skin was pale and flawless, completely free of freckles or blemishes. Her eyes were light blue and framed with long lashes. Her chest was massive and protruded out farther than her belly, both of which kept her from sitting too close to the table. Her hips were wide and overhung the sides of the chair. She wasn't sloppy looking, she dressed in a business suit. Black pants, black jacket and white blouse. When she rose to greet me, I noticed her shiny black heels had a skinny heel that elevated her even higher above me. Mrs. Walsh was nearly a full head taller than me and at least twice as wide.
Over the next hour we spent together that afternoon, Mrs. Walsh told me she was aware of my love of being taken by a strap-on. She also told me she had fucked a guy while in college with one. While staring right into my eyes she told me she would love the opportunity to put a strap-on to good use on me. When she asked if I would be interested in an arrangement like that, all I could do was slowly nod my head up and down. She smiled and told me she'd be at my door the following day at 5:00pm. There was a little chit-chat after she'd made the date with me, but it soon ended and she insisted on driving me home in her big, black, plush Buick. Sitting beside her in the passenger's seat of that big car, I began to feel even more inferior around her.
The next day at work, I faked being sick so I could have time to prepare for my 'date' with Mrs. Walsh. On my way home I picked up a disposable enema, a flowery scented douche, some fresh lubricant and some wet wipes from the pharmacy. I'm pretty sure the lady at the register gave me a wink while counting back my change. I was so excited about what the evening held in store for me that her wink didn't even make me blush, I don't think?
Once home, I changed the sheets on my bed, they were washed the week before, but I wanted everything to be perfect. I then stripped, gave myself an enema, then the douche so I'd smell nice down there. I then took a long hot bath, shaved away what little body hair I had, and washed my entire body twice. After drying myself, I rubbed my body down with two coats of moisturizing lotion and slipped into the short, silky black robe my ex left behind when she moved out.
It goes without saying, but I had a million butterflies in my stomach and every single nerve ending in my body went off at once, when I heard a soft knock on the door. I tiptoed to the door and looked through the peephole. Mrs. Walsh was standing there waiting for me to answer. I stepped back and opened the door for her. She nodded her head approvingly when she saw me in the robe. My desperate eyes wandered over her while she stood in the hallway. Her long black hair was pulled up into a tight bun on the back of her head. She wasn't wearing much make up, she didn't need it. The flowery, sleeveless summer dress she wore emphasized all the right places. Her gigantic chest and wide hips pushed against the layer of cotton in a way that was hard to tear my eyes away from. Standing there nibbling my lower lip when I realized she was still in the hallway. I know I blushed a little and quickly invited her inside.
As soon as she closed the door behind her, she got right down to business, "So, where will I be fucking you? The bedroom? Or right here?"
I was caught off guard, I wasn't expecting her to be so direct. After stuttering and stammering for a few seconds I squeaked, "Um, wherever you want to."
She didn't even look at me while she set her rather large bag down on my kitchenette table. Her hand disappeared for a moment inside the bag and when it came out it was holding a black strap-on that was a little thicker and much longer than the one her niece had fucked me with on numerous occasions. Mrs. Walsh's strap-on was also shaped like a real penis complete with a rather large scrotum, which would be new for me too. She set that rubber cock down on the table I ate at every night. And while still standing just inside my door, she bent at the hips and undid the buttons on her summer dress all the way up to her waist. For the first time I got a glimpse of those thighs, one of which was roughly as big as both of my thighs. Grabbing the strap-on, she stepped into the straps and pulled it up her legs.
She stood before me in that pretty dress with a big black cock jutting out from her waist. I swear I almost squirted just seeing her stand there like that. She placed her hands on her hips before stating one simple word, "Robe." She slowly raised her hand, palm up waiting for me. Up until that moment, a grand total of 3 people had ever seen me naked, her niece, my doctor and my mother when I was really young. Needless to say, I was suddenly tremendously nervous. It took every bit of courage I had to untie that silky belt, slide the robe off my shoulders and then lay it across her hand. I thought I might throw up for a minute there. But I accomplished the task, and I only covered myself up with my hands for a moment.
Mrs. Walsh barely took notice of my erection or my hairless body. She stared into my eyes and said, "I think the bedroom will be nice for our first time together. Lead the way."
I spun around and before I even took a step, Mrs. Walsh slapped my right cheek really hard. I jumped and made a funny high pitched noise before I almost ran into my bedroom. The lubricant was on the nightstand right beside the wet wipes. When she noticed how prepared I was, she smiled for the first time since she arrived.
After patting the bed with her hand, she said, "Face down, ass up right here."
I jumped up on the edge of the bed. My knees resting on the very edge and my feet dangling back toward her. As soon as I dropped my shoulders to the bed and I arched my back, I heard her utter, "Very nice."
Grabbing the lube from my nightstand, she squirted a big dollop of the cool gel right onto my quivering, wrinkled hole. Her finger touched me and I began to leak my excitement onto the bed. Drip after drip of my precum fell from my penis as she rubbed the lube around my hole. When it was smeared all over, she pressed her fingertip against me and my nervous muscles refused to let her in. She giggled softly to herself before forcing it inside me. I moaned a little and my back arched even deeper. After sliding that single finger around inside me for a while, a second digit soon joined it, followed by a third.
As soon as those three fingers withdrew from inside me, I felt empty and more desperate than ever. I strained to look at her behind me when she said, "My niece told me you kept yourself clean, but I wasn't expecting you to leave nothing on my fingers. I'm impressed. Oh, what is that smell? Flowers? Did you douche for me?" She took a wet wipe and cleaned off her fingers.
Goosebumps rose up all over my body when I admitted, out loud, that I had. I told her I used both an enema and a douche. I wanted to be really clean for her. I gave up trying to look at her. So I knelt there with my privates on display to her while she told me how pleased she was.
"You did nicely. I'm delighted. Most boys wouldn't think about things like that. Of course, most boys wouldn't shave off their body hair either, or greet a woman at the door in feminine robe, or let a woman fuck them in the ass. No, I'd say you are a very special boy. And my niece was insane to ever let you go."
Mrs. Murphy then took all four pillows and made a pile right in the middle of my bed. "Here we go, get your hips up here, face up. I want to look into your eyes the first time I penetrate you."
It took me a few minutes to get into position. My ex had never fucked me face up before, this was going to be new to me too. Mrs. Walsh had me adjust myself several times to get me right where she wanted me. When I was ready, my hips were raised way up, my legs were spread wide to help keep my balance, and my very erect and leaking penis was dripping down onto my stomach.
Mrs. Walsh smiled and told me I looked 'delicious'. She quickly undid the remaining buttons on her dress and slid it off her shoulders. Her massive boobs were contained in a very sturdy looking white lacey bra. The cleavage they created was large enough to get lost in. The matching white lacey panties were of the high-rise variety. They covered everything up passed her belly button. And of course, the wide black straps and big black cock, poking out from her waist made her a perfectly perverted vision of loveliness.
She laid the dress over the chair I sit on when I get dressed each morning. After applying an ample amount of lubricant to her 'cock', she turned back to face me and took the two steps to the bed. As she 'walked' on her knees toward me, I bounced around like crazy. It was like being on a trampoline. I was giggling wildly until she was between my thighs, then things got serious. Her weight on the bed caused me to slide toward her. She easily weighed twice what I did. I quivered with excitement, waiting for her to take me. I wanted it so desperately.
Mrs. Walsh took the strap-on in her hand and aimed it at my little hole, her free hand grabbed my hip and held it firmly. After glancing up at me, she pressed forward and I felt myself stretching open around her 'cock'. My fists were white with strain as I gripped the comforter with every ounce of my strength. I whimpered softly and wiggled around trying to relax to let it in.
Above me, Mrs. Walsh alternated between looking into my eyes and watching my wrinkled hole stretching tightly around her black 'cock'. When the fat, bulbous head popped inside me and my hole clamped down around the neck of it, I let out a moan unlike any I'd ever heard before. It was a deep, guttural sound that made her smile down upon me. She barely paused to enjoy the moment before pressing on. Inch by inch the 'cock' disappeared deep inside me. At times it was uncomfortable, but I don't think it ever really hurt. I laid there squirming around while she kept feeding more and more of her 'cock' into my body.
On three separate occasions I asked if it was almost all the way in. She replied with the same word each time I asked, "Almost." By the third time I asked, she was sounding irritated so I stopped asking. With a thin layer of perspiration covering my body, and feeling like her 'cock' was halfway up my back, I finally felt her warm body against mine.
Still her eyes wandered between my eyes and right between us where her cock was lodged deeply in me. "Now the fun begins. I seriously doubt my niece has any idea how to truly fuck a boy like you. But don't worry Sweetheart, I know just how you need it."
I reached up to touch my oozing penis, as I did she slapped my hand firmly. With a very stern, frightening voice, she said, "IF I want you to cum, I will make you cum. When we're together, you will never touch yourself or me for that matter. Keep your hands to yourself or I'll leave right now and never return. Do you understand?"
I bit my lower lip hard. Feeling like I was about to burst into tears, I nodded my head quickly and squeaked, "Yes, I understand."
Without another word, Mrs. Walsh tightened her grip on my hips and stared right into my eyes. She slowly pulled her 'cock' all the way out to the 'neck'. An evil looking grin appeared on her face just before she slammed her hips back against me. I screamed and still wonder why my neighbors didn't come to check on me. That hurt, it hurt really badly. She didn't pause before withdrawing its length again and slamming it back into me. The sound of our flesh slapping against each other echoed around the room.
It was during those first two thrusts that I learned this encounter wasn't about me at all. This wasn't about my pleasure or my satisfaction. It was about Mrs. Walsh being in control. From the moment she walked in my door, she had been in total control and I hadn't even realized it until the second thrust slammed into me. I wasn't sure what to do or how to react, but I knew Mrs. Walsh would have me any way she wanted. And it surprised me by just how okay I was with that.
After the next twenty or thirty powerful thrusts into my bottom, Mrs. Walsh was breathing heavily. She paused to put her hand under my shins and raise my legs up onto her shoulders. Wrapping her hands around to the tops of my thighs, she got back into a rhythm. She rammed that cock in and out of me at an even more furious pace. Her mouth fell open at one point and I felt her body vibrate against mine. She was in the midst of a very powerful orgasm for nearly a whole minute before she started fucking me with a renewed vigor.
Only when I started twitching around and making faces did she slow down and finally stop. I wasn't sure if she wanted me to talk or not, but I needed more lubricant. She smiled at me and told me if I needed something I should just ask. After pulling the 'cock' all the way out, she smiled down at it and whispered, "Look at that, it's clean enough for you to kiss. Have you ever done that before Sweetie? Have you ever taken a strap-on into your mouth after it's been in your butt?"
I shivered and shook my head, "No, I haven't." The thought repulsed me, but as strange as it may seem, I would do it if Mrs. Walsh told me to. I knew I would.
"Mmm, well that's something we'll have to remedy. But another time perhaps." She then liberally re-applied lubricant to both my now gaping hole and her big, black 'cock'. Feeling her finger push lubricant inside me, her finger rubbing the inside of my body it was so terribly erotic.
After wiping her hands with another wet wipe, she had me roll over and tossed the pillows off the bed. "You know the position, face down, ass up." Without any hesitation, I jumped onto my hands and knees and then dropped my shoulders to the mattress. For a brief moment, I was able to press my achingly stiff penis against the bedding. It felt heavenly and Mrs. Walsh didn't say anything if she did notice.
The entire bed shook when she moved her body up behind me. Her hands grabbing a hold of my hips and the next thing I knew I was squealing when her 'cock' was propelled all the way back inside me. Over the next 32 minutes, Mrs. Walsh fucked me at varying speeds. I knew it was exactly 32 minutes because my alarm clock was right in front of my face the whole time. If I counted correctly, she had at least four orgasms during that time. When she grew tired, she would slow down until she regained her strength. Then she went right back at it, hammering her 'cock' inside me at a blistering pace. I stopped her once during that time to re-apply the lube. But other than that brief pause, she was fucking me. I felt drips of her sweat fall on my back. I heard her grunting like an animal when she was fucking me at her fastest pace. And the sounds of my squeaking and moaning filled my apartment. I knew she was tired. I was exhausted and I wasn't even doing the work! I hadn't even cum!
Without a word or even a warning, Mrs. Walsh yanked her 'cock' out from inside me. She scooted off the bed and was wiping the phallus clean with wet wipes before I even turned to look at her. She slid the strap-on down her legs and off. And walked out to return it to her purse. She was out there for quite a while before she stopped in my bathroom on her way back to my bedroom. I still laid there on my back. I was completely wiped out and had no idea how she was not.
When she finally returned to my bedroom, I was laying on my back with my rigid erection throbbing wildly. Mrs. Walsh slipped her dress on, buttoned it and straightened herself up. She walked to my bedside with such dignity as she leaned forward and kissed my forehead gently. "You may play with your little penis after I've left your apartment. Understand?"
I nodded. Feeling bashful for some reason I asked if I'd see her again.
Without looking back at me, she walked out of my room and said, "Perhaps."
I laid there feeling so empty and used. It was a feeling I wasn't used to and I didn't like it all. Eventually I got up off the bed and went to the bathroom to clean up. I took a long, leisurely shower and avoided masturbating, wanting to wait a little longer. After I'd stepped out of the shower and dried off, I was beginning to feel less alone. My butt was super tender and I was walking funny to accommodate it. As I hobbled naked into the living room, I saw a card on my coffee table. While picking up the card, 3 crisp, one hundred dollar bills spilled out onto the table.
A little confused, I read the card. It was a Thank You card she'd bought from a store. It was a soft pink color and the words Thank You were printed on the front in large curly letters. On the inside, Mrs. Walsh had written:
"I want to formally thank you for this afternoon. I hadn't expected the experience with you to be as special as it turned out to be. It has been years since I've taken a boy with a strap-on and I hadn't realized how badly I've missed it. You've made this lady very happy. One last thing, just before I left you on the bed with your butt gaping open, you asked if we'd see each other again. This next Sunday, I want you standing on the curb in front of your apartment wearing a t-shirt and shoes, nothing else. I'll pull up promptly at 10:00am and we'll spend the day together. I will expect you to follow my instructions and be at least as prepared as you were today. Love, Mrs. W"
Without even touching my penis, it erupted as I read the last three words of her note.
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Before arriving home from my first year at college, my mom called and told me I wouldn't have luck finding a summer job. The gold mine that once kept the small town going had closed down, and the wives of miners took all the summertime jobs the younger people usually took. Once I got home, I found myself without a thing to do. The first day I was home, my mom took the car to work, so I walked around our smallish town to see my old high school, the places I'd worked at in the past, and other places that I had memories tied to.
On my way back home, a very familiar, older model, huge banana boat of a car pull up beside me and slowed to match my pace. Samantha was driving and Chloe was in the passenger's seat. Those two had driven that same car all through high school. It was old then and looked even worse now. Those two girls helped make my high school years hell! They were both taller and stronger than I was then, and I'm betting they still were now! They had teased and ridiculed me for years. They were the ones who pulled down my shorts every day in gym class. They were the ones to pulled my underwear halfway up my back while I stood by my locker in the hall. They were both there the first time I got drunk and never let me live down that I tried to make out with Samantha!
Chloe casually leaned out the window flaunting her enormous cleavage without even thinking about it, "Home from college, huh? When did you get back?"
I told her I got back the night before and yes, I was back for the summer.
They told me that they didn't think anyone else from our small class would be coming back to town this summer. It was just the three of us. As I walked along, they asked if I found a job. I told them no, and asked if they had jobs. They didn't either.
Samantha got tired of trying to match my walking pace. She stopped the huge vehicle and told me to hop in. That shocked me. I'd known these two girls all through my school years, and they had never once showed me the slightest bit of kindness. I think my mouth fell open and I stopped dead in my tracks.
Samantha slowed the big boat of car down and stopped just in front of me. Chloe swung open the massive door, slid out and leaned the seat forward so I could get in, I found she was indeed still taller than me. Wearing skin-tight cut off, jeans shorts and a tshirt that left her midriff bare, I couldn't help but stare at the way that shirt stretched across her boobs. I couldn't count the number of times I'd masturbated while thinking about her while in high school.
I ducked down and basically fell into the back seat, it was a huge car. After Chloe got back in, Samantha took off and we began to drive up and down the main street in our town. They asked me questions about what college was like. And I asked them what they had been up to during the school year. It was really strange talking to these two. I had never had a real conversation with either of them before. And surprisingly enough, they were talking to me as if they really cared what I had to say!
Eventually Samantha grew bored of cruising and drove us out of town toward the, now closed down, mine. This is what my friends and I did while we were driving around in high school, so it wasn't unusual. But driving along that dirt road in that car with those two girls, I began to get a little nervous. Was she planning on driving way out here and then kicking me out and making me walk home? Why were they being so nice to me? The very worst part of the situation was that I really needed to go pee!
Just when Samantha slowed to turn around at the empty lot for the mine, I told her I had to go. She asked if I could wait, and I told her I couldn't. She drove toward town a little ways and then pulled off the side of the road. After Chloe leaned the seat forward and scooted out, I wiggled my way out of the backseat and almost bumped into her chest with my face. After apologizing a few dozen times like an idiot, I ran off into the trees to go to the bathroom. When I came back out, they were still there and I breathed a sigh of relief.
As I approached the door, Chloe smiled at me from inside the car and I heard the door lock. I reached out and tried the door, it was indeed locked. Great. She rolled her window down a little bit, and asked if I felt better. They both laughed before I even answered. Samantha called me over to the other side of the car saying she'd let me in. She said she knew Chloe could be a bitch. She opened the door and even got out. I didn't want to look like an even bigger idiot, so I held back from running and walked around. By the time I got to the driver's door, Samantha was back inside, door locked and the window cracked open. Looking through the window down upon Samantha, she looked a lot stronger than I remembered her. Samantha informed me that I was in quite a pickle. As if I didn't already know that! She told me all I had to do was pass her one of my shoes and she'd let me back in.
I shouldn't have believed her. I didn't believe her. But I didn't see any other choice. I really didn't want to walk back from the mine. It was a LONG ways! So I slid one of my shoes off and watched as Samantha rolled down her window just enough for the shoe to fit through. As soon as I let go, the car took off. I tried to run to catch it, but there was no way. The rough gravel on the road bit in to my foot and kept me from moving faster than a quick hop.
I watched as the car drove around the next corner of the windy road and was gone. I hobbled along down the middle of the road, hopping when my foot hurt and was really glad when the car appeared in front of me and slowly approached. They were both in there laughing their asses off. When the car was right next to me, still facing back toward the mine, Samantha said she had a deal for me. Give her both socks and my other shoe or, I could give her my shirt and she'd let me in.
I got mad and kept hobbling down the road. They turned the car around and pulled up beside me again. This time Samantha's window was all the way down. She told me not to get mad, they were just having fun. I reached for the door and Samantha held it shut. Did I mention she was also bigger and stronger than me? She was just as tall as Chloe, her chest wasn't as big, but she was a lot stronger. The muscles in her arms and shoulders were very well defined. She had a really pretty face, big blue eyes, perfect teeth and long, wavy, light brown hair. She could have been a model.
She told me I still had to give her something to get back in. And now that I tried to force my way into her car, the stakes went up. She said now she'd need everything I was wearing except my underwear. Chloe burst out laughing, but Samantha kept a straight face. Samantha told me she could just get out and take all my clothes from off of me, or I could give it to her willingly. That was my choice now.
Knowing she could easily overpower me, I gave up. Completely defeated, I slowly slid the other shoe off with both socks and handed them to her. As I took my shirt off, Chloe leaned over to get a better view. I've always had an issue with body hair, I can't hardly grow it. So my chest is hairless and the strip of hair from my belly button on down is almost non-existent. Both girls smiled as I handed it in to Samantha and went to undo my pants. I felt like crying but held back and pleaded with them not to make me do this. Samantha revved the engine and laid her hand on the shifter. I undid my pants and slid them down quickly, stepping out of them and passing them in to Chloe. I stood there in just my baby blue underwear. Holding my hands over myself.
They both clapped and cheered when they took possession of my pants. When they finally settled down, Samantha told me to move my hands and leaned out the window. Staring right into my eyes, "Looks like you haven't grown much in the past year."
I blushed. They had de-pants'ed me so many times in high school it wasn't a surprise that she knew I wasn't very well hung, but it still hurt to hear her say it out loud. When she saw my reaction, she smiled and said, "Don't feel bad, I've always had a soft spot for 'little guys'. Now pass over those underpants and we'll be on our way."
I begged her not to make me. But she just smiled and held out her hand. I know tears rolled down my cheeks and I sobbed when I turned my back and slid them down and off. Holding one hand over my surprisingly stiff penis, I offered my underpants to her. She grinned and told me to hang them on the antenna. In bare feet, I hobbled around the car to the passenger's side and while still hiding my penis, I reached up and let my underpants fall to the car hood with the antenna poking up through one leg hole. Totally naked, in the middle of nowhere in the woods. I kept my hand over my penis as I awkwardly tried to reach for Chloe's door.
Chloe and Samantha smiled and then broke out laughing as the car roared to life. Chloe waved at me from behind her closed window and Samantha punched the gas, the car leaped away from me. I even got hit by a few rocks that the tires threw! I hunched over and through teary eyes I watched that car drive away once again. I stood there crying for a time, no idea how long. But eventually I pulled myself together and began tiptoeing down the road. Every step I took bit into my bare feet savagely. I was soon holding my arms out to my sides as I balanced on smoother spots on the road. I walked down the road and around a corner before I accepted I'd be walking all the way home without a stitch of clothing on. I was trying to prepare myself for the walk across town when I heard a vehicle approaching. As swiftly as my feet could handle I moved to the side of the road. Just as I was about to jump into a bush, I saw Samantha's car coming around a corner.
One minute I was completely mad at Chloe and Samantha. But when their car appeared, I'd never been happier to see them. I even forgot to cover myself up. I was waving my arms around, as if they might miss me standing there naked on the road. I know, it's silly, but the pair of them was the lesser of two evils. I was really dreading walking all the way back to town, and then all the way across town to my house with nothing on. At least now I had the possibility of getting back in the car with them.
Samantha sped the car passed me, turned it around and then stopped up along beside me. As the car slid to a stop, Chloe was already leaning out the window. Her full breasts threatening to burst free of that thin tshirt at any moment. I stood there stupidly, staring at her inside the car waiting for either of them to say something.
After Chloe had looked me up and down a few times, she said "Excuse me, what are you doing walking around out here naked with that little hardon?"
I looked down and saw that I was very erect. I hadn't realized it until she said it. I quickly tried to cover myself with my hands as I blushed. Samantha leaned over and scolded me as if I were a child, she told me I shouldn't dare cover up or she really would leave me out there.
As quickly as my arms would move, I lowered them to my sides, exposing my arousal to these two former classmates. After looking at it for a good long time, Samantha moved back behind the wheel of the huge car and left Chloe leaning out the window staring at me.
With a flirty lilt in her voice, Chloe told me she regretted not stripping me naked earlier. She told me she thought I looked better naked than with clothes. I had no idea how to answer that. On the one hand, I would have loved dating Chloe, but I never thought she was the least bit interested in me. But what she was talking about wasn't really dating, but honestly, I would have done almost anything to be with her.
When we all heard another vehicle approaching, Chloe threw open the door and slid out fluidly while tossing forward the back seat. I jumped in quickly and cowered on the seat below the window level. Chloe hopped back in and slammed the door. Samantha revved the motor and we sped off back toward town.
After hearing the other car pass by, I rose up a little and looked up in the front seat. Chloe was turned back toward me and Samantha had adjusted the mirror so she could see me clearly. In what I'm sure was a timid voice, I asked them where my clothes were. Chloe giggled and told me they had locked them in the trunk. Samantha joined in and told me I'd get them back when they were ready to give them back. There was nothing I could cover up with in the back seat. It looked like the car had just been cleaned, there was nothing at all except for me back there.
The two of them talked back and forth for a minute, Chloe was going to hop in the back with me, but Samantha told her to wait. Apparently Samantha's mom was out of town for the day, and we were all going to her house to 'get to know each other better'. I really didn't like the sound of that, but I sat there silently, not covering myself, knowing I'd me reprimanded if I did. Glancing down, I was still rock hard and drips of my boy juices were leaking down its modest shaft. I was embarrassed, turned on, ashamed and felt so naughty sitting back there.
As we entered the town limits, I kept myself scooted down in the seat so I could just peek out the window. There wasn't a ton of traffic, but there were several dozen cars and trucks on Main Street. We pulled up to a stop sign and a mid-sized truck pulled up beside us. I cowered down in the seat even lower and covered my penis with both hands. Samantha looked back and shouted, "Move your fucking hands! Do it again and I'll take you back to the mine and kick your ass out! And sit up straight while you're at it!"
I jumped when she started shouting and quickly sat up straight when she told me to. I was even more embarrassed. And then I saw the older man in the truck beside us looked down at me too. Chloe and the man both had their windows rolled down. That man had heard every word Samantha said and he was looking at me in the backseat naked! Just as we were pulling away from the stop sign. Chloe shouted out to the man, "If the price is right, we might rent him to you!" I didn't hear him say anything in return, but as Chloe kept herself turned around in her seat, she let us all know that he was following us.
I was kind of upset that she thought I was gay, and I tried to tell her I wasn't. Samantha looked at me in the rearview mirror and asked if I'd ever tried it. I told her I hadn't. She then began this whole lecture about how would I know I didn't like until I'd tried it. And how she always thought I'd look cute with a big fat cock in my mouth. Chloe smiled before telling me she thought I'd enjoy having a nice fat cock in my butt too. And once I got used to the feeling, she knew I'd love it.
The car turned one last corner before coming to a stop in front of Samantha's house. Samantha hopped out and slammed her door shut before walking to the door and entering her house. Chloe opened her door and leaned the seat up, inviting me come on out. I looked out the windows and saw a few cars and several people walking through the tourist shops. I begged her to get me something to cover up with. I think she really felt bad, but she told me she couldn't because it would make Samantha really mad. So she looked around too, waiting for the right moment for me to jump out, run around the car and make the dash for Samantha's front door. When the moment finally arrived, I jumped out, Chloe shut the door and that same truck from earlier turned the corner right in front of us. The man behind the wheel slowed to a stop and his eyes were wide open and staring at my body. I tried to hide behind Chloe, but she kept moving around and letting the man see me.
Leaning his head out the window, he said, "Excuse me Miss, did you mention something about a possible rental arrangement with your adorable friend there?"
I blushed deeply and kept trying to hide behind Chloe as she approached the door to his truck. I looked back and saw Samantha standing in the doorway with her phone held up and recording this whole nightmare. When she saw me looking back at her, Samantha told me to go introduce myself to the nice man. She then gave me a look far sterner looking than any I'd ever received from my mother. The man was asking Chloe in a vague kind of way, if there were any stipulations to the rental agreement, any lines that should not be crossed.
During that time, I lost track of anyone else who might be looking in our direction. Who knows how many cars, trucks and pedestrians slowed down to see the naked boy in the street. I could have wound up in some tourist's photo album of their vacation for all I knew!
Chloe told the man she wasn't sure about my limitations, she'd have to get back with him on that one. She went on to inform him that I had a previous engagement that afternoon, but if he would give her his number, she'd call him back after reviewing my schedule.
Samantha shouted at me from the doorway and once again, told me go introduce myself. Not wanting to upset her anymore, I had no idea what she was capable of, I slipped out from behind Chloe and stood between her and the truck. She placed her hands on hips and held me in place. Looking up into the grinning face of the man who wanted to 'rent' me, he asked, "What's your name Sweetie?"
Samantha answered for me and told him 'Sweetie' would be fine. He held out his hand like he wanted to shake, so I slipped my small, shivering hand into his. As smooth as silk, he turned my hand over, and kissed the back of it. A shiver shot up my spine and my poor penis jumped around like crazy. He then took my first finger and middle finger in his mouth and sucked on them. I can honestly say I'd never felt naughtier. He slid my fingers from his mouth and whispered, "It's a pleasure to meet you Sweetie."
I moaned softly and whimpered "Thank you."
While I stood there, the man and I kept staring into each other's eyes. He was much older than I originally thought, I would guess he was in his late 50's or early 60's. He had some stubble on his face and was well tanned from working under the sun. His hands were rough with callouses and the muscles in his arms were prominent. I'd never been attracted to a man before that moment. But he had me totally mesmerized.
While all of this was going on, Samantha had popped the trunk to her car and retrieved my phone from my pants pocket. She walked up behind Chloe and handed the man my phone, asking him to add his contact info. As soon as he'd accomplished that, he handed the phone back to Samantha. She fumbled around and eventually found the number to my phone. She asked if the man was ready before giving him my number. As soon as it was all done, she told the man the number he had was mine and he should feel free to call me anytime he'd like. But the rentals would be arranged by either herself or Chloe. They'd get his number from my phone. Before driving away, he smiled broadly, told me goodbye, and even blew me a kiss.
I watched as his truck drove away. Not even noticing the traffic or people around me. Chloe whispered in my ear, "Good things happen to naked boys." I didn't respond. I didn't need to. I'm sure both of them knew I was attracted to that man.
With her hands still on my hips she turned me to face Samantha's house. She was backing into house while still holding up her phone recording me. In a happy sounding voice, Samantha told me to pose for her. I was actually feeling really good. My thoughts still on the man who found me so desirable. Right there on the sidewalk in front of her house, I raised my arms above my head and cocked my hip out to the side. Samantha smiled and caught it on her phone.
Chloe walked out from behind me and together we walked up the walk to the doorway. My penis so stiff and pointing the way. As soon as we stepped through the door, Chloe shut it behind us. This was new too, I'd never once stepped foot in Samantha's home. It was sort of like my house, but a little brighter inside and the decorations were much more feminine. Not at all what I was expecting.



Chloe and Samantha sat down the couch leaving me standing in the middle of the room, naked, stiff and oozing my excitement. Samantha was the first to speak, she said, "I don't know why Chloe and I didn't hook up with you years ago. You really are cute and apparently you don't have an issue being naked around us. And I've always wanted a reason to buy a strap on dildo, and you 'Sweetie' have just given me a reason. I can't wait to fuck your skinny little ass with it."
I'm pretty sure I moaned a little when she said that. I couldn't believe how horny I was. It was crazy! It wasn't a situation I could have ever imagined being super horny in! And up until that afternoon, I had considered myself a normal heterosexual guy. But that afternoon completely changed how I thought of myself.
Chloe sat there smiling, in her sweetest voice she asked, "Are you a virgin?"
Sounding totally stupid, I'm sure, I asked, "What do you mean?"
She told me I knew what she meant. After beating around the bush for a little bit, I finally looked down at my feet and told them I was a virgin, in every sense of the word. I'd never been with anyone, female or male.
Chloe giggled and told Samantha that she knew it. Samantha responded by asking her, "Do you think that man in the street would pay a premium for his virginity?" The two of them chatted back and forth about how they should handle my first encounter with a man.
I shivered at the thought of them being paid for him to fuck me. I was a virgin, but I had the basic idea of what gay men did and I knew what prostitution was. I'd seen videos of girls being anally fucked and it looked like it could be really painful. And the internet was full of blowjob videos. As I stood naked before these two girls and I imagined that man doing those things to me. Things that may hurt at first, but then felt incredibly good. Like how I felt when I masturbated but better, much better! And for some weird reason, the idea of them being paid for my sexual performance even began to sound kinky and exciting.
When I finally slipped back into reality, I realized the two of them had stopped talking and were staring at me. The next thing I realized was that I was masturbating. My first finger was sliding along under my erection and my thumb was following it along the top. As casually as I could, I stopped rubbing myself and let my hand fall away.
In a husky voice, Samantha told me not to stop. She even asked me to lick my precum from my finger and thumb again. Again? I didn't even realize I'd done it once! Licking my lips, I tasted myself and knew it was true. I only did that when I was alone. That was just one more thing these two knew about me now. I slowly moved my hand back and began to awkwardly masturbate for their enjoyment. It wasn't as arousing as it was when I was spacing out and thinking about that man, but it still felt good no matter how embarrassing it may have been.
Samantha's phone began to ring and she answered it. While she was speaking on the phone, I kept touching myself and Chloe dropped her hand to her lap and started to rub herself over her shorts. Seeing that urged me on and I started to really get into it again. I even did that thing with painting my lips with my precum. That made Chloe squirm and Samantha smile widely.
When the call finally ended, quite a while passed before Chloe asked who had called. Samantha told her it was her mom. She was on her way home and would be here any minute. I freaked out. I was naked in her mom's house in front of her daughter and I was masturbating! I'd met her mom on a few occasions and I was pretty sure she knew my mom! This was way out of control!
I yelled at Samantha to give me my clothes back. She just sat there smiling and told me she was going to, but there was no way it was going to happen after my little hissy fit. I apologized to her and begged her to let me have my clothes. She smiled an evil looking smile and told me there was only one way I would get my clothes back before her mom arrived. And that was if I posed naked for a picture holding a sign that said my name was Sweetie and that I was a naughty boy looking for a strong Daddy to love me.
I threw another hissy fit until I heard a car slowly approaching. As it passed by, I agreed to her deal. Chloe hopped up and found a piece of paper and a pink marker. She wrote out the sign in her curliest, most girly handwriting and handed it to me. Samantha took me to her mom's room. It was by far the most feminine room in the house. It had soft pink walls, hardwood floors with bright white rugs. The lamp shades were white along with the dresser, bedside tables and the king sized 4-poster bed that dominated the room with it ultra-frilly white canopy.
Samantha had me kneel in the center of her bed, holding up and sign and smiling brightly. It took more than a dozen pictures before she got the one she wanted. Just when I was hopping off the bed, we heard a car pull up and stop outside. Chloe and I panicked. But Samantha told us both to calm down. She took us into her room and began to dig through her closet and drawers. She tossed me a t-shirt from a volleyball camp she attended while in high school and told me to put it on. I pulled it over my head and was glad to see when it covered me clear to my upper thighs. It was the first time I'd been covered since they took my clothes earlier that day!
The front door opened and we heard her mom walking into the bathroom downstairs. I suggested we run out of the house before her mom finished in the bathroom. I was told that sometimes her mom was really fast in the bathroom. I gave up on that idea. Samantha kept digging and finally told me that I was too small, there was no way any of her clothes would fit me. She handed me a pair of ankle socks and told me at least I wouldn't be barefoot when we left the house.
We headed for the stairs and Samantha followed behind me. When we got to the living room, her mom called out from the bathroom and asked if that was Samantha. Samantha answered that it was and she was going out for a while with Chloe. Her mom told her to wait that she wanted to talk to her about something.
I tried to move toward the door, but the two girls stopped me and held me there in the middle of the living room between them. When I'd given up, and just before I heard a flush, Chloe took hold of the bottom of the shirt I was wearing and lifted it almost up over my head! I almost screamed. But I somehow yanked my shirt away from her and lowered it to cover myself just as her mom entered the room.
Her mom remembered me and after a quick greeting, she asked why I was wearing her daughter's shirt. Samantha covered for me, telling her mom I'd spilled something on myself and I needed to change before it stained. Thankfully her mom bought it, I think. After a few more questions about how college was and things like that, I felt myself getting excited again. Standing there talking to a woman while I was wearing only a shirt and ankle socks was strangely arousing.
Samantha told her mom we needed to get going and we quickly left the house. Once we had all piled in the front seat of the car, we all began to laugh. But that moment didn't last, without even starting the car yet, Samantha demanded I give her back her shirt and socks. Sitting there between these two girls as I pulled off the socks and then slipped the tshirt up and off, I was trying to figure out why it was beginning to feel normal to be naked around them.
Chloe took my clothes and tossed them in the backseat. I can't be sure, but I think Samantha's mom saw what was happening to me in her daughter's car. Samantha started and car and we took off down the street. As soon as we were moving, Chloe moved her hand to my upper thigh. I shivered and looked down at it. As I did, Samantha noticed and placed her hand on my opposite thigh. I couldn't believe this was happening. I'd masturbated about these girls for years, since I first started to masturbate! And here I was naked, with their hands on my thighs. I suddenly felt like the luckiest guy alive!
Samantha then told me to finish masturbating. Chloe joined in and told me she wanted to see me cum. I blushed and whined about it for a minute, not really meaning it, before I reached down and started rubbing myself again with my first finger and thumb. Samantha told me not to stop until I squirted or she'd kick me out on Main Street naked and hard.
Samantha pulled us out onto Main Street and began to cruise up and down the street. I sat between them, naked and touching myself, more turned on than I ever thought was possible. Chloe leaned over and whispered in my ear, "That's it Sweetie, rub it for me. I want to see you squirt. Think about that man cumming in your mouth after you given him the blowjob of his life."
That was all it took. My whole body began to tremble and twitch. Those odd high pitched squeaky noises I make when I cum slipped through my lips and then perfectly white, pearly drops of my cum erupted from my penis. Chloe giggled and cheered and told me how cute that was. Samantha just smiled and said to no one in particular, the man we met that day would to pay a pretty penny for my virginity.
I sat there gasping for air and trying to recover. Samantha warned me not to let my cum fall onto the seats of her car. So I cupped my hands in the places where it was starting to run down my naked body. I asked for a tissue or a napkin. I was told they didn't have one. I asked if I could use the shirt I'd worn out of Samantha's house to clean up with. That didn't go over well at all. In fact, Samantha suggested I eat it. Chloe loved that idea and urged me to try it, telling me it wasn't bad. That she'd swallowed lots of cum before. She kept encouraging me until I told her I'd try it.
Chloe even dragged her finger through a little puddle of my cum and raised it to my lips. Hesitantly, I parted my lips and let her slide her finger into my mouth. While I sucked and licked her finger clean, she slid that finger in and out of mouth. It didn't taste that bad, it wasn't salty like everyone said, it didn't taste like anything I can even explain. But it was gooey and stuck to the insides of my mouth. Chloe popped that finger out of my mouth, then dragged two fingers through another puddle, she rolled her fingers in my cum until the little puddle had transferred to her fingers. With a soft moan, I parted my lips again and took those two fingers in my mouth and licked them clean.
Samantha was glancing over at the two of us while Chloe fed me my cum. At the same time, Chloe's free hand drifted back between her legs. She was rubbing herself while she fed me finger-ful after finger-ful of my orgasm. As she scooped up the last bit of my orgasm, Chloe moaned in my ear and told me that I had made her panties dripping wet. I shivered when I heard her say those words.
With a belly full of warm cum and still naked in the front seat between my two former classmates, Samantha cruised up and down Main Street a few more times before turning toward my house. I whined about being naked and begged her to stop the car so I could get dressed. She drove right passed my house and I saw my mom's car parked out in front. Samantha pulled the car to a stop several doors down. She got out and went to the truck. She was back there for way too long before coming back with my clothes in one hand and my phone in the other.
While I jumped into the backseat and pulled on my clothes, Samantha took my number and the man's number from my phone and added it to her phone. I was still pulling up my pants when she tossed my phone back at me. She then revved up the car, dropped it into gear and spun it around and began driving back toward my house. When we came to a stop, I still hadn't pulled up my pants. I wiggled into them in the backseat and slipped on my shoes, skipping my socks. I then picked up my phone and slipped it in my pocket. Just when I was about to jump out of the car, after Chloe had opened her door and leaned the seat up, Samantha said, "Tomorrow, 9:00am. We'll be here to pick you up. Wear something that's easier to get out of tomorrow, you'll be spending the day naked."
Before I had time to answer Chloe was back in the car with the door slammed shut and the car was speeding away. I stood there in the street, in awe of all that had happened on my first day home from college.
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For as long as I can remember, I've loved to cook. It started when I was very young and I'd help my mother in the kitchen. Eventually I began baking on my own and slowly moved to preparing entire meals. But I'd always loved baking desserts the most. People seemed to enjoy those much more than anything else I made. After several years, I started playing with the ingredients and making up my own pastries, cookies, cakes and pies. Some of them were disasters, but others turned out really well. I judged my success on the response of the people who ate what I'd prepared. My mother and her friends were my main test subjects. They were usually very appreciative, but on occasion, they would complain about how I was making them all so fat.
Eventually, I moved out on my own. I found a nice apartment near the restaurant where I was employed as a Greeter. I would have rather been a cook, but my manager said I was more suited for the Greeter position. Apparently he thought I was friendly and cute, the two main qualities required for the Greeter position. I suppose at 5 foot, 6 inches and weighing it at under 130 pounds, cute is an appropriate term for a 19 year old boy.
After work, I spent my free time experimenting with recipes. The problem with baking at my new home was I really didn't like to eat much of it. I liked to taste it, to judge for myself, but I really didn't want to eat an entire pie, or a few dozen cupcakes, or a whole cake, or a dozen éclairs. At first I saved everything, but it all went bad waiting for someone to eat it. So I began throwing it all away after I'd tasted it and passed judgment on the recipe. I felt bad for throwing away food like that. But I really didn't know what else to do with it.
One afternoon, I'd just pulled my latest cherry pie from the oven. It was steaming hot, the crust was golden brown, and it smelled delicious. It looked almost perfect, a little of the filling had boiled up over some of the criss-cross crust. In my mind it was a failure and I hadn't even tasted it yet.
A knock on my door brought me out of the slump I was quickly slipping into. As I opened the door, I was surprised to find my across-the-hall neighbor, Mrs. Riley. She was a mature woman, quite a bit older than I was. She was also a very full-figured lady with breasts, hips and thighs that would easily compete with my mother's and her friends. She had dark brown hair that was styled perfectly each time I'd seen her, like she just came from a salon. She also had big, dark brown eyes and a smile that could make my knees weak. As soon as my door opened, I saw her inhale. And with a smile on her face she asked, "What in the world is that delightful smell?"
I told her it was a pie I'd just taken out of the oven, I offered her a slice if she wanted one. She readily accepted and she didn't mind when I told her she'd have to wait a while for it to cool down. I'd always thought pie tasted its best when warm, not steaming hot and fresh from the oven. We sat down at my modest table and chairs. And I poured her a cup of fresh Hazelnut coffee with a pinch of cinnamon.
Up until that day, we'd only greeted each other in the hallway. But as we sat across the table from each other we learned the basics about each other, past relationships, or lack thereof in my case, families, or lack of a family in her case, where we worked, things like that. Just when the conversation was coming to an awkward pause, Mrs. Riley told me I'd been torturing her with the smells of my cooking since I moved in. I began to apologize, but she cut me off. She told me the only reason I should be apologizing is because I hadn't invited her over sooner. I blushed and felt terrible that I hadn't thought of that.
I soon stood up and cut her a very healthy sized slice of pie. I also added a scoop of vanilla ice cream I'd made a few days earlier in my ice cream maker. One of my mother's friends bought the maker for me before I left home. I laid a clean fork on the dish and set it in front of her, taking my seat opposite of her.
Mrs. Riley asked, "Aren't you going to have some?"
I explained that I'd rather watch her eat it, it was how I found out if she liked it or not. And her opinion of the pie meant more to me than my own.
I know she felt a little uncomfortable eating pie with me sitting there watching there. But she soon picked up her fork and took a bite. The instant it touched her tongue, I knew she liked it. She had the same reaction my mother and her friends had when they really liked a dessert. Her eyes sort of rolled up and a moan slipped through her lips. She told me it was wonderful, the best pie she'd ever had. Mrs. Riley then went back for another bite. She moaned again, closed her eyes and arched her back a little.
I'd always thought that for some women, eating something sweet could almost be sexual thing. I suppose that was part of the reason I loved to cook so much. I'd always been what my mother would call a "people pleaser". And when I cooked, it generally pleased people.
In no time at all, Mrs. Riley had finished the cherry pie a la mode. I asked if she'd like another slice. She told me, "I really shouldn't, I shouldn't have had the slice I already ate. I know what I just ate exceeded my points for the day." I knew she was talking about Weight Watchers. My mother had been doing it for years, I was very familiar with the lingo.
If there was one thing I learned from being around women my whole life, it is that women sometimes forget they are pretty. So I began to remind Mrs. Riley. I told her she was very pretty and shouldn't worry about losing weight. I went on to inform her that she was perfect just the way she was. While I told her these things, I took her plate from in front of her and set it in the sink. I pulled down a dinner sized plate from my cupboard and cut her an even bigger slice of pie, leaving less than half of the pie in the pan. I also put three big scoops of ice cream on and around the pie.
When I turned and set the plate in front of her, Mrs. Riley looked like she might cry. She told me in a cracking voice that no one had told her anything like that in a very long time. I smiled, while still standing there, and told her I was only telling her the truth.
She didn't make a move for the pie I'd cut for her, she was sitting there holding back her tears and staring at the pie and ice cream in front of her. So I scooted my chair over close to hers. I picked up the fork and got a big bite of pie on the end. Raising it to her lips, I reminded her again how beautiful she was and not to worry about silly things like calories and saturated fats. She slowly parted her lips and I slipped the pie into her mouth. Her eyes closed and that moan emerged from inside her. After feeding her four or five more bites, I think Mrs. Riley began to believe that she was pretty again, the tears faded away and she became happier. But she didn't make a move to take the fork from me. So I kept feeding her bite after bite of the pie and ice cream.
As she swallowed the last bite, I sat here beside her, my skinny thigh against her thick thigh. She turned and looked right into my eyes, with a little glob of cherry filling on the corner of her mouth, she said, "If I had met you 20 years ago, I would've asked you to marry me and never let you go."
I smiled, reached up and scooped the filling from her cheek on my finger. I told her she missed a little bit. She took ahold of my forearm and moved my fingers to her mouth. It was then my turn to moan when she licked and sucked my fingers clean. I hadn't realized how aroused I'd gotten just feeding Mrs. Riley. It was pretty strange to both of us, I'm sure.
As my fingers slipped from her mouth, there was a very awkward moment. Neither of us spoke, and the way she was looking at me made me nervous. Something needed to be done, so I stood up and took her plate to the counter. There was only a little more than a quarter of the pie left, and I asked if she wanted another slice. Mrs. Riley insisted that she was full and couldn't eat another bite. I frowned, lowered my eyes to the floor and told her she mustn't have like it that much if she didn't want one more little slice.
When I looked back up into her eyes, she was staring at my groin. It was then that I realized my modest penis was rock hard under the khaki shorts I was wearing. While not tearing her eyes away from the small lump in my shorts, she agreed to one more small slice.
I turned back toward the counter and laid the rest of the pie on her plate. I went to the freezer and retrieved the ice cream container. Mrs. Riley told me to just put a tiny bit of ice cream on the pie. So I put four large scoops all over her plate, emptying the container I keep it in. I took her plate and walked back toward her, she looked from my eyes, to the lump in my shorts to the plate in my hand.
"I said a little slice and tiny bit of ice cream! That is a lot more than what I asked for! You're terrible!" she spoke with a happiness in her voice I hadn't heard before.
As I set the plate down in front of her, she took ahold of my left wrist with her right hand. Her left hand then moved to cup over my stiff penis. She looked up into my eyes as I moaned and wiggled against her touch. Without a word, she released my wrist and moved both hands to the button on my shorts. Maintaining eye contact, she undid my shorts, hooked her index fingers under my shorts and underpants and slowly lowered them passed my knees. Letting them go, it all fell around my ankles.
Up until that moment, my sexual experience was limited to kissing and over the clothes petting. Standing there with my erection out in the open, Mrs. Riley had already taken me farther than I'd ever gone before. She let me stand there blushing for a moment with her hands on my hips, letting her eyes wander from my bare feet to my eyes. She lingered on my thin, four-and-a-half inch erection longer than anywhere else. In a soft whisper, she said, "You are beautiful."
She then took me by my wrist and pulled me down onto her lap. With our faces so close together, I thought she might kiss me, instead she slowly pulled my tshirt upward, my last piece of clothing was being removed. I raised my arms slowly as Mrs. Riley pulled it up over my head and dropped it on the floor with my other clothes. I was completely naked and perched across her lap. Her left arm was looped behind my back and held my opposite hip. I'd never felt so vulnerable before.
I tried to say something, but she raised the index finger of her free hand and set it across my lips. "Shhh.", was all she said. That same finger slowly drug its way down my chin, neck, chest and stomach until it looped its way around my penis. Her thumb pressed in from the opposite side and she began to slowly stroke me up and down.
I felt so sexy and horny, it was something completely new to me. I wasn't sure what to do with myself, the feelings were so powerful. I was about to ask if I should do something when Mrs. Riley leaned in close and kissed me. The kiss was a soft, gentle kiss. Her tongue entered my mouth with no urgency, she licked the front of my teeth and let her tongue dance slowly with my own. I could taste cherry pie and coffee. It was a perfect moment and I'll remember it always.
When the kiss broke apart, she smiled at me and whispered, "Pie." While raising her chin and motioning to the slice on the table.
I giggled a little and then took the fork in my hand. Scooping up a large bite, I raised it to her lips and fed her while sitting naked on her lap with her fingers sliding up and down along my excited penis. She obviously knew what she was doing, it's like she could feel when I was about to squirt and her fingers would stop moving. They would only begin caressing me when I'd completely calmed down.
From time to time I would forget to feed her. When that happened, she would whisper that one word to me again, "Pie." And I would giggle while scooping up another bite. In was during one of those moments when I began to smell her sex in the air. At first I wasn't sure what it was. It smelled so musky and humid, it was something I couldn't remember ever smelling before. After several moments, I began to put it all together, I could feel her warmth from beneath me, her breathing was very ragged, and I felt one of her nipples poking against my side. Mrs. Riley was just as horny as I was!
I squirmed on her lap as I scooped up the last bit of cherry pie from the plate and moved it toward her mouth. On the way there, Mrs. Riley began to stroke me really quickly. I was already hornier then I'd ever been before and it was no surprise when the pie slipped off the fork. It landed on my upper thigh and began to slide its way off. Acting quickly, Mrs. Riley pushed the dishes out of the way, helped me stand and then had me lay back on the table. Pulling her chair in close, she looked up into my eyes and began to lick the pie from my leg. After licking up any trace of the pie, she began to lick and kiss her way farther up my thigh.
In one of my most embarrassing moments ever, every muscle in my body went taut and I squealed in a strange high pitch. Mrs. Riley's lips and fingers weren't even close to my penis when it squirted. I was twitching and convulsing on the table while the most powerful orgasm I'll ever have rocked though my body. I'd never heard the strange noises that slipped through my lips before. They were high pitched and sounded very primal. Pearly white drops of my love were squirting up over my stomach, a few even making it to my chest.
When it was all over and I'd finally calmed down, I raised my head to find Mrs. Riley sitting between my spread legs, leaning back in chair, smiling. In a soft voice she said, "That was the most adorable thing I've ever seen."
Feeling stupid, like I usually do after I masturbate, I leaned up and slid off the table. I staggered to the counter on rubbery legs and got a paper towel. I cleaned myself up and tossed the gooey thing in the trash. When I turned, Mrs. Riley was still sitting, watching my every move. When I went to get my clothes, she beat me to them. She told me I looked much cuter without clothes to hide behind.
I realized I hadn't done anything for her, she must have been so horny. Again, not sure what I was doing, I stepped closer to her and slowly dropped to my knees moving between her heavy thighs. I had no idea what I'd do when I got there, but I decided I'd figure it out. Unexpectedly, she reached down and took my face in her soft hands. She looked down upon me and said, "That is very sweet of you, but you don't need to bother. I've already cum twice. Let's save that for next time."
I felt horrible. I hadn't even noticed that she had orgasmed, twice! I was so tied up in my own feelings and emotions that's I'd completely overlooked Mrs. Riley's pleasure. I promised myself I would never let that happen again. I was feeling like such a jerk. When I finally looked up into her eyes again, it was as if she knew how I was feeling and what I was thinking. Those big brown eyes seemed see more than just my physical appearance.
She took my hands and helped me rise up off the floor and at the same time she also stood up. Taking me in her arms, she kissed me once again. Another soft, gentle, unrushed, loving kiss. That kiss was well underway and I was still trying to find a place to put my hands. I couldn't reach all the way around her, so I wound up resting them on her hips. When our lips parted, she pulled me in close and hugged me against her body.
That's when she saw the empty 10-inch pie pan and ice cream tub. She moaned again while pulling away just enough to face me. Leaving her hands on my bare hips, she said, "I can't believe I ate that whole pie. And how much ice cream did I eat? No. Don't tell me I don't want to know."
Standing there naked, I told her it didn't matter, that I thought she was perfectly beautiful. And if eating pie and ice cream made her happy, she should eat pie and ice cream. I started to go on, but she shushed me with her finger.
"Sweetie, I didn't mean to sound upset. This is the first time, in as long as I can remember, that I don't feel morbidly guilty for indulging in foods I love. And baby, I LOVE more than just your cooking. You've made me feel like a desirable woman. And I haven't felt that way in a long time. You are the nicest, sweetest, cutest boy I've ever known."
I felt like I was melting. Mrs. Riley was looking right into my eyes and holding me so gently. It was the moment I learned what loving someone felt like. I didn't know what to say. I stuttered and stammered while looking up into her eyes. No longer feeling funny about being naked while she was still completely dressed. I gave up trying to express myself with words. I threw my arms up around her neck and initiated a kiss for the first time.
The kiss was just as wonderful as the others. We held each other, our tongues sliding against one another. I could still taste the pie on her tongue. My arms were able to reach all the way up around her neck, which also gave her hands freedom to explore my body without interference. Those hands of hers caressed me from the bottoms of my cheeks to my shoulders and back down again. I was beginning to feel myself getting aroused again when the kiss broke apart. We were both gasping for air and giggling.
She placed her open palm in the small of my back and guided me toward the door. With her free hand on the doorknob, she told me she wasn't going to hesitate to come over the next time she smelled something good coming from my apartment. I giggled and told her I'd ask the landlord to get me spare key for her. She smiled and told me she'd like that very much, and she was going to hold me to it.
Pulling me in close once again, Mrs. Riley kissed me. It was another long, slow, passionate kiss. It was perfectly wonderful. And then I heard her turn the knob on my door and slowly open it, exposing us both to anyone in the hallway. For a brief moment, I wanted to hide behind the door. But that would mean breaking the kiss. And kissing Mrs. Riley was worth the chance of someone seeing me naked and kissing the woman from across the hall. I didn't know anyone else in the building anyway. My toes curled up tightly when I made the conscience decision to let her expose me to the thankfully vacant hallway.
The kiss broke to our gasping for breath again. She spoke first, "You are my special boy." Lowering one hand she slowly drug her fingertip up along the underside of my now very stiff penis. "I'm going to leave you wanting. But when you do masturbate, will you promise that you'll think of me? Because Sweetie, when I masturbate, you can be sure I'll be thinking about you."
After one last quick 'bunny' kiss, Mrs. Riley released me and walked into the hallway closing my door behind her.
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Mark and I had been living together for just about a year. My time with him had been the happiest year of my life. It was the first time I'd ever felt like I belonged. The love we felt for each other was apparent to everyone we knew. Even though, at first, none of them thought we would make it as a couple. I doubt there are two people who are more different.
To begin with, Mark came from a rather wealthy family, he had a college degree and the career he'd always wanted. He loved all sports, but he was most passionate about baseball. Mark spent time working out in a gym three times a week and his body showed it, he was built like a wall. He towered over me by nearly a foot at 6'4". Everything about him was big: his hands, his feet, his smile, his personality, his cock and even his sex drive. At 27, he was five years older than I was. Before we met, Mark was a slut. He slept with any guy or girl who would spread their legs or bend over in front of him. That's actually how we met, he literally charmed me out of my clothes and onto his cock.
My family was lower middle class, I barely finished high school and had a dead-end job. I'd never been good at any sport and I only watched the 'big games' with Mark because it was something that was important to him. I went to the gym with him once and hadn't been back. The whole idea of running in place or riding a bike that didn't go anywhere didn't appeal to me all. My body was thin, almost too thin. The bones beneath my pale skin were easily identified. Mark said I had a wonderful personality, if I was comfortable with who was with us. I can be pretty shy. My sex drive and curiosity about sex were off the charts. But pretty much everything else about me was small, including my penis.
Once we were together, I made Mark promise not to be with anyone else. I couldn't stand the idea of him sleeping around behind my back. After a few months, when he asked me to move into his condo, I insisted he get another test, just to be sure. He was a little insulted that I didn't believe he hadn't cheated. But when I reminded him how we had met, he agreed to the test. When it came back clean, I moved in with him and haven't asked anything more from him since.
As mentioned before, Mark was extremely charming. He could get me to do almost anything. I'd posed nude for him on several occasions in several settings. He had stripped me naked and made love to me in a public park at dusk. I'd given him a blowjob in the dressing room of a department store. Once, while on vacation at the beach, Mark even convinced me to wear the bottoms of a string bikini instead of my normal suit. Of course he had images of that too. He had a very large folder on his computer containing images of me in all sorts of naughty positions.
There were a few things I somehow managed to keep from doing. One of those things was letting him tie me up. It scared me a little, giving up all control, being completely helpless. Those were feelings that I didn't associate with sex at all.
When he received a cabin in the will of an uncle he hardly knew, I knew he was thinking of the naughty things he'd get me do in the middle of nowhere. The cabin was a three hour drive into the mountains. He made the trip several times on his own under the pretense of cleaning the place up for me. I'm sure he cleaned some of the time he was up there, but I doubted that was all he did.
The day he was to drive me to the cabin for the first time, he pushed me against the wall, held my wrists above my head, leaned down and kissed me in that special way that makes my knees weak. He kissed up and down my neck, working me into a frenzy. He pressed his knee in-between my legs so I had something to grind my penis against. When he pulled his lips away from me, I was breathing heavily and trying to break free of his hold so I could attack him.
He kept me pinned against the wall and whispered, "This is what it would be like to be tied up. It isn't scary, is it?"
I whimpered, "No, not all. Now come finish what you started!"
In that same throaty whisper, "Baby, when we get the cabin, I'd like to be able to tie you up. I won't do it unless you give me permission. But I would really like to do this. What do you say?"
I lunged out to him, but he was far too strong. He easily kept me pinned to the wall without even flexing his muscles. "Okay! While we're at the cabin you can tie me up! I promise! Now fuck me!"
"Not yet. We have the whole day and night at the cabin. There will be plenty of time for fucking." He kept me there until I calmed down a little. I still tried to attack him, but he simply picked me up and carried me to his SUV. Already packed, he got in the driver's seat and we began our drive to our 'cabin of nastiness'.
I spent the first part of the drive with my head in his lap and Mark's cock in my mouth. His SUV sat up high enough that hardly anyone could see inside. And anyone who was high enough to see inside, probably wouldn't look anyway. I wasn't really trying to get him off, I just wanted to feel his half-hard cock on my tongue, have my lips wrapped around it and smell him. It will sound stupid, but having his cock in my mouth soothed me.
Once out of the city and off the highway, I sat up to admire the wilderness as it surrounded us. I've never spent much time outdoors in nature, but I did love the forest. We passed one small town after another, none of which could have had more than a few hundred residents. At one of them, Mark slowed down and turned onto a less traveled road. He continued for a mile or two in the dense forest until making one final turn to the cabin that sat a little ways off the road.
I'd expected a rustic log cabin. What we came to a stop in front of, was definitely not rustic. It was 2 stories high, had a wrap-a-round porch with a satellite dish on the roof. The entire cabin looked like it had been built the day before. From the driveway, it looked far nicer than the house I grew up in! Once inside, Mark gave me a quick tour. The living room was gigantic, it had hardwood floors, a chandelier, a big screen TV and a huge sectional couch! The kitchen was equally as impressive, equipped granite countertops with some cooking utensils I couldn't even identify.
We skipped the other rooms and went directly to the master bedroom. Inside I found my dream bed. It was a massive, king sized, 4-poster bed. The curtains on the bed were sheer white and all were neatly tied to the nearest post. The frame was an ornate light wood and all the bedcovers and pillows were perfectly white too. The bed was the only piece of furniture in the room. Two of the walls in the room were really floor to ceiling windows. The view of the forest was truly breathtaking. The other walls contained doors for closets, a bathroom and the entry into the room. It was magnificent. The room was so bright and white, I wanted to stay in there forever!
Mark stood behind me, his arms around my waist. He gave me a few moments to fully absorb the beauty of the room. I think he became impatient because he scooped me up in his arms and kissed me passionately while laying us both down on the bed. We rolled around while we kissed and our hands went exploring on the other. We finally wound up in a position with me straddling Mark while he lay on his back. Somehow, in all the rolling around, I'd lost all my clothes and I'd been unable to take a single thing from Mark! That seemed to happen often with the two of us. Our kissing was passionate and desperate. I could feel his excitement under his jeans against my own hard penis. He wanted me, just as badly as I wanted him, but he made no move to take me.
Finally, when I thought I could handle it no more, he spoke. "Are you ready for me to tie you up?"
I ground my hips down against him. Whimpering softly, I was so horny, "Fine! Do it! Just hurry! I need you so bad!"
He smiled and whispered in my ear, "So you're asking me to tie you up?" I tried to get to his shirt, but he took my wrists in his hands, "Tell me."
"YES! I'm asking you to please TIE ME UP!"
He pulled my hands behind my back, "Just to be sure, I don't want to do this against your will. Tell me it's okay for me to tie you up and have my way with you."
Squirming around on his rigid cock which was still under his jeans, I think I screamed, "OH MY GAWD! IT'S OKAY FOR YOU TO TIE ME UP AND FUCK ME! JUST DO IT. DO IT NOW! PLEASE!"
He smiled that evil smile he gets when he's about to do something nasty to me. But that smile didn't scare me at all. I had some of my best, most powerful orgasms shortly after seeing that sinister smile. He rolled me onto my back and got off the bed. He went into a closet and brought out a box. He quickly pulled out four, pink leather cuffs with shiny silver buckles on them. He came back to the bed, and with surprising speed, he wrapped the cuffs around each of my ankles and wrists. All of them were buckled snugly, but not so tight they hurt. The insides of the cuffs had soft padding, they actually felt pretty nice. Each ankle and wrist cuff had a shiny silver ring attached to them. When I moved, the sound of the steel ring hitting the buckle reminded me of Santa's sleigh.
I told Mark it wasn't so bad, so far. He smiled down at me without saying a word. He went back the box and came back with rope, but it wasn't normal rope. This rope was pink. I asked him what all the pink was about. He grinned and said, "A gentle color for my gentle baby." His words made me squirm on the bed. I loved it when he talked to me that way.
With the rope in hand, he had me get up off the bed. Looping two of his fingers through the loops on my wrist cuffs, he guided me out of my favorite room, down the stairs and headed to the front door. That's when I tried to stop him. Up until then I thought he would tie me to the bed. But he was going to take me outside? I threw a mini-fit before he brought me back to earth, reminding me we were in the middle of nowhere. No body was around. What was the harm?
I was hesitant, but I eventually willingly let him guide me onto the porch. On our way out, he paused to pick up a nasty looking hunting knife. Standing outside, naked except for the cuffs felt awfully naughty. The trees screened the cabin from the road, but I'd be completely visible for a brief moment to anyone passing the driveway.
When I'd walked into the cabin, I failed to notice the sturdy-looking steel hooks that were driven into the floor and ceiling of the porch. They were right outside of the front door. Mark went right to work. He cut off a length of rope with the knife and passed it through the cuff on my left wrist. He passed that rope through one of the hooks in the ceiling and left it hanging loose. He did the same to my right wrist and both ankles.
He then went to my wrists first and pulled those ropes tight enough to spread my arms wide and raise them high above my head. Only when I was stretched to his satisfaction did he secure the ropes with knots. My ankles were next. They were spread far enough apart that it was a little uncomfortable, but not unbearable. Tied up on the porch like that, I fully understood what being spread-eagle felt like.
When Mark headed back inside, I begged him not to leave me. He gently laid his hand on the side of my face and told me he'd be right back. When the door closed behind, I was alone, helpless and utterly vulnerable. And I couldn't understand why my penis was throbbing so hard! It was standing up to its full, just over 4" length and its excitement was dripping from the soft pink head. Every noise, every movement of a branch caught my attention and I panicked every time.
When Mark came back outside, he carried a large bottle of baby oil, a towel and what looked like a pink ball on a leather strap. He set the baby oil and towel down on a nearby table. With that pink ball in hand, he smiled and told me to open up wide. It was then when I understood what it was. I wanted to refuse to let him put it in my mouth, but for whatever reason, I opened my mouth as wide as it would go. Mark moved behind me, he set the large pink ball in my mouth and with the straps pulled snug, he buckled it behind my head. The ball was wedged into my mouth, stretching my jaw wide open. For the first time in my life, I was officially gagged. I quickly learned it wasn't easy to swallow. I struggled with the saliva in my mouth until it began to drip down my chin and onto my body.
Admiring his handiwork from different angles, he eventually walked back to me after picking up the baby oil. He poured the oil onto me and rubbed it into every square inch of my quivering body. He spent extra time tweaking my nipples, fingering my desperate bottom and denying my neglected penis. When he was finished, he wiped his hands on the towel and headed back inside.
Left alone, this time unable to make a sound except wet gurgling noises. I heard noises I wouldn't normally hear. I saw slight movements I normally wouldn't have. The breeze in the trees nearly gave me a heart attack! When the door opened behind me, I was relieved to have Mark back with me.
He walked out, still fully dressed. He had his camera in one hand and the keys to his SUV in the other. I completely freaked out. What the hell did he need his keys for? I thrashed against the ropes, but it was no use. There was no way of getting out of this without help.
Mark moved into the driveway, snapped off several images, and then came in for some close-ups. He must've snapped off more than 50 images. He moved in behind me and whispered in my ear, "These are going to be the best images ever. When we get back home, we have to have 'that talk' again about posting some online."
Since I agreed to let Mark take pictures of me naked and doing nasty things, he'd been trying to talk me into letting him post them online. I was worried about my family or the people at work seeing them. So I'd been refusing to let him. He would argue that no one would see them. And even if they did, they probably wouldn't say anything. The more he asked if he could, the weaker I became to resist him. I knew sooner or later I'd agree to let him do what he wanted with those images. It was a huge turn on knowing there was a folder of naked images of me. I couldn't help but wonder how I'd feel once they were on the web and couldn't be removed.
Mark finally moved right in front of me with his keys and camera in hand. He whispered, "Sweetheart, I need to run back to the last town to pick up a few things I forgot. I shouldn't be gone long." He kissed my cheek, "Don't miss me too much. I love you." And he walked to his SUV, got in and drove off.
I was completely freaking out! I should have been really mad. I should have been completely pissed off. What if someone saw me? What if someone pulled into the driveway? What if that someone was man and he raped me? What if that man kidnapped me? What if that man called the police? What if I got sent to jail naked? What if, what if, what if. I couldn't shut my mind off. All of the things that could happen. And during all that time, my penis was stiff as ever and I couldn't understand why! This wasn't the time to be hard!
After who knows how long, my ears perked up when I heard a car in the distance. The noises were coming in the opposite direction that Mark drove off. That meant a stranger would be driving by! I struggled against the ropes. I tried to stretch my fingers to reach the buckles. I tried everything I could think of. There was nothing I could do. It was sheer torture hearing it approaching. The possibilities of who might be in the car flooded my imagination.
Soon enough I caught a glimpse of a car through the trees. I squirmed around and tried to hide my very stiff penis, no such luck. When the car passed the driveway, I learned it was an older couple in the front seats, they were looking straight ahead and didn't seem to notice me at all. For that brief instant when they both could have seen me, my penis was spasming like crazy and I almost squirted my juices out onto the porch!
I closed my eyes and tried to calm myself down. My heart was racing, I was breathing really heavily and I was beginning to perspire. And my penis wouldn't realize that this shouldn't be exciting. I had almost been seen tied spread-eagle on the porch by an older couple! My marbles had popped up inside me and I was leaking like crazy. A small puddle of saliva and my precum was forming on the porch below it.
My muscles grew tired. At times, I rested my legs and dangled from my wrists. Saliva dripped from my lips with the ball gag so tightly buckled. My mind wandered and the thoughts that consumed my mind were some of the nastiest fantasies I've ever had. They were thoughts of punishment, rough sex, gangbangs, rape, humiliation and sexual slavery. They were things I never would have considered desirable before that afternoon. Something about being tied up and helpless outside in the middle of the day had changed my perspective.
Hearing another car approaching in the distance immediately sent a chill up my spine and made my poor penis jump and throb like crazy. The car approached for the same direction that Mark had driven off into. The time it took for that car to get near the cabin seemed like an eternity. And I spent that time panicking and fantasizing and working myself into an even hornier wreck.
I heard the car slow down when it got really close. The moment I saw Mark's SUV, I was mostly relived. I couldn't stop myself from imagining 'what if'. He pulled the SUV to a stop right in front of me strung up on the porch. I could see his perfect smile and his shiny white teeth as he studied the condition I was in.
He got out and shut the door. He stood there for several moments and then said, "You cannot imagine how beautiful you look right now." He walked to me and let his eyes absorb what he saw. My small, skinny, pale body so worked up it wouldn't take more than a gentle touch to make me squirt. He moved behind me and whispered, "Well, well, well. Someone seems to enjoy being tied up."
I could only moan and make wet sounds.
"There's only one house further down the road. And an older couple lives there. Did they stop by to introduce themselves?" I felt his hands on my hips, they slipped around on my oily skin.
I shook my head as even more saliva fell from my lip.
"That's good. It was the one thing that concerned me when I left you hanging here. So, are you ready to admit you like being tied up now?"
I nodded my head up and down. I tried to push my hips back to him, but he simply stepped back. His hands slipping and sliding up and down my sides.
He moved his mouth in close to my ear and whispered, "Mmm. I'm glad to hear that. Because I really enjoy tying you up."
He moved around in front of me. Looking me right in the eyes he asked a simple question, "Say the word 'please' if you want me to make you cum?"
I nodded my head, I tried to annunciate the word. The ball in my mouth was keeping me from saying anything. Not only was I beyond a normal level of horny, Mark was teasing me! He held his hand up to his ear as if to listen closely. After listening to me gurgle, groan and moan for several moments, he shrugged his shoulders and said, "Okay, if you don't want me to get you off yet, it's okay. But seeing you like that has gotten me rock hard." He reached down and grabbed himself under his jeans. "Maybe you can wait, but I sure can't."
He pulled a chair so it sat right in front of me. Before sitting down, he undid his pants and fished out his massive cock. Slouching down in the chair, he wrapped his fist around that mighty cock and began to masturbate right there in front of me! The head of his cock was a deep purple color, it wasn't quite the size of a plum, but it was close. The veiny shaft throbbed under his touch and before my eyes. His eyes wandered up and down my quivering body. Up and down his fist slid along his cock.



"I cannot get over how beautiful you look. Someone should paint a picture of you like this. It deserves to be hung in a museum. Sweetheart, you are gorgeous."
I couldn't believe he thought I looked beautiful. I was covered in my own saliva, my skinny little penis was poking out of my body like a stray finger. I didn't feel beautiful or gorgeous, I was only horny. But those words he spoke were making me even more horny. My hips were bucking out toward him. My poor penis was leaking like crazy. My wrinkled little hole was flexing and tingling. That little puddle of my drippings and saliva, wasn't so little anymore.
When the first drop of precum appeared on his cock, he smiled. "I know you must be going crazy." He released his rigid cock and stood up. "This time, just nod your head if you want me to fuck you."
I nodded my head like crazy. I actually got a little dizzy from nodding that hard.
From behind, he untied my left arm. My arm fell to my side, the muscles were exhausted. My entire arm felt like it was 'asleep'. He then untied my right arm, it too fell to my side. My legs were wobbly, but I did manage to stay standing. He removed both of the pink cuffs from my wrists and set them aside. Before I even had a chance to get my arms moving, Mark produced a pair of handcuffs from his pocket and locked my wrists together behind my back.
As I stood there with my wobbly legs spread wide, Mark pulled the chair in front me. I wasn't sure what he was up to until he lowered his pants to his knees and sat down, facing me. While still sitting, he scooted himself and the chair all the way under me. He smiled up at me as he rubbed his huge cock between my oily butt cheeks. There was more than enough oil and precum on his cock when he aimed it where I needed it most.
My little hole began to stretch open around the fat, spongey head of his cock. I leaned back and rested my hands on his legs. Pressing my body down until I felt my ring of muscles clamp down around the neck of his cock. At that same moment, Mark reached out and tickled the underside of my penis with his finger. That was all it took.
Usually when I cum, I make a bit of noise and thrash my body around. But with my legs still tied and my hands locked behind my back, I couldn't thrash around much at all. And the ball gag was keeping me from making anything except wet gurgling noises. But with Mark's index finger rubbing along the vein of my penis, I spurted out the biggest dollop of cum I've ever seen leave my body. It was immediately followed by a second and then a third. Somewhere during that orgasm, I'd collapsed against Mark and was writhing against his chest. Even Mark was shocked at how much I'd cum. "What the hell was that?? You were REALLY horny weren't you?"
When I gurgled a response, he apologized before reaching up and unbuckling the gag. With the ball finally out of my mouth, I had to stretch my jaw muscles several times before I tried to speak. It wasn't until that moment that I realized I was sitting on Mark's lap. His entire cock was buried inside me. Usually it took forever to get even half of it in me. And there have been times when I can't take it all. But this time he as all in, balls deep inside me. The first words I spoke were, "You're in me?"
He smiled and kissed my very wet lips. "Yes, I am. When you started cumming like that, I just lifted up until I couldn't go anymore. You just kept cumming and didn't even notice." He laid his hands on my hips, "Now how about that fucking you've been wanting?"
Now I'm not one to turn down a good fucking, but honestly, my body was done. My muscles were exhausted. I had just had the orgasm of my life. I didn't have the strength for it. Just when I opened my mouth to try and explain that to Mark, he wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close. He hugged my oily body against his and somehow managed to not even flex his cock inside me. He comforted me and told me it was okay he knew I was tired.
He then withdrew his cock from inside me, wiped himself clean and put it away in his pants. He put the chair back by the cabin wall and then came to untie my ankles and remove the pink cuffs. One after the other until I was free. Standing up straight, I stretched my back. Mark was right there behind me with his hands on my hips. When I heard a car coming down the road, I moved to get inside. But Mark held me in place.
"No, today you'll be shown off. I want that couple to see you. I want them to know how lucky I am to have you." He grabbed the chain on the handcuffs and had me take a step forward, then another. Until I stood on the very edge of the deck. When the car was almost to the drive way, Mark raised his hand high and waved. I was afraid they would look and see me naked and oily. But deep down inside me, I wanted them to look. I wanted to be shown off. Just before they passed into the clearing of the driveway I stepped away from Mark and out onto the gravel of the driveway.
It happened so quickly, I couldn't be sure if they looked or not. But Mark said the lady did see me. He swore up and down that she looked right at me in that brief moment it took for them to pass the driveway. Just hearing that sent an erotic chill shooting through my body. But I was still physically exhausted. Mark stepped down to me off the porch and picked me up in his arms, careful with my handcuffed wrists.
He whispered as he carried me inside the cabin, "My little exhibitionist. Do you have any idea how much I love you?"
I looked into his eyes, I whispered, "Yes."
He carried me up the stairs into 'my' bedroom and continued on to the bathroom. He set me down on the toilet and began to run a bath in the huge, claw-footed tub. He even added some bubble bath from a large pink bottle. He pulled a small key from his pocket, bent behind me and removed the handcuffs from one wrist. He knelt down in front of me, kissed my lips and asked if I was okay. I told him I was. He then secured my wrists together, this time in front of my body. I didn't have the strength or even the desire to refuse him.
When the tub was nearly overflowing with bubbles, he turned off the water and tested the temperature with his hand. He then came back to me, scooped me into his strong arms and slid me into the very warm bath. He kept hold of the chain on the handcuffs so my arms remained above my head, while the rest of me disappeared under the bubbles.
Holding the chain with one hand, he used his other to 'wash' my body. After touching, rubbing, fondling and/or tweaking every part of my front. He had me spread my legs and gently rubbed between my cheeks, drawing lazy circles around my little hole with his fingertip. The man knew how to get me horny, that's for sure.
After teasing my body back into a sexual frenzy, he asked, "Are you ready to get out? Or would you like to soak for a while?"
My blue eyes looked into his, I knew he was horny. I felt like I'd been teasing him all day. And I may be a tease, but that day must've been torture for him. "I'm ready to get out."
He helped me out of the tub and then dried my body with soft towel. I felt like I was being treated like a princess, even though I was wearing handcuffs. Once dry, he carried me into 'my' bedroom and laid me on the bed. I think he was going to let me rest. But as soon as he released me onto the middle of the bed, I raised my arms high above my head and spread my legs wide.
In a soft voice I asked, "Mark, don't you want me? You can have me right now. Come take me."
I think he growled as he tore off his shirt and pants. His underwear hit the floor and his cock was released. It looked even bigger than usual. The head swollen up and moist with his excitement. His walnut sized balls hanging down so low, swinging as he moved onto the bed.
Instead of moving between my legs, he wound up straddling my chest. He held my arms firmly above my head with one hand the other aimed that cock at my lips. I didn't need to think, it was natural for me to open wide and look up into his eyes. He pushed forward until I almost gagged. While I sucked and licked and kissed his cock, every now and then he would push forward. I would gag and he would smile. I knew he wanted me to learn to deep-throat. He wanted me to take his whole cock into my mouth and throat. I had read some things online about it, I knew what I had to do. But it would take time to teach my body to do that. And really this wasn't the time to start practicing. Mark was throbbing and flexing his cock in my mouth, stretching my lips tightly around it. He needed to cum.
I did my very best to make him cum. I swirled my tongue around the underside of his cock. I sucked hard and took as much of his cock into my mouth as I could. I slid my tongue out of my mouth and slithered it further down his cock. I nibbled on the shaft, I did all the things I usually did to make him cum. I used every trick I knew and he still didn't cum. I knew he was holding back.
With saliva dripping from his cock, he pulled it out of my mouth and slid off the bed. I'd never seen his cock look so angry. The head was a very dark purple and the veins were bulging out on the shaft. He went to his pants on the floor and got the key to my handcuffs. As soon as I saw the key I said, "Don't take them off. I, I, I sort of want to be handcuffed when you make love to me."
The evil smile appeared on his face once again. He stood up and considered me laying there, naked, horny and asking to remain bound. "How about we try something instead of the handcuffs?" It really wasn't a question and I didn't bother responding. I squirmed around on the bed waiting for him to do whatever it was he was going to do.
He removed my handcuffs and from beneath the bed, he wrapped a Velcro cuff around my left wrist. To the other side of the bed, another Velcro cuff appeared and it too was secured around my right wrist. Once all Velcro'ed in, I learned the two cuffs were connected under the mattress by a nylon strap. I could pull my arms up a little bit, but only enough to frustrate me.
"There are cuffs for your ankles too, so I can lay you out spread eagle. But for now, I think the wrists should do the job." While he spoke he applied a liberal amount of lubricant to his cock. He then crawled up on the bed between my legs. Still on his hands and knees, he teased me by kissing me gently and then pulling away when I moved for more. He kissed down my neck, nibbled on my nipples and tickled up and down my sides. For a moment, I thought he would take my penis in his mouth, something he rarely did, but he just smiled and moved back up between my legs.
Before laying on top of me, he looped his arms under my thighs. In a swift movement, he folded my legs back on top of me. My own thighs were almost by my sides. With his angry cock aimed at my wrinkled hole, he snarled "Ready?"
I didn't have time to respond before he lunged forward. Half of his cock penetrated my bottom in a split second. The muscles in my body flexed all at once. Having him enter me that fast was painful. But in the condition I was in, after the day I'd had, it was a good kind of pain. I screamed, I thrashed against the restraints, I yelled things I don't even remember saying. It was the roughest sex I'd ever had and I was loving it. Before I even calmed down, Mark gritted his teeth and forced the rest of his cock inside me. He didn't wait for me to get used to him inside me. And tied down on that bed, on that day, I didn't expect him to. He pulled his cock out to the neck and slammed it back inside me.
With his cock buried deep inside me, he stared into my eyes and growled, "I've wanted to do this all day. You feel so fucking good!"
He'd barely finished speaking before pulling out and slamming it back in me. It took a total of four thrusts like that before he pulled all the way out, took his cock in his hand and began jacking it off. It was aimed at my throbbing penis. I knew he was close. I knew he was feeling as kinky as I was. He's made me feel so special that day. I wanted to do something special for him. I wanted to do something he'd wanted to do for a long time. Something I thought was gross until that moment.
Looking right in his eyes, in a soft voice I said, "Wait, slow down, come up here."
The look on his face was that of a little boy on Christmas morning open the gift he wanted more than anything. He knew what I was offering. He'd wanted it for so long. Letting my legs fall back to the mattress, he crawled up by my head.
"Are you sure about this?" he asked in a concerned tone.
I didn't answer, I puckered my lips and nodded my head. He aimed his cock at my mouth. When it got close, I think I surprised us both by lifting my head off the pillow and taking the fat, spongey head in my mouth. I don't know what I was expecting, but I wasn't expecting it to taste like strawberries. It even smelled like strawberries. It made no sense at all, until I realized it must be the lube he bought.
He had a concerned look on his face, he was worried if I was okay. To put his worries to rest, I lifted my head even higher and took as much of his cock as I could. Bobbing up and down on the cock that was just inside my bottom. Mark had been asking me to suck him after he'd fucked me for a long time. Now that I was doing it, I didn't understand why I'd waited for so long! I loved strawberries!
From the moment I took Mark in my mouth, he probably lasted no more than a minute before his cock erupted. I thought I spurted a lot of cum earlier that day, I didn't. Mark filled my mouth with so much of his cum that I had to swallow twice, and still some ran down my cheeks.
While still throbbing in my mouth, Mark began gushing, "You did it. You really did it. You did ass-to-mouth with my cock. I've always wanted someone to do that for me. And you really did it. I didn't think you would. But you really did it!" I'd never seen him so wound up and full of energy after having an orgasm.
I ran my tongue around the inside of my mouth, feeling his cum covering my teeth, gums and cheeks. His taste was everywhere. I was content, even if I hadn't cum. I probably didn't have any cum left inside me anyway! And I knew Mark was happy. And when he was happy, so was I.
As I was drifting off to sleep, I felt Mark climb off the bed. I often fell asleep first and Mark usually left the room so I could rest peacefully. I heard him get dressed. And just before he left the room, he spread my legs wide and strapped them down with the Velcro cuffs. Leaving me exhausted, naked, spread-eagle, restrained and horny on the bed of my dreams, in the room of my dreams.
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A little bell tinkled softly as the door closed behind me. A shiver shot up my spine as I stood there in that little shop waiting to be helped. For a brief moment, I thought about running out the door and living with my current predicament. Just as I was about to act on that impulse, an older man stepped from behind a curtain. He looked to be older than my father. He stood well over 6 feet tall with broad shoulders and arms larger than my thighs. But he looked kind and understanding, two qualities I was in desperate need of. After seeing him, I considered making up a story and leaving quickly. But there was something about him that kept me from being dishonest.
He offered a smile and asked how he could help me. I stood there stupidly, rocking from one foot to the other, nibbling on my lower lip and feeling so insignificant. When I finally opened my mouth, I nervously said, "Um, I called earlier. My name is Cameron."
His expression changed from that of a kind shop keeper to that of a sympathetic parent. In a gentle voice he asked, "Are you the boy who has found himself locked in a chastity belt?"
I nodded my head a few times but left my chin lowered. I felt so embarrassed. Nearly two months had passed since my girlfriend left my life. Two months of agonizing frustration in the chastity belt she left me locked in. I'd waited as long as I could, I waited until I was sure she wasn't coming back from the 3-day business trip she left for over seven weeks ago.
After failing to find a way to remove the steel chastity belt myself, I resigned myself to the fact that I'd need help. I called dozens of locksmiths, asking vague questions, not wanting to let on to the situation I found myself in. I listened to their voices, trying to find a kind, understanding tone. Hoping to find a woman, but apparently locksmithing is a predominately male field.
I finally settled on a friendly sounding man and hinted to him about my situation. Oddly enough, the link to his website had been marked as if it had been viewed before. His calm, friendly voice prodded me about my situation until I bashfully gave in and told him. He suggested I stop by his shop so he could take a look at the lock. He assured me that he'd be able to release me from the cage I was being kept in.
Standing in his shop, blushing from head to toe, I had never been so embarrassed. He stepped around the counter and approached me. Holding out his hand, he introduced himself as Mr. Harris, the owner and operator of Harris Locksmithing. I struggled, but somehow managed to look up into his eyes while reaching out to shake his hand. I've always had issues shaking hands. I wind up with the other person shaking just my fingers, which makes me feel feminine every time it happens. And the handshake with Mr. Harris was no different.
After the handshake was finished, he continued to hold my fingers and suggested we move into his work room in the back of his shop. He understood I'd need to compromise my modesty for him to examine the cage and knew I'd want some level of privacy. Laying his hand on my lower back, he guided me behind the counter and though a curtain. The room I found myself in was extremely organized with tools hanging from pegboard on two walls, a door leading outside to the rear of the building and the wall with curtained opening I'd just passed through. The two walls with doorways each had sturdy looking cupboards and workbenches covering the space not occupied by the door or curtain. In the very middle of the room was a large, square bench which was completely empty and looked recently cleaned. There was a large light hanging from the ceiling and another light on an arm that could be adjusted to whatever position he needed.
Still standing behind me, Mr. Harris laid his hands on my hips and almost whispered, "Cameron, I need you to lower your pants and hop up on my work bench."
I was terribly nervous. I felt my body shiver with anxiety. I was about to lower my pants in front of a man I'd just met and show him the chastity belt that contained my poor penis! He must've felt my body shiver too. Because he leaned forward and told me that he couldn't help if I wouldn't show him what he needed to do.
So, with shaking hands I opened my belt, undid the button on my khaki's and slowly lowered the zipper. After pulling out my shirt tails from my pants, I wiggled my pants and underwear downward to about mid-thigh. I wanted to vanish! I was so embarrassed! I'm not sure if I imagined it or not, but I could swear I heard him whisper, "Good boy."
Mr. Harris used his hands on my hips to have me step closer to his workbench. He then had me turn around to face him. While I turned, my pants and underwear fell around my ankles. Before I had a chance to reach down and pull them back up, Mr. Harris slipped his hands under my arms and lifted me onto his workbench. Even with my shirt tails hiding my privates, I immediately covered myself with both hands.
In that understanding tone, Mr. Harris said, "Cameron, I know this must be very embarrassing for you. But I can't help you unless I can see what I need to work on." Laying his hands on my thighs, he gently pressed them apart until my legs were spread as wide as they would go. But with my underpants and dockers around my ankles it was a little awkward. Without a word, Mr. Harris knelt down and untied my shoes and slipped them off, followed by my socks. I knew I'd have to expose myself to him to some extent, but I didn't think he'd need to remove my pants completely. For some unknown reason, I didn't resist at all. I let him undress me without even questioning him. There I sat, bottomless, on this man's workbench that I'd just met! It was wildly embarrassing, but made my penis tingle at the same time.
He turned his back to me, crossed the room and laid my shoes down, tucked my socks into them and then folded my pants and laid them on top of shoes and topped it all off with my underpants. When he turned around and walked back toward me, I remained sitting there with my legs spread wide with my hands covering my privates. When he stood between my naked thighs, he looked into my eyes and suggested we remove my shirt as well. That way he wouldn't have anything in his way. He didn't wait for me to respond. He broke eye contact for only a moment while reaching up to undo the buttons on my shirt.
While slowly removing my last article of clothing, he began quizzing me, "So tell me, who's idea was it for you to wear this chastity belt? Yours or your girlfriends?"
My voice shot up an octave or two, "It was both of us. But I guess, if I have to be honest, I mean, well, it was my idea first."
With my shirt half way unbuttoned and still looking into my eyes, he said, "You know it takes a special sort of boy to ask for a chastity belt. You gave all of your orgasms to someone else. That is a gift that should never be taken lightly. But it sounds like your girlfriend didn't appreciate what you'd given her."
When the last button was undone, he took hold of one side of the shirt and had me raise that arm and slide it out of the shirt. As soon as my arm cleared the sleeve, I quickly moved it back to cover my chastity belt. He then held the other side of the shirt and helped me remove my other arm from it. My pale skin shivered and goosebumps rose all over my body. As soon as I could, both hands were back covering my cage. There I sat before this grown man, completely naked, hiding my chastity belt behind my hands. I was so embarrassed, but my little penis was trying to throb in its cage. It was pulling against my little balls and I was sure it was bulging out of the slots in the cage. It was sort of painful, but more uncomfortable than anything. Its awkward position kept it from becoming erect, but allowed my arousal to leak out freely.
Mr. Harris turned his back to me again, crossed the room while folding my shirt and laid it on top of my other clothes. He came right back to me, without touching me, he asked me to lean back on my elbows while keeping my legs spread nice and wide. It took every ounce of willpower I had to comply with his instruction. He didn't seem too surprised at me leaning back on his bench, naked with my little penis in a chastity belt. He made me feel like this sort of thing happened all the time. But then he reached down and turned on the light directly over my naked body. I felt like I was in front of a huge crowd, in the spotlight, completely naked!
Mr. Harris sat on an elevated chair right between my legs. Without touching any part of me or my cage, he asked about my complete lack of body hair. While his eyes wandered from my caged penis to all of the other parts of my body, I tried to explain that my girlfriend gave laser hair removal for a living and she loved to practice her technique on me. She had done it often enough, that it was unlikely my hair would ever grow back. He smiled at my answer and said, "I like it. It's a good look on your petite body."
It wasn't the first time I'd been referred to as petite, but it made me shiver with embarrassment when he said it. Not quite standing 5'4" and weighing 130 lbs., I had always been small and thin. And I felt absolutely tiny perched on the bench in front of Mr. Harris.
He leaned forward and looked down at the lock on my chastity belt. He laid his giant hands on the insides of my naked thighs and gently pressed them further apart. Feeling his warm breath on my naked, hairless thighs and pubic area. My little cage was pressing away from my body which caused my balls to stretch the skin of my hairless scrotum taut. My little penis wanted to get stiff so badly!
He leaned in even closer and took the lock between his finger and thumb. With the other hand, he gently lifted the cage upward to see the hinge beneath my aching balls. After gently fondling my most private places for several minutes, he shakes his head from side to side. In a sympathetic tone he said, "My goodness son, you have gotten yourself into a terrible situation."
He followed that up by asking why I'd asked my girlfriend to lock up my penis. I struggled with an explanation while he held my little caged penis in his large, strong hand. He adjusted the overhead light so it shined more directly on my chastity belt.
When he asked how long it had been since I'd had an orgasm, I bit my lip and felt tears form in my eyes and whispered, "It was 8 weeks, yesterday." While still staring at my caged penis, he replied, "That's a shame. You are cute as a button. And your tight little body was built for sex." While he spoke those words, the middle finger of the hand that was holding my little balls slid down between my cheeks and gently pressed against my little wrinkled hole. I whimpered softly and was unable to keep my hips from grinding down on his finger.
He began tapping his finger against that tight ring of muscle and asked in his deep voice, "After two months, I bet you've been having a difficult time thinking about anything except sex. You've been a very horny little boy, haven't you?"
Grinding myself against his finger that was teasing my bottom. His other hand was gently holding my caged penis. He was correct. I'd been achingly horny for weeks. And sitting naked before this man, my level of arousal was at a new peak.
Looking up to my eyes and pressing his finger against the tight ring of my bottom, this giant of man asked, "Have you ever been with a man?"
I somehow found the strength to answer, but my voice was shaking when I whimpered, "No."
"But you've thought about it, haven't you?"
I looked away from his eyes. But found myself raising my chin to meet his gaze once again. Biting my lower lip and grinding my hips, I answered in the softest of voices, "I, I, I guess so. I mean, yes I suppose I have."
His lips spread into a smile and I felt the tip of his finger pop inside me. My head leaned back and a soft moan slipped through my lips. My poor, neglected penis fought to become erect in its cage. He released my chastity belt and slid his fingers up my hairless body until he pinched one nipple and then the other. He continued to pinch my nipples in time to the thrusting of his finger into my wrinkled hole.
That sexy, deep voice of his then asked, "Sweetheart, tell me what sort of man you fantasize yourself being with."
Another moan slipped through my lips and glancing down, I saw pearly drops of my excitement running down the sides of my cage. I whimpered, "A big, strong man."
He grinned quickly but it faded just as fast. With his fingers still teasing my neglected body, he asked, "And what does this big, strong man do to you in your fantasies?" As soon as he'd finished that sentence, I felt him press his finger in even deeper inside me. I guessed it to be to the second knuckle.
My hips bucked up against his finger and he pinched down my left nipple hard at the same time. I moaned deeply and spread my legs even farther apart while keeping my bare feet flat on the workbench. A thin layer of perspiration had covered my hairless body and seemed to glisten under the bright lights. Still leaning back on my elbows, I fought to look him in the eye. My lips opened a few times but nothing came out. Finally, I was able to utter a few words, "He, um, the man, he makes love to me."
Pinching my right nipple and then tickling his way back to my left nipple, his finger rhythmically thrust against my wrinkled hole. One of his eyebrows raised, "So this big, strong man puts his big, fat cock into your tight, little bottom? How does he do it? What position are you in?"
I was way beyond normal levels of horniness. I was in the stratosphere. I laid down flat on his work bench and began thrusting my hips up to meet the thrusts of his finger. But laying flat on the table kept him from seeing my eyes and expressions. He removed his finger and stepped away from the table. He told me not to move and that he'd be right back.
The first thing he did was to pick up my neat pile of clothing and place it all in a cabinet. Taking a key chain from his belt, he locked the cabinet. I had been naked in Mr. Harris's shop for nearly an hour. But watching him lock my clothes away made me feel even more exposed and trapped. It sent an erotic shiver shooting throughout my body. Without another word he disappeared through the curtain. I laid there naked on his workbench and figured out he was locking the front door and flipping the sign from 'open' to 'closed'.
I jumped when he opened the curtain. I had heard him cross his shop and knew he was approaching the curtain, but it still startled me when he entered the room. And for some strange reason, I didn't bother to cover my naked body. I had kept my hands laced together under my head. He brought with him a bottle of hand lotion. He left the curtain open and said, "Now we don't have to worry about being interrupted."
He smiled at me, set the lotion down near my left hip and went directly to another cabinet, from inside he withdrew a clean, folded towel. Walking to the side of the table where my head lay, he had me lift up and slipped the towel underneath as a makeshift pillow. I giggled and squirmed and thanked him.
Walking back between my wide spread thighs, he sat back down and asked, "Now where were we?" Without giving me a chance to respond, he leaned forward and blew his warm breath all over my caged penis, hairless pubic area and inner thighs.
I squealed and my hips bucked upward. Biting my lower lip hard, I said, "Um, you had asked. I mean, you wanted to know what position I fantasize about you making love to me in."
A warm, lust-filled smile formed on his face. "So you fantasize about ME making love to you?"
I blushed and tried to deny it. But he knew what he had heard. And quite honestly, he was exactly the type of man I'd always dreamed of being with, tall, strong, confident and a little bit paternal.
After that somewhat awkward situation passed, he grinned down at me while laying his hands on my body once again. This time dragging his fingertips down my sides and tickling me. I giggled and squirmed. And when I reached down with my hands, he told me to keep them behind my head in a stern tone. He then tickled my armpits, down my sides, across my hips and down my thighs. I was giggling and laughing and thrashing about and begging him to stop.
When I thought I could take no more, he squirted a big glob of lotion onto the fingers of one hand. Those fingers began to rub the lotion around and into my wrinkled hole. He wrapped his other large hand around my chastity cage which completely hid it from view. It looked like his fist was resting between my legs and I had no penis at all. Before long he was slowly finger-fucking me.
In that deep voice he began to prod me, "Sweetheart, tell me how you'd like me to make love to you. Face to face, missionary, like you're a girl? Doggie-style, with me holding your hips? Or maybe you'd like to be on top? Is that how you want it?"
With his finger thrusting in and out of my bottom and his other hand alternating between holding my caged penis, pinching my nipples and tickling all over my body, I was in a horny frenzy. In a loud squeal I answered, "You on top! I want you on top! I want to be made love to like I was a girl!"
"That's my good boy." Still slowly thrusting his finger in and out of my bottom, he leaned down and blew his warm breath over my leaking, caged penis, thighs and pubic areas. My hips were bucking in time to his finger thrusts. He looked down at my hyper aroused body for several moments, watching me react to his actions. In a soft voice, he asked, "Sweetheart, have you ever been kissed by a man?"
I unconsciously licked my lips before whispering, "No. No I have not."
He reached out and helped me sit up on the table. My legs dangled freely from the edge. Mr. Harris stood up between my spread thighs, looked down into my eyes and slowly bent toward me. I tilted my head to the left, parted my lips and let my eyes drift closed. He had one arm wrapped around my midriff, the other was on the back of my neck. Just before our lips met, I reached up and wrapped my arms around his neck.
The instant our lips touched, my world changed forever. Fireworks exploded in my mind and goosebumps popped up all over my body. I moaned into his mouth when his tongue slipped between my lips. My poor penis was still fighting to get stiff, but it wasn't going to happen. I squirmed in his arms trying to adjust myself to allow more room in the cage. It was useless.
He kissed me with passion, desire and lust. I'd never felt so horny or desirable before. We'd been kissing for several moments before the scent of his aftershave filled my senses. I knew the smell. It was Old Spice, the same scent my grandpa always wore. The stubble on his face scratched my smooth lips and chin. I'd never been able to grow anything more than peach fuzz on my face. I hadn't shaved in months due to my girlfriend practicing with her laser. She often told me I had a babyface, and with my lack of facial hair, it made the statement all the more true.
Our lips smacked after his tongue had retreated into his own mouth, he then kissed me gently several more times. I never let my arms fall from around his neck. I gasped for breath before looking up into his eyes. I uttered, "Oh my God. That was crazy."
With our noses still touching he whispered, "No Sweetheart, it wasn't crazy. It was perfect. You are finally learning who you really are. You were made to be with a man. Be honest, did you ever feel this way with your girlfriend, or any other girl for that matter?"
I slowly shook my head from side to side, letting my lips drag across his. He whispered, "It's because you need a man to treat you as if you were the girl. You were born to flirt. Look at you, you've been driving me crazy since you walked into my shop. You were so bashful and embarrassed. I honestly wanted to kiss you the moment our eyes met for the first time."



I arched my back and stretched upward until our lips met again. He kissed me more gently this time, but it was still filled with desire. It was a shorter kiss and after it had ended, I whispered, "Mr. Harris, will you pretty-please take this chastity belt off so you can make love to me?"
He leaned down a quickly kissed my lips and then said, "No. You don't need to have that cage removed so I can make love to you. As a matter of fact, I plan I keeping you locked up for the foreseeable future. In my opinion, a sweet boy like you should always be kept under lock and key."
I whimpered softly and felt my penis attempt to throb in its cage. I stammered, "But, but, but it's been so long. Please Mr. Harris."
He kissed me again and completely ignored what I'd just said. "Sweetheart, you have a decision to make and it's a very important decision. Because you're a virgin, I feel your first time should be special and memorable. I'm not sure the workbench in my shop is the best place to take your cherry. My home is about 30 minutes away, that would be a much more romantic setting. But I'll leave the choice up to you."
Another moan left my body as my back arched. "I don't know. I mean, I'm really horny! And I want to give you my virginity really badly. But this isn't very romantic, is it."
He gently took my right wrist and guided it downward until I felt the rock-hard, long, thick cock under his pants. He whispered, "I'm ready to make love to you right here, right now. But I'd feel better if we were on a soft bed with the scent of candles in the air and a bottle of wine on the nightstand."
My other hand had fallen down and they were both trying to wrap around the cock he was keeping hidden in his pants. I whimpered softly, "I suppose you're right. I've waited my whole life, I'm sure I can handle a 30-minute drive."
He gently helped me to lay back on the workbench. I thought he was going to dress me. Instead he sat on his chair, leaned very close to my caged penis and said, "Here is a little treat before we leave for home." Parting his lips, he took my entire caged penis with my neglected balls in his mouth. The lock lay just beneath his nose. He used his tongue to lick along the underside of my scrotum. The feeling so was intense, he nearly had to scrape me off the ceiling. My hips thrust up into his mouth. And when I did, he took the opportunity to slip his finger back into my bottom.
He licked, kissed and sucked on my caged penis. While at the same time, he thrust his finger in and out of my bottom. I felt faint. I needed to squirt so badly. It had been so long.
As quickly as it started, it ended. He left my caged penis dripping with his saliva and my excitement. At the same time, he withdrew his finger from my bottom. He left me laying there hornier than I thought was possible. I was writhing around and moaning while he found a towel and wiped the lotion from his finger. Using the same towel, he wiped the excess lotion from between my cheeks. Not satisfied with the job he'd done, he slipped his right arm under my knees and folded my legs back to my chest. He wiped me clean with towel in his left hand. I hadn't been treated that way since I'd been potty trained. It made me want him all the more.
I took his offered hand and he helped me off of the table. My legs felt rubbery and I fell against him, into his arms. He didn't miss the opportunity, he bent down and lifted me up into his strong arms. He carried me across the room and asked me to open the door leading to the alley behind his store. I threw my arms around his neck and squeaked, "But I'm not dressed!"
He leaned forward and gently kissed my lips. "Your things will be safe here. And you won't need clothes until I bring you back here in the morning. Besides, you look far too cute in your chastity belt to wear anything else. Now hurry up and unlock that door! I want to get inside you as quickly as possible!"
I squirmed in his arms and kissed him again before reaching down and unlocking the door. I turned the knob and pulled the door open enough to peek outside. He chuckled, stepped back and kicked the door wide open with one foot. I threw my naked body against him and tried to hide my nudity from anyone who may be in the alley. He chuckled again while stepping out into the sunshine. He kissed my lips and told me we were alone. He rarely saw anyone else out there.
He asked me to lock the door and shut it, so I did. After his shop was secured, he turned around and began walking down the alley with me in his arms. His giant truck was parked a few doors down in a small parking area. I couldn't remember ever being so nervous. He was carrying me in his arms and I was naked except for my chastity belt! We finally got to his truck and he braced me on his knee while getting the keys from his pocket. After unlocking the door, I opened it and he set me down on the passenger's seat. I squirmed my bare bottom down on to the fabric of the seat while he closed the door and walked around to the opposite side.
I was outside in public, naked, in a man's truck I'd met only a few hours before. And he was going to drive me to his house and make love to me! It was surreal. It felt like a dream. A very wet, very horny, very nasty dream.
He opened his door and climbed into the driver's seat. After starting the motor, he folded back the center console and had me scoot close to him. With his arm around my bare shoulder, he put the truck in gear and began the 30 minute drive to his home.
When he pulled onto the street, we quickly became surrounded by other cars and trucks. I squealed and slunk down in the seat trying to hide myself. I wound up laying on my side, across the front seat with my head against Mr. Harris's thigh. He stroked my body and teased me about all the people who could possibly see me naked. I squirmed around and was soon on my back with Mr. Harris pinching my nipples and tickling my bare skin.
He talked me into laying on my back with my head resting on his thigh. I laid there with my knees bent and my feet flat on the seat, watching the lamp-posts, stoplights and signs pass by. Every time we passed a truck, I shivered and imagined the driver being able to see me laying there in only chastity belt. It was wildly arousing.
For most of the drive he kept me occupied with compliments on my body and appearance. He told this could prove to be the best day of his life. He went on to quiz me about my past. He asked about my mother and father, girlfriends I'd had, and my sexual experiences. I found it easy to answer his questions when I wasn't looking right at him.
As we neared his home, I began to realize what a dangerous situation I'd put myself in. I was naked without even my ID or phone. I had no idea where I was and no way to get back to my car. I was with a man I'd met hours before and he'd brought me here under the pretense of making love to me. But he could do anything he wanted. He was so big and strong, I could never fight him off. I was completely at his mercy and I silently prayed he wouldn't hurt me, or worse.
I squirmed on the seat arched my neck and looked up at him. "Um, Mr. Harris, you aren't going to hurt me, are you? I mean, you're not a mass murderer, are you? Please tell me you're a normal man."
He reached down and gently stroked my hair, in a tender father-like tone, he said, "My Sweet Boy, I would never hurt you. No, I'm going to make you feel so good you'll never want to leave. However, I'm not going to remove that chastity belt. But while I'm making love to you, you're going to feel like the little fairy you were born to be. Sweetheart, by the time I drive you back to my shop, you'll be a completely different person. You're going to be my little Creampuff."
While still finishing his thoughts, he reached up and pressed the garage door opener on his visor and I felt his truck bump over the curb and into his driveway. I shivered and felt my little wrinkled hole rhythmically clench and relax as he pulled into the garage. He put the truck in Park, shut it off, pressed the garage door button again and got out. I lay there in his truck, legs spread, penis straining against its cage, waiting for him to open my door. When he did finally reach my side, I jumped when the door opened.
He reached out, took my hands and helped me out of his truck. Holding my hand in his, he led me into his home. As soon as we entered his kitchen, he picked me up and set me on the counter. He told me to wait right where I was until he came back. He needed to tidy up a little bit. There I sat on his kitchen counter as he left the room. Looking around, I found the counters clean and the sink free of dishes. Everything looked neat and tidy. I couldn't believe the rest of his home would be any less organized.
Several minutes passed while I sat perched on his counter. When he did walk back into the room, he was still dressed as he was before. But his face and hands were freshly washed and his hair combed neatly. I squirmed as he approached. He stood between my thighs, took me in his arms and kissed me. Wrapping my arms and legs around him, he took hold of each of my cheeks and picked me up off the counter. While our tongues still danced, he carried me out of the kitchen, across the living room, down a hallway and into his bedroom.
He paused just inside the doorway and I quickly looked around. He'd drawn the drapes closed which left the room rather dark. It was dimly lit by several candles on each of the bedside tables. The room smelled like a man. There was a wood-like smell along with his Old Spice aftershave. It smelled nice, warm and safe. The covers on the bed were folded down leaving, what looked like a clean gray sheet exposed. Four big, fluffy pillows rested against the headboard.
Mr. Harris set me down on the bed and I got settled right in the middle. I watched him unbutton his shirt and remove it. His chest was broad and strong with forest of gray hair covering it. He opened a closet and tossed the shirt into a clothes basket. He then sat down on a chair and removed his shoes and socks. I laid there on his bed and began pulling on my chastity belt, hoping to find enough friction to make myself squirt. But I knew that would never happen, still I tried.
Standing up, Mr. Harris then unbuttoned his pants and let them fall around his ankles. Bending down, he picked up his socks and his pants and tossed them into the clothes basket too. With his back to me, he lowered his underpants and used his toes to kick them into the basket. Closing the closet door, he turned to face me.
Most people look better with clothes on. Mr. Harris was not one of those people. He looked like a God standing there. He was so tall, with broad shoulders and powerful arms. His belly was flat and his hips fit his frame perfectly. The muscles in his thighs and shins were prominent and covered in that same gray hair. His cock was mostly hard. It stood up, sort of pointing at me. It was long and thick with a purple head the size of a plum. I could see the veins spiraling around the shaft from across the room. His giant, walnut sized balls hung low in their sack and reminded me of those decorations' men hang from the trailer hitches of their trucks.
I lay there letting my eyes wander up and down his body. But my attention settled on his cock. I imagined him putting that thing inside my bottom. That simple thought made me arch my back and moan while I continued to pull on my cage with both of my hands. I needed to cum so desperately.
Mr. Harris crossed the room in a few steps and joined me on the bed. Before getting too comfortable, he had me raise my bottom and put a folded pillow underneath. This elevated my hips and put my chaste penis in my direct line of sight. The whole cage was pulled away from body. My penis was trying so hard to become erect. The ring of the chastity belt forced the skin covering my little balls to be pulled taut. They were stretched so far outward, it looked like the skin may split. It was painful, but after wearing the cage for so long, it was no longer unbearable.
Mr. Harris reached into a drawer of one of the bedside tables and withdrew a tube of lubricant and a hand-towel. He squirted a big glob of clear lube on two of his fingers. Kneeling between my spread thighs, Mr. Harris reached down and parted my cheeks with his free hand. He then began rubbing the cool lube in and around my little wrinkled hole. When my little hole was properly lubricated, he used his first finger and slipped it inside me. He didn't pause, but immediately began finger fucking my virginal bottom.
I whimpered, moaned and pulled on my chastity cage. My hips rose up to meet each of his thrusts. I was going insane. I needed him so badly.
His eyes never left my private places when he asked, "Are you ready for a second finger, My Sweet Boy?"
I squealed in a high pitch, "Yes!"
He resituated himself, rising up on his knees which showed me he had become completely erect while teasing me. His cock was standing straight up and pressed against his stomach. The fat, purple head and throbbing shaft looked angry, like they wanted to be inside me that instant!
Once comfortable, he slowly pressed his first two fingers against my tight ring of muscle. I felt him applying more and more pressure until my bottom opened up and accepted both of them. Again, he began fingering me immediately.
While I panted and felt my body become more aroused than ever before, he asked, "Do you feel good Baby?"
I responded by bucking my hips upward and yanking on my chastity cage. I begged him to unlock me. I pleaded with him to have mercy. He knelt there, fingering my bottom and smiling. I felt more pressure on my bottom as he slipped a third finger inside me. I promised to do anything he asked if he released me. His reply was that I'd do whatever he wanted without letting me out of the cage.
He used those three fingers expertly. He slid them in and out of me at a slow pace. Always pausing when they were at their deepest point, stretching me open the widest. He never slowed or stopped when he began to speak, "You only want out of this little cage so you can cum. Once you cum, you won't be horny any longer. Sweetheart, I like you being horny. And I have no plans of letting you out of that cage any time in the near future. When I take you back to my shop, I will be changing the lock to a more secure style, something that isn't quite so easily removed. There is no point in begging for me to let you out. It isn't going to happen. My Sweet Boy, I'm going to keep you in there for a very long time."
That is when he withdrew his fingers from my bottom and wiped them off on the towel. He rose up on his knees. Bending over me, he kissed me passionately and asked in a soft voice, "Are you ready to give me your virginity?"
I bit my lower lip and nodded my head. Spreading my legs as wide as I could, Mr. Harris took his massive cock in his hand, lathered it down with lube and aimed it at me! He suggested I reach down and spread my cheeks wide, I did as I was told. A shiver shot up my spine the second before his cock touched me. If I hadn't been in a chastity cage, I would've squirted right then and there. I did watch pearly drops of precum drip down my cage like a little stream.
The moment I felt the fat head of Mr. Harris's cock bump against my little hole, I squealed and thrust my hips up. He calmly took my hips in his hand and began to gently, slowly press forward. He was looking down at his cock and I was looking at him. He was so patient and gentle, a warm feeling spread across my chest.
When I felt my little hole stretching open around the head of his cock, I began to panic. I wondered when it would stop. My hole kept stretching and stretching and stretching. I was about to scream when I felt the head 'pop' inside me. I moaned deeply and my back arched. Mr. Harris was careful to only leave the head inside. He wanted me to get used to it before giving me more. I squealed, squirmed and thrashed about on the bed until I finally began to calm down. The haze that had formed over my eyes cleared and I saw Mr. Harris above me, looking down on me with a warm smile on his face.
He asked if I was ready for a little more. I nodded my head and said, "I, I, I think so."
I watched him press his hips toward me and felt his cock entering my body further. I gripped the sheets tightly in my fists and tossed my head from side to side. The feeling of him penetrating me was so intense! There was a bit of pain, but nothing I couldn't deal with. Mostly I felt full. Like his cock was filling up all the empty spaces in my body. It was a wonderfully naughty feeling!
Mr. Harris paused at one point and waited for me to get used to him inside me again. It took several moments, but I eventually calmed down. Still smiling at me he said, "You are simply beautiful. You are absolutely perfect. Sweetheart, where have you been all of my life?"
I whimpered and found it difficult to look at him. But our eyes soon met. I saw tenderness and love in his eyes. Squirming around with his cock buried inside me, I squeaked, "I guess I've been waiting for you."
Leaning forward until he lay on top of me, he held me in his arms and kissed me. It was a wet kiss that was full of love and passion, it made my toes curl! Although having his cock inside of me may have had something to do with that too. When that kiss broke, he asked if I was ready for a little more of him. I bit my lower lip, looking up into his eyes and said, "I thought you were all the way in."
"No, not yet. We're about halfway in and still have quite a way to go." He kissed me again while slowly sliding more of himself inside my body. It kept coming and coming, filling me up fuller and fuller. I'd never felt so stuffed before. When I began to tense up and squirm beneath him, he slowed down. He pulled out a little and then pressed back inside. The first time he did that, I looked up at him and squeaked, "You're fucking me!" It surprised me for some odd reason?
He laughed and told me that was what we'd come to his house to do. After kissing me again, he rose up, looped his arms under my legs and folded them back toward my chest. He thrust his cock in and out of me a few times and then asked, "Are you ready for the last few inches?"
I nodded my head and moaned, "Yes!"
Looking right into my eyes, he pressed forward. His cock sunk deeper and deeper inside. I squirmed and thrashed about on the bed. I gripped the sheet tightly in my fists and funny noises erupted from inside my body. I felt tears roll down my cheeks and precum drip from my chastity cage. It was intensely erotic and I ached for him to be completely inside my body.
Above me, I heard Mr. Harris grunt, "OH MY GOD!" and then he thrust forward with force and sunk the last bit of his cock into my bottom. The sound of flesh striking flesh echoed in the room. Feeling Mr. Harris's hips against my bare skin, with his entire cock buried deep inside my bottom was a life changing moment. My back arched deeply, my poor penis was straining inside its cage, I screamed in a surprisingly high pitch and then completely lost my breath. My knuckles were gripping the sheet so tightly they were white. And my toes were curled up like little knots.
Mr. Harris kept himself buried deep inside me for several moments. I could feel his massive cock throbbing. Leaning down on me, he kissed my lips. "Baby, we were made for each other. I fit inside you perfectly." He kissed me again. I was still wrapped up in the emotion and the feeling of having a gigantic cock inside my body left me unable to kiss him back. I squirmed beneath him while his tongue thrust into my mouth. Taking both of my wrists in his hands, he pinned them to the mattress above my head.
Tears began rolling down my cheeks when the sobbing began. There was some pain in my bottom and chastity cage, but that wasn't the real reason I began crying. It was a time of acceptance. I had just learned I was built to be loved by a man. I suppose I'd always known, but I'd kept it buried. I was never suited to be loved by a woman. I'd tried to be manly and take control of relationships. But I'd always known I truly wanted to have someone else lead. I wanted to be made love to, have doors held open for me, hold my hand and be looked at with desire. And laying on Mr. Harris's bed with his cock completely embedded in my body, I accepted this is where I belonged. This is what I was always meant to be, a man's CreamPuff. His Sweet Little Boy. And for the first time in my life, I was no longer trying to be someone I wasn't. I was a Fairy, and I was happy.



With his cock still buried inside me, Mr. Harris asked if I was okay. I nodded my head, but was unable to speak. Arching my neck, I rose my head up off the pillow and met Mr. Harris's lip for a kiss. I drove my tongue into his mouth and kissed him with love. He returned my kiss and guided my head back to the pillow. We kissed and licked and nibbled on each other's lips, tongues and teeth for several minutes. All the while I felt his cock throbbing inside my body.
When the moment was right, Mr. Harris whispered, "Are you ready for the deep, long fucking you've needed your entire life?"
I squeaked, "Yes!" Wrapping my legs around his body and my arms around his neck, I braced myself for what I knew would be an encounter I'd never forget.
He smiled while sliding his cock out. I immediately felt empty and tried to pull him back inside. But he was so much stronger, there was no way I could make him do anything he didn't want to. He said he thought he was about half way out. With a grin, he thrust his cock all the way back inside me quickly. My whole body shook with the force of his thrust. While I moaned, he pulled out and slammed it back inside me. He fucked me over and over and over. I felt like I was losing myself somehow. Tears still rolled down my cheeks and I felt drool drip from the corner of my mouth. My poor, neglected penis was desperate to stretch out, but the chastity cage kept him in place.
Mr. Harris was breathing heavily and grunting with each of his thrusts. I saw him gritting his teeth during one especially hard thrust. We both began to feel the increased friction of him inside me. So he released my wrists and sat up while leaving his cock where it belonged. He searched around for a moment but soon found the tube of lubricant. He carefully and gently pulled his cock out to the neck, just below the head of his cock. Squirting a big glob onto the shaft of his cock, he then used his fingers to rub it along the length of his cock. Squirting another big glob onto his fingers, he rubbed it up and down between my cheeks. After putting the lube away and wiping his fingers on the towel, he leaned back over me and thrust his cock all the way inside with one, hard thrust.
I squealed loudly in that insanely high pitch while wrapping my arms and legs around him tightly. He slammed his cock in and out a dozen more times, always pulling out to the neck of his cock. It was the most amazing feeling I'd ever experienced. The sound of his bare hips slapping against my naked bottom echoed around the room. And when he paused to catch his breath, I began to giggle. My emotions were going crazy. I went from crying to giggling in two seconds flat!
But I laid beneath him, squirming around on his cock giggling like a idiot! Mr. Harris smiled down at me and said, "I'm guessing my Sweet Little Boy is enjoying himself." With that said, he thrust forward and his hips slapped against my bottom. I giggled and moaned and squirmed around on his bed.
He found a steady pace of pulling his cock nearly all the way out before slamming it back inside me with force. It was a rhythmic pace which I learned he could keep up for quite a long time. Our bodies became covered in a thin coating of perspiration. I met each of his thrusts by lifting my bottom up to allow the deepest penetration. I was as close to heaven as I'd ever been.
My little penis didn't know what to do! It wanted to get hard so badly and my little balls were desperate to be emptied. But that gnawing horny feeling of desire made the entire experience exponentially more intense. I was beginning to understand why Mr. Harris wasn't going to release me from my cage. I didn't like it, but I understood why. When I was as horny as I was, my inhibitions fell away. I was eager to do anything, no matter how naughty it may be.
He continued to fuck me at that steady pace until I noticed the muscles in his chest and arms flex. His pace sped up at that moment. I watched him grit his teeth and stare into my eyes with an intensity I didn't know possible. Biting my lower lip, I moaned, "Are you going to cum inside me Mr. Harris?"
In his deep voice, he almost growled, "Yes I am. How can you be my CreamPuff if you aren't filled with my cream?"
He placed his hands behind my knees and folded them back onto my chest. He put all of his weight on the backs of my legs when he raised his hips and began jackhammering his cock in and out of me. My fists gripped the sheet again, but I couldn't move the rest of my body. He held me firmly in place. I felt him beginning to swell up inside my bottom and my eyes rolled up into my head. I moaned loudly when Mr. Harris slammed into me harder than ever and ejaculated his love deep inside my body. He slammed his cock in and out of me a few last times with such force I scooted across the mattress and my head bumped against the headboard. He throbbed and drained himself inside me and I whimpered softly while reaching up for him.
Mr. Harris leaned down and my arms wrapped around his neck. He kissed me gently. In between kisses he asked if I was okay. I kissed him back and told him I was perfect. We laid there together, kissing and whispering to each other while his cock began to slowly soften inside of me.
"That was amazing Sweetheart. That was the best sex I've ever had. I can't remember ever cumming that hard before." He kissed my lips and each of my eyelids and then softly whispered, "I may never let you go home."
I felt loved and fulfilled, but my penis was still aching for relief. I wanted to ask him to please free me from my cage. But I knew that would be pointless. He'd already told me on numerous occasions that he wouldn't do that. He even said he was going to change the lock to a sturdier lock he approved of. The sheer thought of having him as my keyholder made me shiver. He was a locksmith for goodness sakes!
When the moment arrived, Mr. Harris kissed me gently and warned me he was going to pull out. I had felt his cock deflating inside of me and wasn't sure I was prepared to have him completely leave my body. But I really didn't have a choice. He slowly pulled himself away from me until he was gone. I was empty and I didn't like it one bit.
Mr. Harris wiped off his cock with the towel and then began cleaning me up. Like at his shop, he folded my legs back and wiped my bottom several times with that towel. He made me feel so helpless and dependent when he wiped me like that. I lay there and felt more loved than ever before.
When he was done, he helped me up off the bed and rushed me to the bathroom. I sat on the toilet while he adjusted the water in his large, walk-in shower. When I'd squeezed out most of his cream, I quickly wiped and flushed. He then took my hand and we entered the shower together. I stood under the warm water while he washed me from head to toe. He didn't miss a single spot, except for my poor penis who was trapped in a steel cage. By the time he'd finished, I felt squeaky clean.
I rubbed my body against his while I returned the favor of washing his body. His hands wandered all over my body and we paused often to kiss. But I somehow managed to completely wash him before we ran out of hot water. Stepping out of the shower, his cock was about half hard. We dried each other off and I spent most of my time drying his broad, hairy chest and quickly growing cock. Before we hung up the towels, my hips were wiggling around while my penis struggled to find space to grow.
Leaving me completely naked, Mr. Harris chose to grab a robe from behind the bathroom door. I pranced along beside him on my tiptoes when took my hand and led me to his kitchen. He lifted me up and gently set me on the counter before opening the refrigerator. My bottom was a little tender after all the attention it had recently received. I sat perched on the counter and when asked, told him I was little thirsty. He pulled out a carton of juice and half full bottle of vodka. Taking two glasses from a cupboard, he poured one full glass of juice and the other only part way full. He then topped off the second glass with vodka. Handing me the straight juice, we 'clinked' glasses before drinking.
He helped me off the counter and suggested we relax in the living room for a little while. Taking my hand, he led me to his couch and I snuggled up beside him. He turned on the television and began flipping through channels. I became distracted when my hand slipped under his robe and began playing with his chest hair. While he flipped from one channel to the next, my hands wandered over his body. His robe was easily opened and I soon found both of my hands wrapped around his thick cock. I played with it until it was rock hard and throbbing.
I looked up at Mr. Harris and he smiled while pressing down gently on the back of my neck. He whispered, "It's okay Sweetheart. It's just the two of us. I know you want to."
Readjusting myself so I was laying across the couch with my head up close and personal with his big, fat cock. I held it still with my hands while leaning in and licking the head as if it were a lollipop. I continued to lick up and down the length of its shaft until returning to the soft, warm, spongey head. I glanced up at him and saw his smile while concentrating on the channel he'd decided upon.
Having accepted the fact that I was made to be with a man, I really didn't hesitate to stretch my lips around Mr. Harris's cock. I sucked and licked on the fat head of his cock while stroking up and down the shaft with both of my hands. It wasn't long before I began to taste his excitement. His precum was salty and slippery and I immediately loved it.
I tried to take more of his cock in my mouth, but I was quickly limited by what would fit. I barely got passed the neck of his cock before it bumped the back of my throat. I began bobbing up and down, taking as much as I could without gagging. At the same time, my hands stroked his shaft. I felt very proud of myself for the job I was doing. I knew I could become very good at giving blowjobs with a little practice.
As I bobbed up and down on his cock, Mr. Harris changed the channel again. That's when a strange thing happened. I heard my girlfriend's voice. I quickly popped off of Mr. Harris's cock and looked at the television. There was my girlfriend at a gathering of some sort. I was completely confused. Looking at Mr. Harris, I didn't know what to do or say. He pulled me close to him and wrapped his arm around my shoulders. We watched my girlfriend on television as she socialized.
Mr. Harris finally spoke. "Sweetheart, meeting you was not an accident. That girl on the TV, your girlfriend, she is my niece. This video was taken at a family reunion earlier this year. She and I spent several hours catching up. She told me all about you and even showed me a few pictures. She said she planned to break up with you and that you weren't her sort of guy. When I asked what sort of guy you were, she told me you were gentle, sweet, kind and docile."
I sat there, snuggled up under his arm. I didn't know how to feel. It seemed like I'd been tricked, but I was finally becoming to accept who I really was. I was a boy who was always meant to be loved by a man. But still I felt tricked.
He continued his story while I watched my girlfriend pose and act out for the camera. "I mentioned that perhaps you'd be better off with me. That's where this started. We spent the rest of the day talking about you and what she believed you really needed to be happy. The more she told me, the more I wanted to meet you."
He gently stroked my back and said, "She and I spoke dozens of time over the next few weeks. It was during those conversations that we planned how you and I would meet. It was my idea to put you in a chastity belt, but she chose the lock. She decided not coming back from a business trip would be the best way to leave you. Neither of us knew how long it would take for you to search for help with your little cage. Honestly, you lasted much longer than I thought you would. When she locked you up, she dropped subtle hints about how you'd need a locksmith to get out of the cage if you didn't have the key. Those hints worked and you eventually called my shop. My niece had looked up my shop on your laptop. She thought when you saw the link had been used, you'd been more inclined to call. She was right."
I opened my mouth to say something. I felt used and tricked. But at the same time, if they hadn't planned this whole thing, I would still be pretending to be man. I was upset, but I was having a difficult time staying upset.
He laid a finger under my chin and lifted until we were looking into each other's eyes. "Baby Boy, I am sorry for tricking you into my arms. But I'm not sorry for having you here now. My Sweet, Sweet Boy, I have very strong feelings for you and want to have you in my life. But I couldn't keep that story from you. You deserve to know the truth."
I bit my lower lip, looking up into his eyes, I didn't know what to say. This was the man who had made me feel beautiful, desirable and sexy. He made love to me for the first time. While I sat there beside him, my emotions rose up again. Tears flowed down my cheeks and I squirmed further under his arm while I sobbed. He held me until I calmed myself.
Looking down at me, he spoke in a loving, paternal tone, "Sweetie, I'm going to give you a choice. I can find a shirt or something for you to wear and I'll drive you back to my shop, give you your clothes and let you drive away. You'll never have to see me again." He looked so sad when he said that, I wanted to rise up and kiss him, but I waited for him to finish talking. "Or, we could stay together right here on this couch and we could watch a movie together. Or perhaps, you could finish what you started before I began this confession. What do you want to do?"
Looking up at him, I stumbled on my words but soon found my voice, "I'm kind of mad at you. You tricked me. But it was a trick in a good way. I've never had anyone go to such trouble to meet me. But you've done much more that simply meet me. You've made me your CreamPuff! To be completely honest, I'm actually flattered at what you've done. What I'm saying is that I'd like to stay. But I have one condition, you need to take this chastity cage off."
He was smiling up until the end. He shook his head from side to side. "Baby, I can't do that. That chastity cage is a part of you now. If that is your condition to stay with me, I'm afraid you'll have to go."
My eyes popped open wide and my mouth fell open. "Are you serious? You're not going to let me out of this?" I laid back, thrust up my hips and grabbed my chastity belt with both hands.
He reached out and took hold of the lock between his first finger and thumb. "I'm very serious. I'm not taking this cage off of you any time soon. I told you that earlier and I meant it."
While humping my hips up into the air, I said, "Well, I guess I'll have to learn to live with that." I then sat up and snuggled back under his arm. I asked him to find something else to watch on TV, the last person I wanted to watch was my ex-girlfriend. While he flipped through channels, I reached down and wrapped my fingers around his semi-hard cock.
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My company had relocated me to a city on the East Coast and hired a real estate agent to assist with my purchase of a house. I wound up buying a three-bedroom affair with large yards on a quiet cul-de-sac. Living alone and knowing I'd be working long hours, I immediately hired services to maintain the lawns and clean my new home.
After four months, I hadn't come close to fully unpacking or to even meet my neighbors. I'd been working sixty-plus hour weeks and the 45-minute commute was proving to be a killer. There were quite a few nights where I slept in my office on a small couch due to the length of the drive home.
One Tuesday I managed to leave work early and informed my assistant that I'd be taking the following day off to get my house in order. I grabbed a bottle of wine and take-out Chinese food on my way home. Because the evening was so pleasant, I decided to eat on my back deck. The previous owners were kind enough to leave behind table and chairs.
After polishing off the Peking Duck, I took my glass of wine and strolled around my back yard for the first time. I hadn't turned on the outside lights and did my exploring in the moonlight. The yard must have been professionally landscaped at some point in time, it was extremely well planned out and organized. The grass was captured within cement curbing which kept it separated from the mulch surrounding the many bushes and trees which lined the six foot privacy fences.
While strolling along the line of the curbing, there was something about a large tree that caught my attention. Venturing off the grass and onto the mulch, I approached the gigantic trunk of the tree that must've rose 80 feet tall. The tree stood proudly in the far back corner of the yard.
What had attracted my attention was a glistening slit in the bark of the tree. The slit was at my waist height, about 3 inches long and the bark was rolled back away from the opening. To be perfectly honest, the slit resembled the lips of a woman's pussy.
I'd been so busy with my new job, I hadn't had time to even think about a relationship. It had been at least a week since I'd even touched myself. Working such long hours with the new responsibilities of my job, I realized I'd been neglecting myself while I stood there admiring the slit in the tree.
I finished off my glass of wine and set it on the ground. Looking over my shoulder, of course I didn't see anyone. Looking in all the other directions, I only saw fence, trees and bushes. I'd never lived in a home with so much privacy. And I was suddenly very happy I'd chose the house above the others I'd viewed while house shopping.
Biting my lip, I slowly pressed my finger against the slit in the tree. I was pleasantly surprised to find the edges of the slit soft and the moisture oozing from the slit not to be sticky like sap. The moisture felt like oily water. When I pressed my finger directly into the lower edge of the slit, it slid into the tree easily. I couldn't stop myself from moaning. The interior of the tree wasn't sticky or pokey with splinters at all. It felt warm, and it hugged my finger almost like a real pussy would.
Glancing around once more, seeing no one, I slowly lowered the zipper on my pants and withdrew my already stiff penis. Standing there with my erection in hand, the months of celibacy helped me to believe that putting my penis into a tree wasn't a bad idea at all. Stepping forward, I bit my lip hard as I drug the head of my penis up and down along the soft and supple slit.
It felt slippery and warm against my denied penis and I barely hesitated before pressing the entire length of my penis into the tree. Just when I'd penetrated the entire length of my penis inside, I heard the leaves of the tree rustle above me. The funny thing was that I didn't detect a breeze at all. The thought quickly left my mind when I became lost in what my penis was experiencing.
The feeling was difficult to describe. It was as if that slit was made for my penis. I fit perfectly inside and it felt utterly amazing. I braced myself against the giant tree and slowly slid my penis out and then back in. The slit seemed to tighten up each time I withdrew and each time I buried myself inside, it felt just as tight as the first time.
After sliding in and out a few dozen times, I felt something that made me freeze. The tree squeezed my penis while it was inside of it. As I stood there, the tunnel my penis rested in rippled and squeezed me. I rationalized that it was just a tree and it must be the wine I'd drank that was messing with my mind. I began to slide in and out once again. It felt so good, I was truly on cloud nine.
I tried to imagine what I must look like. Standing there with my pants opened and fucking a tree. I prayed none of my neighbors would see me. But the tree was proving to be one of the best sexual partners I'd ever had.
While losing myself in the ecstasy of the encounter, another odd thing occurred. I felt something gently grasp my wrists. Having been staring at my penis sliding in and out of the tree, I bit my lip and looked up to find thin branches had wrapped themselves around each of my wrists several times. A light breeze caused the leaves of the tree to rustle while the thin branches holding my wrists tenderly lifted my arms above my head.
At this point my mind was getting a little fuzzy. I didn't panic nor did I even think about how strange this encounter was becoming. I stood there and thrust my hips forward and back while the tree held my arms far above my head.
When I got close to cumming, the tunnel my penis was in loosened up. It was like the tree wanted to prolong our lovemaking. After edging me to the verge of my third orgasm, a light breeze once again rustled the leaves while a separate branch wrapped itself around my waist. It began to control how quickly I thrust into the slit. Shortly afterward, more branches appeared and looped themselves around my ankles. The tree held me in a spread-eagle position while slowly pressing my hips in and out of the tree's slit.
By this point I didn't care who saw me with this tree. It was the warmest, tightest, wettest most slippery place I'd ever put my penis. I was having a difficult time thinking clearly, all that mattered in my mind was how good it felt. I barely noticed that I was being slowly lifted off the ground by the branches holding me so lovingly. While rising up off the ground, the slit I'd been penetrating emerged from the trunk of the tree and grew into a thick branch with the slit still remaining on the end. It was a slow process, but I soon found myself a dozen feet from the ground, still spread-eagle but facing the downward. The branch with the slit was doing all the work, I was no longer thrusting my hips at all.
I hung there completely immobile, relishing in the feelings I was experiencing. From behind me, farther up in the tree, pairs of thin branches slid up the sleeves of my shirt. They slid all the way up the sleeves and down my back. I then felt my shirt tighten around my body. When I heard my shirt begin to tear, I realized the branches were pulled away from each other. While dangling in the tree, I watched my torn shirt fall to the ground beneath me.
A pair of branches rose up in front of my face and I watched the ends of them transform into small suction cups. They danced before my eyes for a few moments before moving downward and attaching themselves to my nipples. I'd never had anyone pay much attention to my nipples before. But that tree knew how to tease them. The experience became exponentially more erotic after they'd applied suction to my nipples.
At the same time this was occurring, pairs of branches managed to remove my shoes and tear my socks off. They then slid up my pant legs and to the sides of my hips. After one quick movement and a rather loud ripping sound, I watched both my pants and underwear fall a dozen feet to the ground.
Now suspended naked in the air, the branch with the slit continued to edge me to one orgasm after another. While the pair of thin branches applied varying degrees of suction to my nipples. And when I thought the tree had shown me all it had to offer, four more thin branches appeared in front of my face. These four branches danced before my eyes, slowly intertwining themselves together. It was almost hypnotic to watch them form a tight braid. When they'd finished their dance, the four branches had formed themselves into a phallic shape.
I watched as the end of the phallus swelled to better resemble the head of a penis. The shaft rippled and thick veins appeared along its length. Moving closer to my face, I watched a drop of liquid appeared at the tip. It slowly moved closer to my face and when it was just beyond my reach, I parted my lips. I saw it swell up and then slowly enter my mouth.
My hips had been raised slightly higher than my ankles while this was going on. And at the same moment the phallus entered my mouth, I felt something of similar size press its way between the cheeks of my butt.
It wouldn't be the first time I'd experienced being anally penetrated. My first experiences were during my sophomore year in college. While I was your typical bookworm, my roommate was a musclebound wrestler. He had no issue walking around our dorm room completely naked with his long, fat cock swaying between his legs. One thing led to another and wound up spending the majority of that year with his cock either in my mouth or buried deep inside my bottom.
Hanging so far above the ground, looking at the pile of my torn clothes scattered across the mulch and bushes, the phallus pumped itself in and out of my mouth and a slow pace. Every thrust it made came very close to making me gag, but it never went all the way. My nipples were being sucked into the ends of the thin branches that were driving me crazy. And now this second, fat phallus gently probed the tight ring of muscle that was my butt. I felt a warm, slippery liquid being squirted out between the cheeks of my bottom. And the more slippery my crack became, the harder that phallus probed against my body.
The tree was patient and took its time loosening up my bottom. Before long, it was sliding in and out of me at a rhythmic pace. The phallus in my mouth began matching the pace of the one in my bottom. And I was soon being spit-roasted by a tree while suspended a dozen feet in the air. The branch with the slit continued to edge me to one orgasm after another. When it finally allowed me to cum, I knew it was going to be a big one!
After fucking me from both ends for several moments, the slippery branch in my mouth swelled a little and pressed beyond my gag point. I panicked at first but found the branch had opened a hole down the center of the phallus for me to breathe through. With the branch sliding down my throat, the one in my bottom began penetrating even deeper. Not even my sophomore roommate had treated me like this.
The branch with the slit squeezed my penis tighter than ever, the twin suction cup branches sucked hard enough to distend my poor nipples, while the two phallus's dove deep inside the opposite ends of my body and swelled up. The last things I remember were feeling my bottom fill up as if I were receiving an enema and swallowing spurts of slimy liquid ejaculated directly down my throat. I blacked out while having the biggest, most powerful, life changing orgasm of my life.
I awoke the next morning laying flat on my back in grass. My shredded clothing was scattered all over the yard. My mouth tasted strangely organic and my bottom was familiarly sore from being fucked long and hard. My body was covered with dew and a shimmering, sap scented slime.
I laid there looking up into the branches of that giant tree and squirmed on the grass while struggling to recall the events of the night before. I slowly rose to my feet and made my way into my house. I learned the slime covering my body was not easily washed away in the shower. It was like trying to wash rubber cement off of my skin. By the time I'd stepped out of the shower, the scrubbing and pulling away of the slime had left my body completely free of hair. I was even missing half of one eyebrow.
Wrapping a towel around my waist, I returned to my backyard. I was still trying to remember and believe all that had happened the night before. I made my way to the trunk of the tree, wanting to see if the slit in the trunk was real and still there. When I got close enough, not only was the slit still there, the 'lips' of the slit were spread open and, what could only be my cum, was dripping from it. My penis became stiff under my towel and I watched the 'lips' squeeze themselves back together.
Standing in my backyard in the morning sunshine, I looked up when I heard the leaves of the tree rustle without a breeze. I watched a thin branch make its way toward me. It moved in the same way a snake slithers. The branch looped around a bottom corner of the towel I was wearing and slowly pulled it off of my body. I was really glad I'd taken the day off.
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During the summer between my high school senior and college freshmen years, my mother was sent to Europe to start up another location for the company she was employed by. I spent that first week wearing as little clothing as possible. For as long as I can remember I've had this deep desire to expose myself to other people. For a while I never worked up the nerve to go beyond my backyard while naked. But I recently found it tremendously exciting to make quick trips out of the house in denim cutoffs I'd made from an old pair of jeans. I had completely removed the waistband and cut-off the legs leaving a mere one inch inseam. They were so small, if I hadn't shaved off my sparse blonde public hair it would have shown out the top. And after shaving my penis and butt, I went on to remove the little tufts of hair under my arms and the thin strip on my chest and belly. I was really enjoying being hairless from my eyelashes down.
Once every afternoon, I wiggled into my short-shorts with nothing else on, and walked out to get the mail from the box. It was such a rush to stand in front of my house wearing so little. I only wished I had the courage to show even more.
It was during my second week of summer break when I headed out to get the mail that I saw my neighbor in her driveway working on a motorcycle. Rhonda Clark had always had a loud motorcycle, but the one she was working on looked new. The new motorcycle was much bigger than her last one. It matched her perfectly. Rhonda Clark was a formidable woman. Her new motorcycle was huge, its back tire looked like it belonged on a car. I knew I wouldn't even be able to hold it upright! Of course I've never been very sporty or strong. She looked up at me, smiled and waved me over.
I heard her chuckle as I tiptoed up the hot cement of her driveway wearing only my little shorts. When I got near, I hopped onto the grass to cool my feet off. I was just beginning to feel foolish when Rhonda said, "I like your shorts BabyCakes." As long as I'd know her, Rhonda had always called me that. I blushed deeply and thanked her.
"I'm guessing your mom is out of town again? You always run around nearly naked when she's gone."
I bit my lower lip, dropped my chin and blushed even deeper.
She stood up and approached me in the grass. Her hair pulled back into a ponytail and tucked down the back of her shirt. She was an attractive lady, in a rough biker sort of way. She was wearing black leather boots, jeans, a black t-shirt from a bike rally and a black leather vest. She towered over my 5'5" height by at least 6 inches. She had thick thighs, wide hips, broad shoulders and really big boobs. I would guess she weighed twice what I did.
She laid a finger under my chin and raised it until I was looking up into her eyes. "BabyCakes, don't be embarrassed. I love watching you prance around in next to nothing."
I bit my lower lip again and softly asked, "Really? You like to see me like this?"
She moved in closer and laid her hands on my bare hips. "Of course I do." She let her hands wander over my bare midriff. All I could do was stand there and hope she didn't stop. It was the most contact I'd ever had with a girl.
She leaned down and whispered in my ear, "Wanna go for a ride with me on my bike?"
My eyes popped open wide and l looked up at her. "You've never asked me that before. And I've known you my whole life."
Her hands wandered down and rested on the upper cheeks of my butt. "Maybe I've been waiting for you to come of age. You did have your 18th birthday a few weeks ago, didn't you?"
I nodded stupidly and recited the exact number of days it had been. Immediately feeling foolish afterward.
She again smiled down at me, "So, do you wanna go for a ride or not?"
I think I squealed a little and jumped up and down. I know I told her I did want to go for a ride. I'd never been on a motorcycle before. She held up a hand and told me she had one rule for me to ride with her, I had to be completely naked. My mouth dropped open and I nearly fainted. I bit my lower lip, looked up into her eyes and told her that I should probably not.
She stepped behind me, with her hands on my hips, she whispered in my ear, "You're already wearing so little." Her hands slid to the front of my shorts. Her fingers held the zipper and she slowly began to pull it downward. "It'll be fun. You'll sit behind me. No one will see anything except your cute little butt."
My hips ground back toward her as she teasingly pulled at the zipper of my shorts. I whimpered softly when I felt the fingers of her other hand dip under my shorts and touch my bare skin so close to my overly excited penis.
Rhonda leaned in even closer. I could smell cigarettes and beer on her breath. She licked my earlobe and whispered, "I'll tell you what Babycakes. I'll let you keep your shorts on until we're out of our neighborhood. No one you know will see you riding around on my bike completely naked. We'll get halfway across the city before I pull over and find a place for you to strip for me. What do you say Babycakes?"
Before I can answer, she unzips my shorts and dips her hand into them. Her big strong, dirty hand cups over my very stiff penis. I moan softly and hump myself into her hand. My voice cracks when I tell her I'd love to go on a ride with her. While still holding my penis in her hand, she warns me. She tells me that when we pull over, she expects me to strip and hop back on her bike. If I whine or refuse to remove my shorts, she'll strip me by force and leave me to find my own way home.
I whimper and am unable to keep from humping my erection against her hand. In her raspy voice, she whispers, "We're going to have a lot of fun today." Pulling her hand from my shorts, she zips them back up being careful not to catch any part of me in the zipper. With a firm pat on my butt, she tell me we should get going.
After Rhonda straddles her bike, I watch the muscles in her arms flex when she stands the bike up off its kickstand. With the flick of a switch, the bike roars to life. It's loud enough that I can feel it in my chest. She reached back and patted the seat behind her while slipping on her sunglasses. I prance across her driveway and she helps me to figure out how to get on that huge bike.
Once seated behind her, I wrap my arms around her sides and put my bare feet on the pegs where she told me to. It was here where I thought to ask about a helmet. She looked back at me, smiled and said she'd take good care of me and I didn't need to worry about anything. I really wasn't in a position to argue with her, so I held on to her tighter than ever when she rolled the back around so it faced the street.
My heart was racing when she put the bike in gear and we rode down the street at a quick pace. The noise from the bike was deafening. I couldn't hear anything except the roar of the motor. We quickly left our neighborhood on streets I rarely use. As we rode, it seemed like everyone outside looked at us when we rode by. I suppose we did make a strange sight. Rhonda, a large biker woman wearing biker attire and looked intimidating as ever. And I clung to her back like my life depended upon it. The only piece of clothing I wore were tiny little shorts. There was so much of my lightly tanned skin on display! I rested my head against her back and watching the houses, buildings, cars and people race by.
In addition to the noise the bike made, it also vibrated wildly between my skinny legs. That vibration was doing nothing to calm down my overly excited penis. It was throbbing wildly and I hoped Rhonda couldn't feel it pressing against her jeans.
Rhonda drove us on back streets until she turned onto a freeway. She quickly got the bike up to speed and we were soon racing down the road at more than 70 miles an hour! My hair was flying around wildly and the wind was trying to drown out the noise of the bike. It was so much fun! We were flying by cars and I can't imagine how many people saw my mostly naked body! It was the biggest thrill of my life!
After passing a dozen or so exits, Rhonda pulled off the freeway and drove us into the parking lot of a large, mostly vacant shopping mall. Rhonda drove around the perimeter of the mall until she found an entrance to the mall between two large store which had gone out of business. There were only a few cars parked near the door.
She parked her bike right by the sidewalk. Turning to face me, she smiled and said, "You're up Babycakes!"
Biting my lower lip, I climbed off the bike and stood barefoot on the sidewalk. She lit a cigarette while admiring me standing there. I wanted to whine and complain, but I had no doubt she would tear my shorts off, drive away and leave me here as she had promised. I shimmied my hips from side to side. Looking at her, I asked, "So, I just take them off right here?"
"You can take them off, or I will. The choice is yours. But you know what will happen if you make me climb off this bike, don't you?"
I moaned softly and nodded my head. Looking in all directions, there were no pedestrians in sight and the only cars I saw were on a street clear across the parking lot. Swallowing hard, I reached down and unzipped my shorts. Rhonda had her arms crossed on her chest. She was smiling while I struggled with myself to do as I'd promised. Hooking my thumbs into the sides of my shorts, I quickly slipped them down until they fell around my ankles. With one hand covering my naked penis, I bent forward and picked them up and quickly stepped toward Rhonda's bike.
She stopped me before I could climb on. She pointed to a trach-can about halfway down the length of this store we were park by. She told me I needed to throw my shorts into that can and then she'd let me back on her bike.
Covering myself with my hands and my shorts, I looked in the direction she was pointing. It was a long way away! Biting my lip, I pleaded with her not to make me. That's when she started up her bike and revved it up. My eyes popped open wide and without doubting she would leave me where I stood, I tip-toed/ran down the sidewalk toward the trashcan. As soon as I was close, I threw my shorts at the can. Of course, I missed. Looking back at Rhonda, she was shaking her head from side to side. I tip-toed/ran toward my shorts, picked them up and dropped them directly into the trashcan. When I began to make my way back toward Rhonda, she was smiling while putting out her cigarette under her boot.
As I ran along that sidewalk wearing absolutely nothing, goosebumps popped up on my skin, even though it was more than 90-degrees. I had this lump of embarrassment in my stomach that radiated heat out to every other part of my body. I was so ashamed of what I was doing, but my penis thought otherwise. It was standing up proudly and bouncing around as I dashed along the side of the mall.
When I stood beside her still-running motorcycle, I quickly stepped on the little peg and threw myself over the bike and behind Rhonda. Squeezing my naked body against her and wrapping my arms around her as tightly as I could, I groaned into her leather vest. "Can we please leave? Now? Like fast?"
I felt her body move while she chuckled. Putting the bike in gear, we began moving at a relatively slow pace while we made our way out of the mall and onto a main street. The wind and sunshine on my naked body felt so naughty. The wide leather seat vibrating wildly under my bare butt and naked penis was tremendously exciting. And the way I clung to Rhonda's back, grinding my body against her jeans and leather vest, it was more arousing that I thought possible.
She pulled up to a red light and had to stop before we could turn onto a street and drive away from the mall. I clung to her back, squeezing my eyes shut after I heard a few people honk their horns in appreciation of my lack of attire. When a car pulled up right next to us I glanced over while the lady driving rolled down the window. She shouted that we should be ashamed of ourselves. Rhonda called her a prude and told her to fuck off just before racing out onto the street and leaving her far behind.
Having Rhonda stick up for me like that made me feel protected and safe. Even though more car horns were honking around us, and everywhere I looked, people were staring at me. I knew I was safe as long as I was with Rhonda. She drove right passed the highway we used to get there. Instead she kept driving down that same surface street that was busy with cars, trucks and pedestrians. The longer I clung to Rhonda on that bike, the more I found myself enjoying being naked like that. My penis was completely erect and throbbing. I was hornier than I was earlier that day when Rhonda held my penis in her hand!
I felt so shameless and naughty! It was a feeling I never imagined I'd enjoy so much! The longer I rode with her, the more I wanted the drive to never end. Hearing horns honking, people yelling out things to me, people taking quick pictures or videos of me on their cell phones, all of it added to the erotic feeling knotted in my stomach. It was amazing!
Rhonda drove us at a very casual pace down busy streets. Whenever she wanted to grab someone's attention, she revved her engine and they always looked right at us! Lust filled eyes staring at me added to the erotic chills running through my body, coupled with the utter humiliation of so many strangers seeing my naked backside, I was a complete horny mess!
She eventually turned into a neighborhood and after weaving her way through several streets, she slowed down and pulled into a driveway. I had no idea where we were or who's house we stopped at. Leaning back, the sunshine on my naked front felt so wonderful. Looking around Rhonda, I saw a lady with a similar build to Rhonda's, who was dressed much like her, and sitting on a stool working on a motorcycle that was just as big as the one I straddled.
Rhonda began talking to the woman whose name was Brenda. After a short greeting, Brenda asked who I was. That's when I was told to go introduce myself. Looking all around, thankfully no one else seemed to be in their yards. I rose up and lifted my body over the bike. It wasn't until I stood on the cement of her driveway, with one hand covering my naked penis, that I looked up at Brenda. She had a huge smile on her face.
Rhonda leaned over and smacked my naked bottom with her open palm, she reminded me to use my "biker name". I was confused by what she meant and the look on my face showed her as much. She leaned over and in a soft tone, she whispered "Babycakes". I know I blushed, but I'd been blushing all day so that was nothing new. I tip-toes close to Brenda and held out my free hand as if to shake. She didn't lift her hand so I dropped my hand to my side. I told her my name was "Babycakes" and I lived next door to Rhonda.
Benda smiled and said, "It's nice to meet you Babycakes." She cracked up while saying my name out loud. She then told me to lift my arms up and spin around so she could get a good look at me. My back arched when I heard Rhonda to do as I was told. I slowly raised both hands until my entire body was left unobstructed. My pale, bald penis was stiff as a board. It was pointing straight up and drips of my excitement ran down its length.
Standing outside completely naked, in a stranger's driveway, in the middle of the day with the sun shining down on me proved to be exhilarating. I slowly turned around on my toes. Brenda whistled at me and called me closer. When I was close enough, she pulled me down so I was perched on her knee. I quickly learned Brenda smelled like cigarette smoke and motor oil.
I suddenly heard a door across the street open, which made me panic and jump. Brenda held me firmly on her knee. A man stepped outside, while getting his mail, he stared at us shaking his head. He went back inside looking completely disgusted.
Brenda told me not to worry about him. She said he was an old bastard who was never happy. While she spoke, Brenda laid her hand on my upper thigh. She asked what the two of us had been up to that day. When Rhonda didn't answer, I told Brenda we'd been out for a ride on her motorcycle. She asked if I had been enjoying myself. I told her I had. That's when she asked where my clothes were.
Rhonda spoke up then and explained how I'd been a tease running around my neighborhood in little short-shorts. She decided to take me for a proper ride on her bike to show me how a little tease like myself should be shown off. And she also wanted to stop off and introduce me to Brenda.
Brenda slid her hand further up my thigh until the side of her finger rested against my overly excited penis. Looking right into my eyes she grinned and then looked to Rhonda. She asked if I was going to be joining them on their ride that weekend. Rhonda rose up off of her bike, pulled me off of Brenda's lap and stood right behind me. With her big, strong hands on my naked hips, she told Brenda she planned on it. I turned my head and looked at her over my bare shoulder and asked, "Really?" She smiled and told me of course she was.
The two of them talked about their plans as if I weren't even there. I stood between them quietly and absent-mindedly tickled my penis. I listened to them chat and learned they planned a six-hour ride into the next state. They had a room with two beds reserved at a motel in a small town for one night. They planned on leaving Saturday morning and returning Sunday.
When I noticed Brenda watching me tickle my penis, I moved my hands away. She smiled and told me not to stop on her account. Rhonda licked my earlobe and told me to keep touching myself. I arched my back and leaned against Rhonda's sturdy body while I let the fingertips of both hands wander over my body. Having Brenda, this woman I'd just met, watch me touch myself, while I stood outside in the middle of the day was another major turn-on.
Rhonda asked Brenda what she thought I should wear on the ride? Brenda immediately said, sunscreen is the most I should wear for the entire weekend. Rhonda pushed her hips against me, then asked if I'd like to drive across the state and spend the entire weekend naked. My hips ground back against Rhonda and my fingers were struggling not to touch my penis. My mind ran wild with the idea of spending so much time with these two women and not wearing a thing the entire time.
Brenda pulled me back onto her lap and rested her hands inside my thighs with her thumbs framing my rigid penis. She said I didn't need to answer. Both of them knew how much I'd enjoy spending so much time with them, so far from home, without anything to wear for a whole weekend.
I was beyond horny. I was in the stratosphere. Rhonda knelt down in front of me so we were at eye level to each other. She spoke in a gentle voice, she told me to be careful with my answer. Because once I climbed onto her bike that Saturday morning, I was committed to remaining naked until we returned. She told me to imagine clinging to her back for six hours riding naked down highways. She wanted me to picture myself walking around a motel in my bare skin. She reminded me we'd have to stop for gas along with way. We'd need to go into restaurants and I'd inevitably need to use a restroom.
She promised she would protect me and not let anything happen to me, but I would experience a new level of shameless humiliation. She told me that once I said yes, I couldn't take it back. But she needed to hear me say the word.
I looked at her through hazy eyes and knew what I would say. I knew the experience would be horribly humiliating. But there was only one way I could answer that question. In a soft voice I whispered the word, 'yes'.
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When Brandon left for college, I'd never felt so alone, confused or out of place. He'd always looked out for me, being a 19-year-old guy who stands only 5'4" and weighing in at just over 110lbs, I needed his protection! We met during my junior year in high school, but got closer during our final year. Without him, my last two years of school would have been unbearable. Over time, I'd learned of ways to repay his kindness. I don't think anyone could have guessed what we did when we were alone, except for his dad.
Mr. Reynolds had caught us in a couple of awkward situations. He'd once walked into his living room while I knelt naked between his son's legs and was giving him my very best blowjob. Brandon was able to simply slip his erection back into his pants. I on the other hand, had to run across the room naked because Brandon had stripped me in his bedroom. That was the same day Mr. Reynolds learned I kept my body smooth, mostly because Brandon liked me that way. Even my small, pinkish erection is kept completely without hair. On another occasion, I happened to look up from Brandon's eyes while I practiced giving him a lap-dance to see Mr. Reynolds staring at me! The craziest thing was that Mr. Reynolds looked just as aroused as Brandon!
Three long lonely months passed slowly after he left. During that time, I found myself thinking more and more about Mr. Reynolds. To me completely honest, I was missing him just as much as I missed his son! It sounds terrible I know. But I couldn't help it.
I must've wandered by his home a dozen times before he finally noticed me. I was a little ways down the street when I heard him open his front door and call out, "Bailey". Hearing his deep voice call out my name sent a shiver up my spine. Biting my lower lip and spinning around, I waved and began to quickly walk back toward him. I watched his eyes wander up and down my body as I approached. Wearing a simple white t-shirt, light denim shorts, white tennis shoes and ankle socks, I hoped he liked how I looked.
He stood on the porch, leaning against a post with a big smile on his face. He was wearing a blue dress shirt with khaki's and brown dress shoes. The top few buttons of his shirt were undone exposing the white t-shirt wore beneath. Just like his son, Mr. Reynolds towered over me by almost a foot. He had broad shoulders, deep brown eyes and his dark brown hair had barely receded. When I got within a few steps of him, I said "Hi Mr. Reynolds. I haven't seen you in a while. How have you been?"
He smiled and allowed his eyes to wander back down to my shoes and all the way back up before he answered. "I've been good. I'm missing Brandon, but seeing you has completely cured me of that."
I smiled brightly and told him that I'd been missing his son too. We chatted for a little longer on his porch before he invited me inside so we could continue talking over a cool drink. All I could think about was him remembering the compromising positions he'd caught me in. I thought he was attracted to me, but I really hoped he liked me as much as I liked him. I knew, if he ever made a pass at me, I'd let him do whatever he wanted. With that thought in mind, I'm sure I blushed deeply when I accepted his invitation. He held the door open for me and as I passed through, he stepped right in behind me and I felt his hand on my lower back, gently guiding me into his living room. I swear I nearly squirted my juices right there!
Mr. Reynolds had be sit on his couch, the same couch where I'd done terribly naughty things with his son. Some of which he'd seen with his own eyes. He told me to get comfortable while he got drinks for us. I seriously considered stripping naked while he was gone. He returned carrying two glasses of soda. He handed me one of the glasses and asked "Diet, right?" I giggled and said, "You remembered." While he sat down with his own drink, he smiled and told me that I didn't need diet, I looked just perfect the way I was.
Once we were sitting side-by-side, smell of his cologne filled my nostrils, it was intoxicating. It was a woodsy, musky smell that was perfectly masculine and fit him perfectly. I'd always found his 5 o'clock shadow to be extremely sexy. Sitting there beside him on the couch, I wondered what it would feel like for him to kiss me. I felt my face heat up and the thought and immediately tried to focus on anything else. I sipped on my drink and smiled at him.
There was something about the way he looked into my eyes that made me feel very vulnerable. It was like he knew what I was thinking, like he knew all my secrets. I had the hardest time looking up at him. My eyes kept drifting back down to the drink in my hands. After I'd done that a few times, he gently reached over and set two fingers under my chin to coax me to look at him. I slowly looked up to see him smiling warmly. He told me I didn't need to be nervous. He went on to tell me that he hoped I would be just as comfortable in his home as I was when Brandon was still there. I smiled and told him thank you.
At those words, Mr. Reynolds' eyes opened wide. While he stood up, he explained that while he was cleaning up Brandon's room, he found a backpack that was mine. I cringed, Brandon had told me he'd get rid of it before he left! I knew what was in that backpack and there was no way he could have known it was mine without looking. Oh Gawd! I wanted to disappear! I almost stood up and raced out of the house, but for some reason, I stayed right where I was. Squirming on the sofa, blushing like crazy and waiting for him to return.
He came back into the room carrying my red backpack as if it were the most precious thing in the world. Seeing it in his hands had my heart racing. He sat down beside me, closer than he had before. My left leg was touching his right. He held the backpack on his lap and didn't say a word for what seemed like eternity.
I couldn't help but stare at the backpack until I felt his fingers under my chin again. Slowly looking up into his warm brown eyes, I know I was blushing like crazy. In almost a whisper he said, "I wasn't sure this bag was yours" he paused while holding my gaze, "until I opened it." I heard myself whimper before I even realized I was making a sound.
The sound of the zipper brought my attention back to the bag. I tried to say something, but all I could do was mumble a little. Biting my lower lip as he held the bag closed but finished unzipping it all the way. I looked up into his eyes, panicking hoping he'd just zip it back up. But, while still looking at me, he spread the flap of the backpack all the way open. I almost cried I was so embarrassed, and worried, and I don't know! I was freaking out!
He looked down into the bag and told me he was serious about me feeling comfortable in his house even though Brandon was no longer there. He reached in with his hand and pulled out a pair of pink booty shorts that were obviously made for girls. Holding them up as if he were examining them, then laying them neatly on the coffee table in front of us. "Very cute." Were the only two words he spoke before his hand slipped back into the bag.
This time he withdrew a small stack of panties in a variety of colors. He set the stack on his knee and carefully picked up each pair, looking at each of them before laying them out on display on the coffee table. When all six pair were laid out, he pointed to a soft yellow and white plaid pair with lace around the legs and waist and told me those were his favorites. He then asked which ones were my favorites. I raised my hand and pointed to a pink pair of bikini panties. Even while I was doing it, I couldn't believe I was telling this grown man which panties I liked to wear the most!
I'd never felt so embarrassed before! And I'd been in embarrassing situations before! This was almost too much. But for whatever reason, my little weenie was throbbing like crazy! And thinking back on it now, I'll bet Mr. Reynolds knew exactly what that situation was doing to me.
His hand reaching back into the backpack, he came out with one of the items I'd been dreading most, a shiny metal butt plug with a pink jewel embedded on the base. He held it by its base with three fingers, the plug part was pointing straight up. He slowly moved that hand so it was right between our faces. With a teasing look in his eyes, he whispered, "This is a very lucky piece of steel."
I gasped and felt my little weenie ooze its pre juices. I could feel his warm breath on my face, the plug that had spent so much time in my bottom was a few inches from my nose, and the things he said were driving me crazy. Somewhere along the lines, I'd gone from being insanely embarrassed to being incredibly horny. Or maybe I'd been like that all along. The sexual tension in the room was making it difficult for me to pay attention.
With the plug still between us, he whispered softly. "There is just one thing left in the backpack. Do you remember what it is?" I bit my lip hard and slowly nodded my head.
He gently set the butt plug down on the yellow panties which were his favorites. His hand then returned to the backpack and he slowly pulled out an envelope of pictures from a local drug store. He set the envelope down on my favorite pink bikini panties next to the yellow panties and butt plug. He slowly zipped up the pockets on the backpack and set it on the floor.
For whatever reason I couldn't make myself move. I could have grabbed that envelope and ran, but I knew he'd already seen everything in there. If I were going to run, I should have done it when he first came out with the backpack! I guess deep down inside me, I wanted to stay. I wanted Mr. Reynolds to know everything. He'd seen me naked before, now he knew some of my deeper secrets.
He turned a little and looked at me. No, he looked through me. "Bailey, I want you to know. That I'll never tell anyone about any of this. I hope you know that. I've never mentioned the 'conditions' I've seen you in to anyone else. And I promise I won't start now."
I whimpered softly, "Thank you." Biting my lip hard and struggling to look at him.
What happened next still confuses me. I'm not sure who leaned in, or if we both did. But the next thing I knew, my head was tilted to the side and Mr. Reynolds was kissing me. I'm not talking about a good-night bunny-kiss. I'm talking about a full on, kiss! Tongues dancing together, his hand behind my neck, pulling me in close KISS!! Without a doubt, it was the most erotic, passionate kiss of my life.
Eventually the kiss broke and it left me gasping. He leaned in until his lips were close to my ear and whispered, "I've wanted to do that for an awfully long time." All I could do was whimper stupidly, "Me too."
He sat back up and took the envelope of pictures in his hand, flipping it open and pulling out the stack of printed pictures without looking down at them. Then asked how embarrassed I was to have the images printed in a store. I ignored his question, leaned in and tried to kiss him again. But he avoided my lips. I tried to tell him we didn't need to look at the pictures. But he would have none of it. And I sat back and pouted a little which only seemed to make him happier.
He looked down at the first picture. It showed me posing inside a dressing room in a department store at the mall. I was wearing a slightly see thru pink nightie and nothing else. "So tell me Bailey, does your, um, penis, always get hard when you are dressed like that? Or is it erect because you were almost naked in changing room?" He was definitely trying to embarrass me now. And at that point, what more could I be embarrassed about? He'd already seen the picture and my little weenie. I pulled myself together and managed to whisper "Both, I guess."
He seemed happy with that and set the picture on my lap. I left it face up, what reason did I have to try and hide it now? He picked up the next one and we both looked at it, I remembered the day clearly. Brandon's car had broken down and we had borrowed Mr. Reynolds' Chrysler so we could go to the movies. On the way, I slowly undressed before we were even out of the neighborhood. I scooted down in the seat, not wearing a thing while he drove us to the matinee in the middle of the day. Brandon parked behind the theater, got his phone out and ran around to my side of the car. After opening my door, he snapped a few pictures of me while I rubbed myself and fingered my bottom. That was the picture Mr. Reynolds was looking at now. He held the picture in one hand and slowly ran the index finger of his other hand over my body in the photograph. He didn't say a word while he set that picture on top of the previous one in my lap.
The next picture was taken at my house. My face wasn't even visible, but I'm sure Mr. Reynolds knew it was me. I was naked and bent over the dining room table. On my butt cheeks were the bright red imprints of hands. The day that picture was taken was one of the many days I unsuccessfully tried to give my virginity to Brandon. On that particular day, I thought we should try it in my mother's bed. He went slowly that day, but with only the head of his cock in my bottom, I screamed out in pain and begged him to pull out. Brandon was very understanding. But he thought I deserved a firm spanking for the failed attempt.
All Mr. Reynolds said was, "Naughty girl." Perhaps I didn't take it right, but I'm sure he emphasized the word 'girl' for my benefit. Brandon used to call me his girl when we were alone. And most times my mother didn't bother correcting someone if they mistook me for a girl. So I was used to it. Honestly I took it as a compliment.
I really didn't know what to say while he silently held the picture. The last thing I wanted him to know was how much I enjoyed a firm spanking from time to time. So I kept my mouth shut until he set that third picture on my lap. I asked him if we could please stop looking at pictures. He picked up the stack and thumbed through them, telling me just a few more.
After choosing two of them and holding them face down, he slipped the rest of them back into the envelope. He flipped the first picture over and my mouth fell open. In the picture, I stood naked in my living room except for a pair of panties around one ankle. I was looking particularly desperate while posing for the camera. Just around the corner, not more than 10 feet from where I stood, my mother sat with her back toward me at the kitchen table reading.
"You naughty, naughty girl. What would you have done if your mother would've seen you?" There was a sparkle in his eye. He was loving this. He must've known how much it embarrassed me to look at that picture with him. Brandon had dared me to do that. He'd teased me most of the day just so I would.
The smile from Mr. Reynolds' face faded. He looked at me more sternly then he had since I'd arrived. "I asked you a question young lady. What would you have done if your mother would've turned her head and seen you so excited in the middle of the living room?"
I suppose I should explain a little about my mother. She has always been pretty overprotective of me. She insists on knowing where I am, when I'll be back, who I'll be with, and what we'll be doing. Even during my senior year, she walked with me through my school hallways dozens of times, always holding my hand to meet with teachers who she believed weren't treating me fairly. She still insisted on remaining in the doctor's office during my annual physicals. She was a little shocked to see me without any body hair during that last visit. She still took me shopping for clothes and made me model them all for her. And being the size that I was, I would only fit in boy's sizes. I finally had to stand up for myself, which I hate to do, to get her to let me try on unisex clothes or even girls pants. They at least fit me! One more thing, my mother stands a few inches taller than me and outweighs me by about 75 pounds. When she gets upset, she tends to frighten me, but deep down I know she loves me very much.
To answer Mr. Reynolds question, I bit my lip again and whispered, "I don't know what I would have done if she would have seen me. I guess I didn't think about that."
"My point exactly. If you are going to run around naked, you have to be careful where you do it. The last thing I want is for you to get into serious trouble. Now if your mother had seen you, I'm sure she would have punished you and you would have deserved it. But that wouldn't be the kind of trouble I'm talking about. Indecent Exposure can land you in jail! I can't imagine the things that could happen to you in a place like that." He paused to let that sink in. I hadn't really spent much time thinking about the consequences. It was always fun to do and it made me feel really naughty. I knew it was dangerous, but I didn't realize how dangerous.
He went on to explain, "All that I'm trying to tell you is that you need to find a place where you can expose your cute little self without getting arrested. Do you understand?"
I looked up into his eyes and squeaked, "Yes, I understand. But, um, do you know where I could do it safely?" I lowered my chin a little and batted my eyelashes, while still looking up to see his reaction.
His eyes seemed to sparkle again, he reached over and laid his hand on my thigh, "Bailey, Sweetie, if you ever feel the need to take your clothes off, you can always do it here. It should be pretty obvious that I enjoy seeing you naked. And if you ever want to do it in a more public setting, I'm sure I could think of a safe place." He then reached into his pocket, pulled out a key and told me I was always welcome in his home. Holding my hands in his, he laid the key in my palm.
I arched my back and leaned in to kiss him again. Our lips met, and the kiss was just as powerful as our first kiss, maybe even more. It made me dizzy and I felt a little light headed. Brandon was a good kisser, but Mr. Reynolds was in a whole different league. I could have kissed him all day long. But it ended all too soon.
"We still have one picture left." He stated with a little excitement in his voice. Again, he waited while I anxiously sat beside him. He sat there for what seemed like forever without turning the picture over. I finally asked him if he was going to do it or not. Something about having Mr. Reynolds see all these things and know all of these secrets about me just made me feel free. Even more so than I felt with his son.
He turned the picture over and it showed me in my pink thong, I had been kneeling just in front of where Mr. Reynolds was now sitting. Brandon's legs were on either side of me. I was happily looking up into the camera with my mouth opened wide. On my outstretched tongue, was a large glob of creamy cum.
Mr. Reynolds didn't speak for a time. We both looked at the picture and up at each other several times, until I finally broke out in the giggles. He waited until I calmed down and then said, "I'm betting you didn't get a spanking on that day." That made me giggle all the more. It was so uncomfortable and tense and strange to have all this laid out in front of us. What else could I do but giggle?
He didn't wait for me to calm down that time. He scooped up all the pictures and tossed them onto the table. Taking me into his arms, he kissed me again. One of his hands holding the back of my neck, the other wandering up and down my body. I looped my arms up and around his neck. My head tilted to the side, breathing heavily and moaning softly into his mouth. We kissed and squirmed together for quite a while until he took one of my legs in his hands and slowly raised it onto his lap. He untied my shoe and slipped it off with my sock, setting them both down on the cushion beside him. My other leg went to his lap next, my shoe and sock were soon resting by their pairs beside him. Slipped his hands under my arms and scooted me onto his lap. Facing away from him, I turned my head so we could keep kissing, but he had other ideas.



Ever so gently, he began to lift my t-shirt, I sat up straight and raised my arms. Once my shirt was off, he laid it on top of my shoes and socks. I knew what was coming next so I stood up in front of him. His hands moved to my hips and slowly guided me to turn and face him. I looked down at him. I couldn't believe this was actually happening. Here was a man more than twice my age, at least twenty years my senior. The father of my boyfriend who was away at college. The man I'd fantasized about making love to for such a long time. My legs felt weak and my stomach was doing somersaults.
When his finger slipped under my shorts behind the button I gasped out loud. He undid the button and slowly unzipped them. When the zipper was all the way down, he spread them open to find I wasn't wearing anything under them. He made a tsk-tsk-tsk sound. When he wiggled the shorts over my hips and down my legs, my little bald weenie stood right before him. Looking down, the pink head was glistening with my juices and there was a wet spot plainly visible on the inside of my shorts. He held one of my hands in his while I stepped out of my shorts.
My whole body shivered as I stepped out of that last piece of clothing. I'd dreamed of Mr. Reynolds seducing me for so long, and it seemed like it was finally going to happen. Just standing there in front of him completely naked, utterly exposed was so exhilarating. My hairless penis was stiff as a board and pointing straight up at the ceiling. The pink head was glistening with my excitement. And Mr. Reynolds was looking right at it!
I stood there while he turned my shorts inside out and looked closely at the moist spot I'd left in them. "Well, we can't very well let you put these back on." Standing up, he grabbed all my clothes, took my hand and led me into the laundry room. He had me hold my clothes while he turned on the washer and added detergent. When the washer was about half full of bubbly water, Mr. Reynolds took my shoes from the top of the pile and set them on the top shelf above the dryer, well out of my reach.
After removing my keys and phone from the pocket on my shorts, he put them on that high shelf with my shoes. He then took every single piece of clothing I'd been wearing and held them just above the bubbly, churning water of the washer, he asked me a simple question. "What time is your mom expecting you home?" I looked up into his eyes. Hearing him mention my mom in this very sexual situation was so naughty. An image of her face flashed in my mind and I squirmed imagining what she'd do to me if she saw me now. Once he dropped those clothes, I'd be here naked or in my bootie shorts or panties until they'd gone through the wash cycle and the dryer. I'd guess that would take at least an hour, maybe an hour and a half! I looked around the room for a clock and didn't see one. I was just about to go into the kitchen and look at the microwave when he dropped my clothes in the water and closed the lid of the washer. A shiver shot up my spine and radiated out to every other cell in my body. I was trapped naked in the home of a grown man and I'd never been more excited!
He took my hand again and led me through the kitchen. I scanned the room nervously for a clock and found I had less than 30 minutes before I was expected home. There was no way my clothes would be dry by then. I was freaking out and told Mr. Reynolds that I was going to be in big trouble if I wasn't home on time. He knew my mother and understood how much she worried and cared about me. She was having an extremely difficult time accepting that her son was 19 and a graduate from high school. He knew how strict she was. So I was a little shocked when he told me it would be okay. He took my hand again and guided me into the dining room. Pulling the chair out at the head of the table, he helped me to sit on the edge of the table and then sat in the chair and scooted in between my spread legs.
He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and handed it to me. With a chuckle he told me I'd better call her and let her know where I was and what I was up to. Talk about awkward! There I sat dialing my mom while Mr. Reynolds leaned in and began blowing his warm breath on my already tingling weenie. When I moved the phone to my ear, he moved in even closer and his warm breath felt heavenly on my most private places. He kept teasing me with his breath until he heard my mom answer. She picked up on the forth ring. Just after I'd told her hello, Mr. Reynolds leaned in and kissed the squishy pink head of my penis.
A strange noise slipped through my lips when he made contact. It was a very high pitched squeaky chirp. Muscles all over my body began to twitch and spasm. I gasped for air and nearly dropped the phone. Quicker than I thought possible, Mr. Reynolds' hands shot upward. His right thumb and forefinger firmly pinched the head of my weenie. His left middle finger firmly pressed in on the shaft lower where it met my body. I wanted to cum, my body wanted to cum, but he had stopped it just before it happened. It didn't necessarily hurt, but it didn't feel good either.
I don't know what kind of sounds I was making into the phone at that point, but my mom was sounding very concerned. I did my best to pull myself together. I told her I had stubbed my toe and that I was fine. After I convinced her I wasn't hurt or in danger, I told her I was at Mr. Reynolds home and it was his phone I was using because my battery had died. When she asked what I was doing there, I told her I had been walking by when we saw each other and started to talk. All of that was mostly the truth, except for the stubbing my toe part. But now I needed to start making something up.
While my mind ran wild looking for a reason to be late, Mr. Reynolds began pinching the head of my weenie a little harder, then easing up, then pinching harder again. The middle finger of his other hand began to slowly move farther beneath me until it was almost touching my little wrinkled hole.
Mr. Reynolds leaned into my free ear and whispered, "Let me talk to her."
I cringed at the idea. Talking to her in this condition was hard enough for me to do. I could only imagine the things he could tell her! But when I couldn't think of a reason to be late, and it was getting really hard to stall her anymore, I told my mom that he wanted to talk to her. When I went to hand him the phone, he kind of shrugged his shoulders, letting me know I needed to hold the phone to his ear.
After a cordial greeting, Mr. Reynolds confirmed what I'd already told her. He then went on to tell her he'd like me to stay for dinner. They chatted back and forth for a while. During the conversation, that middle finger of his was gently pressing against my little hole. His other hand was still pinching the head of my weenie. He was pinching it hard enough now that it hurt, but not in a bad way. It was just enough to make me flinch every time he did it. I was leaning back on my hands, my feet were dangling on either side of him. I could still feel his warm breath on my privates. He was looking up into my eyes and talking to my mom. The whole situation was crazy. And I had never, ever been so horny before.
After what seemed like way too long of a conversation, Mr. Reynolds promised my mom he'd have me home by 9:00pm. I heard her say something about 'me having a role-model', but I didn't really catch it. I was obviously preoccupied. Mr. Reynolds promised to look after me and be sure I behaved myself. When I heard them both say good-bye, I hung up the phone and looked down at him.
I was in the process of asking him what she had said when he lowered his head and engulfed my entire weenie in his warm loving mouth. At the same moment his lips wrapped around me, the finger between my cheeks poked inside a little bit. I squealed loudly. It felt so good. My legs spread even wider and I leaned back on my elbows on his dining room table.
His tongue caressed me, he sucked so hard, and his finger pressing farther in my bottom was too much to handle. My back arched so deeply and I began gasping for air. My limbs turned to jelly and I felt like I might faint. Just when I was about to squirt my juices, he pulled off. His hands shot back to my weenie and applied pressure in those magic places to keep me from cumming. I wiggled and thrashed around on the table, trying to push his hands away so I could have the orgasm I needed so badly. But Mr. Reynolds was far too strong, it was like trying to push a wall! He was going to do whatever he wanted, and I couldn't stop him. But that thought didn't frighten me in the least, deep down in my heart, I knew he'd never harm me.
When the feeling had passed and my body calmed down, Mr. Reynolds slowly removed his fingers. As he did, I looked down just in time to a little stream of crystal clear liquid drizzled from my desperate weenie. It wasn't an orgasm, it didn't feel like an orgasm, it was like all the precum oozed out at once instead of slowly over time. I was still hornier than I'd ever been. After being teased to the verge of orgasm twice, my level of arousal had skyrocketed.
Brandon had a way of talking me into doing things, things I wasn't excited about doing. Things like exposing my body in places I shouldn't and telling him my deepest fantasies. But his dad, Mr. Reynolds could have told me to do anything at that point and I would have. I was writhing on the table in front of him. When I moved to touch myself, he slapped my hand. He stood up and looked down upon me. I tried to explain how horny I was, how badly I needed to cum. He stood there looking down on me smiling. He told me he understood but that it wasn't time yet.
I looked up at him from the table and asked if he was going to make love to me. He smiled warmly and told me perhaps he would. He then asked how many different men I'd been with. While trying to look as sexy as I could, I told him I'd only been with Brandon. And that was only twice. I explained that we tried dozens of times before he actually got it in me. It's not that I didn't want to do it, it just hurt really bad! The little butt-plug helped, but it was always painful when Brandon first penetrated my body. Mr. Reynolds informed me that when he did make love to me, there would be no pain involved. He would take his time and ensure I felt only pleasure the first time he penetrated me. I shivered at the thought and struggled to tear my eyes away from the huge bulge in his pants.
Mr. Reynolds rose to his feet and looked down upon my body. I lay on his dining room table, not wearing a single thread of clothing, my bald penis was throbbing wildly, aching for attention. I spread my legs wider, wide enough that he could easily stand between them, I wanted it to look like an invitation. My bare feet rested on the edge of the table. I bit my lower lip while thrusting my hips up and down rhythmically. I laid my arms above my head and stretched out on his dining room table looking as sexy as I could.
He picked up his phone from where I'd set it on the table. He then said we should start making our own collection of pictures. And me laying on the table would be the perfect one to begin with. He snapped off several pictures while I squirmed around and humped the air. After posing and performing in front of the camera for Brandon so often, I'd become extremely comfortable having my picture taken in compromising situations. To be perfectly honest, I loved posing naughtily while having pictures taken!
After snapping off several dozen pictures from different angles, Mr. Reynolds informed me that I was one hell of a cock-tease. I frowned a pouty frown and told him I'd never left a hard-on unattended and I didn't plan on starting now! Sitting up and scooting forward until I slid off the table on my bare feet. I approached Mr. Reynolds and without breaking eye contact, I laid my right hand over the throbbing bulge in his khaki's. It was much thicker than his son's and I had to be equally as long. In my very best, high-pitched, innocent voice I said, "Oh my goodness! Did I do this?" with every word I spoke, I gently squeezed the thick, hard shaft under my hand.
In a deep, almost growl, he told me he now understood why I was punished. Wrapping his arms around my waist and lifting me off my feet, he kissed me while I threw my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist. His rock-hard cock was pressed against my much smaller penis. He began to quickly walk through the house, I didn't care where he took me at that point. I squirmed in his arms while we kissed with a passion I had never experienced before. It was a wet, loud kiss that didn't stop until he laid me on his bed.
When he stood up and began unbuttoning his shirt, I slid off the bed onto my knees. Reaching up, I began to undo his belt and khaki's. Looking up into his eyes, I pulled down the zipper and opened his pants. Reaching inside, I wrapped my hand around his thick, hard cock. He reached down and helped to lower his pants. Not a word was spoken as I knelt there holding his cock in my hands. He had a musky masculine smell about him and I had a difficult time tearing my eyes away from his cock. As I'd guessed, it was thicker and longer than his son's. His balls were also much larger and hung so low. His body was covered in hair, but not so much that it was gross. It was the perfect amount.
Leaning in, I parted my lips and stretched them around the head of his cock. He was already leaking precum and that manly taste stuck to every one of my taste-buds. I licked and sucked the head of his cock, I made love to it with my mouth. He laid his hands on my head while moving so he could sit on the bed. I found myself kneeling comfortably between his legs. Both my hands were wrapped around the shaft of his cock and I held the head in my mouth. I stroked up and down his throbbing shaft while sucking, licking and kissing the head.
Mr. Reynolds was leaning back on his hands, looking down on me while I gave him my best handjob/blowjob combo. After a deep moan, he told me he'd dreamed of this happening for quite a while. He told me he once came home early during my last days of school and saw Brandon swimming laps in the pool while I laid out tanning my body on lounge chair. He remembered I was wearing the little yellow panties he liked so much and the sun was glistening off my heavily oiled body. He told me he'd never been jealous of his son until that day. He told me he'd never seen anything more desirable than me that day. He confessed that he had gone to his room that day and jacked off while fantasizing about fucking me.
I pulled my lips off of his cock with an audible 'pop'. While still stroking his cock with my hands, I licked my lips. In my sexiest voice, I told him he didn't need to fantasize anymore. With a coy look on my face, I then asked him if he wanted to fuck me. He smiled and said I was going to be handful.
While helping me up on the bed, he told me he didn't want to rush. He said he did want to fuck me, but not that day. One day soon, he was going to take his time to prepare me. And once I was ready, he was going to fuck me long and hard in every position imaginable. He was going to show me what it feels like to be made love to by a man.
I whimpered softly while he lifted me up as if I didn't weigh a thing and put us in a 69 position with me on top. While I wrapped my lips around his cock once again, he took my penis between his fingers and slowly stroked its modest length. He said that today he was too excited. He wanted our first lovemaking session to last for hours. And there was no way he could last that long today.
He then took my penis into his mouth and gave me a very sensual blowjob. His fingers drifted up and spread my cheeks wide. He tapped on my wrinkled hole with one finger. After moistening that finger, he then pressed it just inside my body. My back arched deeply and I whimpered with his cock still in my mouth. We were in no rush, but we were both extremely horny. The sexual tension between us could be cut with a knife. Whatever he was doing to my penis was too much for me to handle. And all too soon, I felt myself getting extremely close to squirting. I popped my mouth off of his cock and tried to tell him I was going to cum. He only wrapped his strong arms around my waist and kept my penis lodged in his loving mouth.
When my orgasm began, I knew it was going to be memorable. My balls pulled up tight and goosebumps rose all over my body in waves. My mind got a little fuzzy and then every muscle in my body went completely taut. I think I screamed, yelled or moaned, I'm not sure. But I remember feeling his still hard cock resting against my cheek with my nose buried in his pubic hair. My body spasmed and twitched while I squirted glob after glob of my creamy love into Mr. Reynolds mouth. I was breathing so deeply, gasping for breaths really. It must've taken me several minutes to fully recover from that most powerful orgasm.
Even when I rose up and took his cock as deeply into my mouth as I could, I was still seeing stars. One second I was on cloud nine, the next second, the post-orgasm blues took over my mind and I felt embarrassed and guilty for all that I'd done that day. But I somehow muscled through those feelings until they passed. Mr. Reynolds kept rubbing and fingering my little wrinkled hole while leaving my penis along, knowing how sensitive it would be so soon after cumming so hard.
I concentrated on giving Mr. Reynolds the blowjob he'd fantasized about getting from me. It took longer than I expected and when I saw his big balls pull up toward his body, my jaw was aching. Knowing he was so close to cumming, I got a second wind. I sucked his cock and jacked him off with a renewed sense of lust.
In between moans, Mr. Reynolds asked if I was ready. I didn't answer. I kept going, not wanting to break my stride. His meaty cock swelled in my hands and mouth and his balls pulled up even farther. With a deep moan, his fat cock erupted in my mouth. A massive amount of cum filled my mouth and I swallowed as quickly as I could. I'd barely gotten it down before my mouth was filled once again. The third load was smaller and easier to handle and the last few were just drops. I kept him in my mouth until I was sure he'd finished and I'd swallowed every drop.
When my lips 'popped' off of his cock, I couldn't stop myself from giggling. I don't know why I giggled. The situation wasn't funny. But it had felt so good. It was as if we were meant to be together, like we'd been waiting a long time to be together. No matter the reason for my case of the giggles, Mr. Reynolds soon had me flipped around and was holding me in his arms while we kissed. My penis was soon throbbing against his leg.
Mr. Reynolds excused himself to use the restroom. When he returned, he began getting dressed. I sat on the bed with my legs crossed and pouted. I whined that I thought we were going to do that again. He reminded me that he was quite a bit older than I and that he needed time to rest between orgasms. Laying back on the bed, I reached down and began to tickle my penis.
When Mr. Reynolds was once again dressed, he picked up his phone and began snapping more pictures. I squirmed around on the bed while playing with myself. My photographer asked me to get on my knees, face down, ass up! While snapping more pictures, he told me that this is how he wanted to fuck me. He explained that he could hold onto my hips and really fuck me deep and hard in that position.
Hearing him talk about how he was going to fuck me got into my head. With one arm stretched out above my head, the other was between my spread thighs stroking my penis. With my knees spread so far apart, my butt wasn't very high, but it was spread for him. He kept taking pictures, lots and lots of pictures. As I neared orgasm, Mr. Reynolds said we should consider posting some of my pictures online!



Like father, like son. Brandon had once blurred out my face on a picture of me standing naked in park at night. He posted that picture on gay, dating website. He had used an anonymous email account for that site. The messages that poured in from that single picture were shocking! There were so many of them! All from guys and men explaining in great detail all the nasty things they'd love to do to me! It was honestly a huge boost to my self-esteem.
I shared that story with Mr. Reynolds while he continued to take pictures of me. When I'd finished, he suggested we post a few more pictures to that account. But this time he said we'd show my face. I whimpered softly and told him Brandon and I had talked about that. I told him I really wanted to, but I was scared at the same time. Someone I knew could see it! Eventually Brandon and I decided the blurred picture was safest.
I moaned softly and my back arched deeply. I was about to roll onto my back when Mr. Reynolds sat beside my knees on the bed. He reached between my legs and took hold of my stiff penis. He slowly and gently pulled it back between my legs. When it was pointed directly away from my head, he used his other hand to slowly and gently stroke it up and down. I'd never had my penis in that position before. It pulled on strange muscles in my stomach and forced me to arch my back deeper than ever before. The longer he kept it in that odd position, the better it felt. It was like a special way to pleasure a feminine guy like me!
Mr. Reynolds could tell I was quickly approaching a second orgasm. He never slowed his gentle stroking, nor did he speed up. He kept a steady pace. Those same goosebumps rose up over my body in waves. My little wrinkled hole tingled and flexed. And a moan from deep inside my body echoed in the room. I clawed at the bedcoverings and felt my toes curl up tight. From that odd position, with my penis pulled all the way back, I couldn't squirt like I normally did. It oozed out of me in a big glob. He kept me in that position until the waves of pleasure had passed. Only then did he allow my penis to return to its normal position.
I rolled onto my back, completely exhausted after that second orgasm. After kissing me, he raised his cupped hand and showed me he'd caught my cum. He raised it to my lips and slowly poured the cum that had just left my penis, into my mouth. Before swallowing, I opened my mouth and showed it to him. Closing my lips, I then swallowed and opened my mouth wide again.
Mr. Reynolds kissed my lips and told me he was going to love the time we spent together. I felt extremely sexy laying in bed naked, while he was fully dressed. I whispered that I was going to love our time together too. Lifting my head up off the mattress and just as our lips touched, the buzzer went off on the washing machine.
We both smiled and understood we'd have to get up. So together, we rose up off the bed and walked hand in hand to the laundry room. I stood by while he lifted the lid to the washer. He paused while looking down at my clothes which were spun against the side of the drum. With a smile, he transferred my clothes to the dryer. While closing the door and setting the machine, he informed me that even when my clothes were dry, he wasn't going to let me get dressed until just before 9:00. He wanted me to remain naked for as long as possible.
We spent the rest of the evening on the couch. We ordered pizza, looked through the rest of the pictures from that backpack and talked about anything that came to mind. The last thing we did before I was given my clothes was post one picture he'd taken on that gay dating site. The picture we decided upon was of me on the dining room table. I was on my back, knees bent, obviously very aroused and looking right into the camera. Mr. Reynolds loved the idea of posting a picture that showed my face online. He knew the odds of anyone I knew seeing it were extremely remote and he told me so. I was very nervous about it. But I'd dreamed of posting something like that since Brandon and I posted that first picture.
He sent me home without making me cum again. Even though I was more than ready for my next orgasm, he told me he didn't want to spoil me on our first date! I walked home that evening completely infatuated with Mr. Reynolds. His smell lingered in my nose, his taste remained on my tongue and his image wouldn't leave my mind.
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Mrs. Riley and I had spoken a few times since our first encounter. During those brief conversations in passing, we arranged to meet at my apartment on the following Friday. It would be the first day our schedules allowed since 'Cherry Pie Day', as we'd come to call it. Each of our conversations was ended with a kiss. My arms would naturally move to circle her neck while hers would pull me in snuggly around my waist. The more often she hugged and kissed me, the more I wanted to be pulled in close to her. She was so soft and I smushed into her body so lovingly. It's impossible to explain how comfy and safe feeling it was in her arms.
When Friday finally arrived, I was in the kitchen putting the finishing touches on special cake I planned to feed to her later that night. I called it a Chocolate Explosion Cake. She had told me once she couldn't resist chocolate. So I was going to make the chocolatiest cake ever. Three layers of German chocolate cake, each layer bathed in a dark chocolate liqueur, the individual layers were each frosted with a heavy chocolate buttercream and then the assembled cake is heavily frosted in the same heavy chocolate buttercream. The frosting alone had well over two pounds of butter and more than 10 cups of powdered sugar. It was an extremely rich and chocolatey cake.
It had been a rather hot day, and any time I used my oven, my apartment shot up a few degrees. So, I was naked under my apron. My basic white apron looped up around my neck, tied behind my waist and covered me to my knees. Most of my chest was also covered by the bib, but my arms, back, a slit of my bottom and from my knees down were all exposed.
I had the radio on, like I usually did when I baked, and was dancing along with whatever was playing. I had no idea Mrs. Riley was even in my apartment until I spun around while 'singing' into a spatula. She had snuck into my apartment using the key I slipped under her door after our first encounter.
My eyes popped wide open when I saw her standing there watching me. She looked beautiful in that flower printed blouse and black slacks. I stopped dead in my tracks and blushed like crazy. She was smiling widely and began clapping her hands, encouraging me to keep dancing. Blushing and feeling a little foolish, I kept on dancing and singing for her while I finished the cake I'd prepared. I kept my dancing simple, just moving with the beat of the song. Then, my all-time favorite song came on and I couldn't stop my hips from swinging from side to side and losing myself in the music. Mrs. Riley sat down at my dinner table and began chanting 'Take it off! Take it off!' Reaching back, I slowly undid the bow on my apron. I left it hanging around my neck for a while, kept on dancing, and began to apply a thick second layer of icing on the cake.
Having her watching me had really turned me on. And the more turned on I became, the harder I ground and wiggled my hips. After I'd finished the second layer of icing, I spun around to face her, and slowly pulled the apron up over my head but kept it covering my body. Looking right into her eyes, I dropped the apron and I danced for her. I danced the naughtiest dance I could. My hips ground around, my back arched deeply and wiggling my bottom around like crazy. I gave any dancing girl on the internet a run for her money. Mrs. Riley watched my every move. I don't think she was expecting me to perform for her like I did, but it felt so good to do it.
I took a new package of chocolate chips and began pressing them into the sides of the cake until it was nearly covered in those little chips. While still swinging my hips and dancing along with the music, I unwrapped a half a dozen different candy bars and dumped them in the food processor. After chopping them down to size, I sprinkled the mixture over the top of the cake and gently pressed it into the frosting.
I danced over to Mrs. Riley, stood right in front of her and danced my very best. Wiggling my hard penis and bottom around. When she told me I was a tease, I raised my arms over my head while facing her, moved to straddle her left thigh and sat down on. I wiggled and humped myself against her thigh. She laid her warm, soft hands on my hips and pressed me down even harder against her leg. I barely summoned the willpower to get away from her without squirting all over her slacks!
Rising up off of her thigh, my penis was oozing its excitement while I danced back to the counter. I carefully picked up the cake and a single fork. Still dancing, I made my way back toward her. Slipping between Mrs. Riley and the table, I scooted myself up on the table and wiggled back until the edge of the table was at the bend in my knees. Spreading my legs as far as I could, I set the cake down between them.
Mrs. Riley's eyes wandered from my eyes to the cake, to the fork in my hand and back to my face. I didn't plan it, but my penis was nudging against the cake that sat between my naked legs. And she didn't miss that fact before telling me, "Sweetie, the cake looks delicious and so do you. But there is no way I can eat that whole cake, so don't even think about it."
I dipped the fork into the center of the cake and pulled out a large bite. "Who said anything about eating the whole cake? Just a snack, a little something to tide you over until dinner." I moved the chocolate covered fork to her parted lips and fed her the first bite. It was easy to tell that she liked the cake by the expression on her face and the sounds she was making.
After swallowing it, and telling me how sinful it was, "If you somehow get me to eat this entire cake, I'm going to drag your skinny little butt to my Weight Watchers meeting so you can explain to them why I've gained so much weight."
I whimpered and felt my penis throb. Biting my lower lip I squeaked, "That seems fair."
"You are a naughty one aren't you? Maybe I'll take you to that meeting dressed just as you are. I'm sure all of those full-figured women would love to have you prancing around passing out cupcakes in your birthday suit."
Biting my lower lip, I couldn't stop my hips from pushing my penis further into the cake as I whispered, "Well I do make a pretty good cupcake." The idea she had put into my head was by far the most erotic and arousing thing I could imagine. My penis was throbbing wildly and leaking like a faucet. The more it throbbed, the more it became coated with the chocolate from the cake.
Before she could say anymore, I dipped the fork back into the cake and pulled out another large bite. When she opened her mouth to say something, I slipped it in. Smiling, I flipped my leg up and over the cake and scooted to the floor. Standing before her, I took two fingers and wiped the frosting from my penis. Leaning in, I offered my fingers to Mrs. Riley. She smiled and parted those lovely plump lips and sucked my fingers clean. Not wanting this to end with a premature orgasm on my part, I stepped away and got two large glasses and filled them both with whole milk. Returning to the table, I set the glasses down and got back into position with the cake between my spread legs. Scooting in until my very excited penis was laying against the chocolate frosting.
She took a drink from one glass to wash the cake down and before she could do anything else, I fed another unusually large bite from the center of the cake. We worked ourselves into a rhythm as I scooped bite after bite of the cake into her mouth. She rested her hands on my bare thighs and let them wander up and down. I stopped feeding her every few bites so she could get a drink, but never long enough to say anything. She scooted in close, leaning over the cake and staring into my eyes as I fed her, I think that was so she didn't see how much she had eaten.
Eventually, both glasses of milk had been emptied and the cake was reduced to a pile of crumbs. Mrs. Riley looked very full. But I could smell her excitement. When she looked down and saw what she'd eaten, she moaned softly. I raised my hand and wiped a little glob of chocolate frosting from her lips and slipped my finger into her mouth.
In that sultry voice of hers, she replied, "If I wasn't afraid of another woman steeling you away from me, I really would take you to my meeting."
I whispered back to her, "Don't tease me."
"I'm not teasing."
We sat there staring into each other's eyes for several moments. The sexual tension could have been cut with a knife. My feelings for Mrs. Riley were quickly becoming more intense. I was falling deeply in love with this woman who was old enough to be my mother. In a soft voice I said, "You are so beautiful."
Mrs. Riley moved the tray and fork from between my legs and set them beside me on the table. She then had me lay back. While still sitting in her chair and not breaking eye contact, she leaned in between my spread thighs and began licking my desperate penis. My penis almost looked frosted, I'd been squirming around so much and wiggling it into the cake. And feeling her warm mouth on my penis was beyond description. It felt perfectly wonderful. No one had ever done anything like that to me before.
With my extremely limited sexual experiences, I was ready to squirt at any moment. But Mrs. Riley was careful not to get me too excited. Although she was thorough and soon my penis and balls were perfectly clean. She then had me lift my legs up. I'd somehow gotten frosting between and behind my thighs. She was diligent with her tongue and made sure to lick up every trace of frosting. Before letting me lower my legs, she looked up at me, smiled and the lowered her head and licked the wrinkled hole of my butt!
The first thought to shoot through my brain was, 'I'm really glad I showered before I began baking!' Never in a million years could I have imagined how intense that would feel. I literally saw fireworks explode before my eyes. Feeling her face down there, dragging her tongue across my most private place was truly life-changing.
After tickling my wrinkled hole to the verge of making me squirt, she stood up and took the tray, fork and glasses to the sink. She turned back to me and held out her hand. I placed my hand in hers as I slipped off the table onto my bare feet. She took me in her arms and kissed me. I thought it would be weird for a moment, her having just licked me 'down there', but it wasn't at all. It was a slow, gentle, loving kiss. I could taste the chocolate on her lips and tongue. I pulled myself close to her and snuggled against her soft body. Even as the kiss came to an end, it didn't stop. We kept kissing each other's lips, with soft bunny kisses.
Mrs. Riley spoke first, "Give me 30 minutes, then come across the hall to my apartment dressed just as you are. You won't need anything, not your ID, not your phone, not your room key, nothing. I want you to come to my apartment with nothing at all."
A million different scenarios began to run through my mind and I hesitated. When I did speak, I mumbled out my worries and concerns. She smiled, reached up and undid the top two buttons on her blouse. The cleavage she exposed was mountainous. Those twin globes of perfumed, pale white flesh, squeezed together so exotically. I was in awe, I'd never seen more than what her modest street clothes left exposed. Her cleavage was mesmerizing.
"30 minutes, just as you are. Understand?" after uttering that question, she turned her wide hips and walked to my door. After swinging it wide open, she walked across the hall and into her apartment. I stood there for several moments before realizing she had left the door to my apartment wide open. And I was standing there hornier than I'd ever been and completely naked.
Those 30 minutes passed so slowly. I tried to keep myself busy by washing the dishes and tidying up my apartment. But that took all of 10 minutes! I then decided I'd take a shower and get cleaned up. I shaved my face, even though I didn't need to. My facial hair was so sparse I barely needed to shave once a week. I carefully trimmed my pubic hair with my clippers. I'd heard that short pubic hair makes your penis look larger, that wasn't true in my case. It still looked as petite as ever. But I did like my pubic hair neatly trimmed.
I showered and washed myself from head to toe. I had to be very careful not to wash my penis too much. It was still extremely excited and it wouldn't take much to set it off. I did spend a few extra moments washing my butt. If Mrs. Riley wanted to kiss me there again, I wanted to be extra clean!
After drying myself off, I began to think about what might occur that evening. I may officially lose my virginity! Or maybe we'd sit together and watch a movie. It didn't matter what we did. All that really mattered was that I'd be with the woman I was falling deeper and deeper in love with. And being naked around her was a huge plus too! I was surprised that I felt so comfortable around her. Running around naked wasn't something I imagined myself doing. But being around Mrs. Riley made me feel so special and desirable, I really loved being naked while in her company. The way she looked at me sent chills shooting through every cell of my body. I briefly imagined being without clothing at all times while with her and nearly squirted my excitement where I stood.
When the time finally arrived, I approached my door and froze. The realization that I was about to leave my apartment without anything, not my clothes, my keys, my wallet, nothing, finally set in. I could be trapped in the hallway if Mrs. Riley refused to open her door! What would I do? I quickly set that fear aside and turned the knob and opened my door. I poked my head into the hallway and when I saw no one, I stepped outside of my door and let it close behind me. I stood there for several seconds while the exhilaration of being naked in the hall outside of my apartment struck me like a wave. It was a crazy feeling and I almost hoped some of my neighbors would see me like that.
Biting my lip, I took the three steps across the hall and softly knocked on Mrs. Riley's door. She called out in a soft voice and invited me inside. As I turned the knob of her door, I glanced up and down the hallway one last time. That deep urge for someone to step into the hall and see me quickly passed after I crossed the threshold into Mrs. Riley's apartment. As her door closed behind me, my body trembled with excitement.
The main room was dimly lit by candles and smelled of flowery perfume that tickled my nose. I stood just inside her doorway, completely naked with a very stiff penis and debated on what I should do. Just when I was about to venture further into her apartment and try to find her, she called out my name and told me she was in her bedroom.
I tip-toed across her living room and down the hall to her similarly lit bedroom. When I stepped into that room, I discovered she wasn't there. From behind the closed master bathroom door, she told me to get on the bed. Biting my lower lip, I did as I was told and laid back on her king-sized bed. There were 8 pillows propped up against the head of the bed. All those pillows and the frilly comforter were perfectly white. The smell of potpourri hung in the air. It reminded me of my mom's bedroom.
After I'd gotten comfortable, the bathroom door slowly opened and I saw her immense silhouette in the glow of a nightlight from inside the bathroom. The curves and rolls of her body were perfect. While standing there facing me, I could see the outline of hair, neck and shoulders. She stood perfectly still as I gazed upon the shadow of both her boobs on either side of her body. The way her figure sloped into her waist then out even farther to her hips was mesmerizing. Not a bit of light was visible between her thighs and those thighs were proportioned to her waist perfectly. She was simply beautiful.
Neither of us spoke a word as she approached. When she crawled up onto the mattress, the weight of her body sunk the mattress in deeply and I couldn't stop myself from rolling toward her. We worked together until she was on her hands and knees, with me directly beneath her. Her stomach and boobs hung down and surrounded me in a soft, warm cocoon. With her hands on either side of my head, she leaned down and kissed me. In a soft, seductive whisper, she said, "I think you should be on top." After kissing me again, she went on to say that our current position may not work. She then rolled herself onto her back and spread her legs.
I'd never been so horny before. I was about to make love for the first time. And it would be with a woman I loved. My penis was throbbing so hard and leaking its juices. I got up on my knees and crawled over one of her thighs. While straddling one of her big thighs, she lifted that leg just enough to smush my penis against it. "You are excited, aren't you? I can feel you leaking on me."
I giggled and moved the rest of the way between her legs. The feeling of those soft, warm thighs against my sides was so comforting. I wiggled up and kissed her just as passionately as I could. My hands wandered to her boobs and I explored every inch of them with my fingers. I kissed my way from her lips to her neck and on down to her breasts. I held those massive globes in both hands while I kissed, licked and sucked on them. The longer I suckled from her breasts, the hornier I got. I was in heaven.
After what I thought was enough foreplay, I reached down and aimed my penis around where I thought it should go. I felt her soft, curly pubic hair against me and the warmth coming from between her legs was extremely inviting. I pushed my hips forward and felt her warm moisture around my penis. When I pulled back so I could thrust into her, she giggled.
"Sweetie, you aren't in yet. You were sliding around the outside. Here let me help you." She reached down and took my penis in her hand. Feeling the touch of her fingers was almost too much for me to bear. But I managed to hold off from cumming. She gently guided me toward her sex. When I felt the moisture and heat from her again, I couldn't stop myself. My back arched deeply, I made squeaky noises that I can't explain, my eyes squeezed shut, I fell on top of Mrs. Riley when my toes curled up and my penis squirted its cum. At the time, I wasn't sure if I was in or not. As I twitched and spasmed on top of her, I heard and felt her giggle.
While still in the throes of my first real sexual experience, Mrs. Riley whispered, "That was adorable. I've never been with anyone who was so excited to make love to me." Right after saying that, she realized how upset I was for cumming so quickly. In a split second, I'd ruined my first sexual experience. She wrapped her arms around me and held me against her body. She whispered things in my ear to calm me down. Things like how she really did think it was cute and how it wasn't anything to worry about. I was beginning to calm down and forgive myself for what had happened when she said, "Sweetie, this isn't the last time we'll be together, it's only the first. You'll have lots of opportunities to make love to me."
I perked up when I heard that. I raised my head and looked down into her eyes. And whispered, "Thank you for understanding."
She smiled warmly, reached up and held my face in her hands. She guided my lips to hers and we kissed. It wasn't exactly passionate, but it was filled with love. It was a long, slow and gentle kiss. There was no urgency at all. And during that kiss, I squirmed against her. Before the kiss ended, my penis was hard once again.
"Oh my, you're ready to go again already? Why don't I try being on top this time?" She rolled me onto my back and got up on her knees. She quickly wiped up my mess with some tissues she kept on the bedside table. After tossing them in the trash, she found me laying perfectly straight and hoping I wouldn't cum so soon again. I whimpered when the bed shook and she straddled me, her enormous boobs hanging down on either side of my face. I scooted my head beneath one of her breasts and took the nipple in my mouth. As I sucked and licked, the nipple stiffened to become the size of my thumb to the first knuckle. And even in the dim light, I could see her areola was close to dinner plate size.



She moaned softly as I sucked on her nipple. With her nipple still caught between my lips, she reached down and slowly guided my penis into her sex. The feeling is still unexplainable. Sucking gently on her nipple and having my penis in the loving warmth of her pussy, I was breathing in gasps and my hips were trying desperately to buck under her weight.
Mrs. Riley rolled her hips forward and I felt my penis slide all the way out of her. She smiled down at me and said, "Well, that isn't going to work. Let's try something else." She reached down and guided my penis back inside her. She then sat up straight and pulled her breast from my mouth. Straddling me with my penis inside her sex, she rolled her hips and my penis popped out again. This time, she only smiled when she reached and slipped me back inside her. She sat upright and with one hand she held her belly up and the other hand reached down and began touching herself.
"I'm sorry Sweetie, but you have me so horny, I really need to cum. This shouldn't take long, then I'll give you the orgasm of your life."
I laid there perfectly still looking into the eyes of my goddess. I'd obviously never seen a woman touch herself. It was such a private and special thing to do. I felt touched that she was comfortable enough with me to let me watch her do that. Even in such a dimly lit room, it was such an erotic thing to see. When she began to moan and grind herself down against me, I whispered, "I love you."
She stopped what she was doing, leaned forward so her boobs were holding my chest down. She looked me right in the eyes and said, "I love you too." She leaned down farther and kissed me. While I kissed her back, my arms looped up around her neck. I squirmed beneath her when she began to slowly grind herself against my very stiff penis. I wasn't inside of her, it was laying flat against my body and she was humping herself against it. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the room. Her wonderful, musky aroma filled my senses and I never wanted this to end. I wanted Mrs. Riley to be on top of me forever.
I found myself to be quickly approaching my second orgasm. And in between gasps for breath, I whispered that she was beautiful. I told her she was the sexiest woman I'd ever met and I was so grateful that she'd entered my life. I opened up my soul to her while I lay pinned beneath her weight.
She didn't say anything in reply. Instead, she increased the pace in which she humped herself against me. I really hoped she was nearing her orgasm. Because I couldn't hold out any longer. My body wanted to thrash about and twitch uncontrollably. But her weight kept me perfectly still, pinned between her and the mattress. The only thing that moved were my toes. And they curled up in tight little knots.
I squealed in a high pitch and gasped for breath when my penis exploded for the second time. I whimpered and struggled to hump up against her. But I was trapped and I'd never felt so loved. I lay there in post-orgasm bliss and watch Mrs. Riley finally achieve the orgasm she deserved.
I felt every muscle in her body flex and her back arched. She began to shake uncontrollably which made her body jiggle in the absolute sexiest way. The moan that left her lips seemed foreign. It was in such a deep tone it didn't sound like her at all. Her eyes popped open toward the end of the event and looked down upon me. Before her last twitch, she said, "You are the best thing to happen to me in a long time!"
I think I saw tears in her eyes, but before I could confirm that, she leaned down and kissed me again. This kiss lasting longer than any of our previous kisses. At times it was desperate and passionate. Then it would slow down to a loving, caring, wonderful type kiss. And then it would get loud and wet sounding again. It was amazing. And the whole time I lay trapped beneath the love of my life.
Mrs. Riley eventually rolled off of me. When she did, I wound up rolling toward her due to her weight on the mattress beside me. We both giggled a little and I soon found myself straddling her thick thigh and laying on top of her soft body. We lay like that talking about anything that came to mind. But our conversation kept coming back to the feelings we had for each other.
The next morning, I would wake up still in her arms. I would find myself in her apartment without a thing to wear. I would need to ask her for the key to my apartment. Although I knew I'd be in no hurry to go home. I wanted to spend every moment for the foreseeable future completely naked with her. The last thing I remember doing before drifting off to sleep was sucking on one of her oversized nipples while casually humping myself against her soft warm thigh.
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When I was named employee of the month at the small company I work for, my manager awarded me with a gift card for a massage at a local spa. I really wasn't sure what to expect, I'd never stepped foot in a spa. But I made an appointment and when the time arrived, I found myself walking into a very clean and fresh smelling lobby. It was decorated in muted colors with a large desk for the pretty receptionist. I timidly told her my name and she smiled and asked me to wait in a comfy looking chair near the front door.
I'd only sat there for a few moments before another pretty lady entered the lobby and called my name. I followed her down a hallway and into a brightly lit room with a large, padded table sitting right in the center. The table had a padded ring on one end and I assumed that was where my head would rest. Everything in the room was white, except a bit of chrome on the table.
Before she left, she gave me a series of instructions. I stripped behind a flimsy curtain and left my clothes folded neatly on a small shelf. I then slipped on a terry cloth robe and perched myself on the edge of the padded table and nervously waited for my masseuse to arrive.
It wasn't long before I heard a firm knock on the door. I invited them in and heard myself gasp when I saw the huge man who would be my masseur. He must've been at least fifteen years my senior and easily stood 6'6. He had the broadest shoulders I've ever seen and his chiseled chest and abs could be seen through his tight shirt. He has smoldering blue eyes and a smile that immediately made me feel like I was made of jell-o.
I'd always tried to convince myself that I was straight. But when I laid in bed at night and played with myself, thoughts of men like my masseur often invaded my fantasies. Being made love to by a man was the one fantasy that always made me the horniest.
After he introduced himself, I bashfully told him I thought I would have a woman masseuse. He grinned and apologized for disappointing me. He asked if I'd ever had a massage before. When I slowly shook my head from side to side and softly told him I hadn't, he smiled even brighter. In his deep, sexy voice he said, "Don't worry about a thing. I'll take good care of you."
While standing right in front of me, he rested his massive hands on my knees. He told me I needed to disrobe and lay face down. With a knot in my stomach, I slipped off the table onto my bare feet. He didn't back away and I didn't have much space between this giant of a man and the table. But I managed to turn away from him and face the table. I untied my robe and he helped to remove it from my pale, petite body. He turned to put the robe away. When he did, I quickly hopped back up on the table and laid my naked front onto the soft padding.
I had butterflies in my stomach when he turned after hanging up my robe. His eyes were wandering over my naked body while he crossed the room. I found it really difficult to look at him, so I kept my head turned in the opposite direction. When I heard bottles clinking together, I looked to see what he was up to. He was standing at a tray I hadn't noticed before. The tray had about a dozen glass bottles with glass stoppers. Each of the bottles was filled with a liquid I assumed was oil. He chose a bottle with a slight purple hue to its contents. He looked to me and grinned, "How do you feel about lavender? It has a very relaxing aroma. I think it is a bit feminine. But in my opinion, it will be perfect on you."
Hearing him say those words made my penis tingle and become very stiff. My back arched a bit when I half moaned, half spoke the words, "Lavender is fine."
He smiled, showing off his perfectly white teeth. After crossing the room, he got organized and soon poured the oil into his hand. He rubbed his hands together and explained that he was warming it for me. When he laid that massive hands on my naked back, I moaned both from my arousal and from the sexual excitement continuing to build inside my body.
He asked questions of me while rubbing his massive hands over my naked back, shoulders and arms. I couldn't help but squirm under his powerful touch. He asked about my work, where I live and what I hope to do when I 'grow up'. My little penis remained fully erect and I dreaded the moment when he would ask me to roll over.
He eventually left my back and drizzled warmed oil down my legs. After warming more oil in his hands, he moved his attention to my feet, I couldn't stop myself from giggling. I have certain parts of my body that are super ticklish, the bottoms of my feet are the most sensitive. I squirmed around, giggling while he massaged my bare feet and I found myself rolling onto my side, facing him, trying to avoid his touch! While on my side, he got a quick look at my very excited penis! I saw him smile while staring at my bare penis with its sparse, blonde pubic hair. I quickly rolled back onto my stomach when I realized he was checking me out.
I know I was blushing. I felt so foolish getting so excited while this grown man was massaging me. He probably thought I was just a silly kid. But that expression on his face when he saw my erection, that wasn't an amused look. My mind was in turmoil and my body was in overdrive.
His hands left my now very slippery feet and moved up my legs. He asked if I had a girlfriend. I told him I did not. He then asked if I had a boyfriend, I blushed deeply and told him no again. His strong hands slowly worked their way up my legs and were concentrating on my upper thighs. His hands were so big his thumbs and fingers were on opposite sides of my leg. I could feel the warmth of his hands so dangerously close to my penis. I couldn't help but squirm and grind my hips.
The moment he asked if I wanted a boyfriend or a girlfriend, his strong oily hands begin working on my slippery butt cheeks. One hand on either oily cheek, squeezing and massaging the muscles. Both of his thumbs between my cheeks, sliding up and down. I tried to remain calm as his thumbs slid over my little wrinkled hole. In a timid voice I told him that I would love to find a special someone. I was far too bashful to openly admit that I'm attracted to both men and women.
Sliding his hands under hips, he lifted me upward, raising my hips above the table. One of his hands slipped between my legs and touches my rigid penis! A high-pitched squeak slipped through my lips and I nearly squirted right then and there! I wasn't prepared for him to touch my penis! He gently pulled my stiff penis backward, pointing toward my feet. His other hand gently pushed down on my lower back. With my thighs spread as wide as the table would allow, my penis laid flat on the table. I could feel it pulling on strange muscles inside me. I'd never been in that position before and it was surprising how sexy it made me feel.
His big, strong, slippery hands returned to my butt. His thumbs dragging between my cheeks more than ever. He gently pressed his thumbs against my wrinkled hole and asked, "You didn't answer my question. Do you want a boyfriend or a girlfriend?"
When I hesitated to answer, he applied more force with his thumbs. I could feel my little hole opening up for him. I squirm and stammer, "A boyfriend? A girlfriend? Either? I just want someone to love me."
He teased me with his touch until I was sure my penis was leaking onto the tabletop. Just when I approached Cloud 9, he moved his hands away from my bottom and onto my back. He massaged the muscles deeply, relaxing me and calming me down. But with my throbbing penis pointing toward my toes, I couldn't help but slowly hump myself against the table. I was acting shamelessly before this giant of a man and I was beginning not to care. He needed to know how he was making me feel.
He focused his touch on my backbone, then my shoulder blades, shoulders, arms and finally my hands. He worked on the arm furthest from him first. As he leaned against the table, I could feel his erection pressing against the side of my hand. I was completely losing my mind. I'd never been so horny before!
When he finished that arm, he stepped away and massaged my arm closest to him. I struggled to keep from squirting all over the table. The more he touched me, the hornier I got.
Still standing at my side, his fingertips danced their way from my shoulders to the crack of my bottom. The index finger of one hand drew gentle circles around my wrinkled hole. The index finger of his other hand slid down until it ever-so-gently tickled the neck of my penis. Leaning very to my ear, he whispered, "It's time for you to roll over." He then withdrew his touch. Leaving me wanting for more.
I looked up at him. I know I was blushing. The moment my lips parted as I began to speak, he hushed me. In a soft, caring voice he said, "It's okay Baby. There is nothing to be embarrassed about with me." Laying his hands on my naked body, he helped me to roll over exposing my naked front to him. I forced myself to keep my hands at my sides and my eyes wide open. I needed this giant of man to see me.
He stood there looking down at my quivering body with my throbbing penis. My little pink nipples were stiff and I was breathing very heavily. He smiled and whispered, "You're just as cute as I knew you'd be. Actually, you're more adorable than I hoped."
I squirmed around on the table. My back already coated with oil made sliding around on the table so erotic feeling. With a warm smile on his face, he took the bottle of oil and drizzled it in the shape of a heart across my hairless chest and stomach. He then continued to pour oil down both my arms and legs. Lastly, he glanced up at my face and smiled. He then poured the flowery scented oil over my penis. He completely drenched it in the oil and I squirmed and moaned while he did.
Using both of those massive hands, he spread the oil over my entire front, except for my desperate penis! He left my throbbing erection alone and completely neglected it. No matter how much I slid around and thrust my hips up, he avoided it at all costs.
He took his time rubbing me down. While massaging my arms and legs, he moved from one side of the table to the other. He had me giggling like an idiot when he attacked my feet again. While focusing on my shoulders, he stood above my head. I remember looking up at him while he tenderized the muscles of my shoulders. Every time my penis jumped, his gaze would shoot down to watch it. When he looked back into my eyes, there was always a grin on his face.
Moving to the side of the table, he had me lay my arms above my head and slowly rubbed his hands over my naked chest and stomach. With his index fingers, he drew lazy circles around my tingling nipples. My hips were grinding around on the slippery table and my penis was aching for attention.
While still stretched out with my arms above my head, he soon let his giant hands slide down my body. Those massive hands of his were nearly able to circle my narrow waist. With those fingers wrapped around me, he slid them from my ribs to my hip bones over and over.
Looking up into his eyes, I whimpered a single word, "Please."
He whispered back, "Please what, Baby?"
My eyes rolled up into my head while my back arched deeply and I moaned. In a squeaky voice I uttered, "Please help."
His strong hands slid down over my hips and brushed through my pubic hair. But he was careful not to let them get too close to my penis. He smiled while his strong hands massaged my hip bones. "Help you what?"
Arching my back deeply, I whispered, "Please make me cum."
His strong hands slid to my thighs, reaching between them, he guided me to spread my legs wide for him. Once properly positioned, he lay one palm against my stomach and slipped his other hand between my legs. I saw a glint in his eye the moment before he pressed his index finger against my little wrinkled hole.
I was unable to breath while he held his finger at the entrance to my body. My penis was no longer throbbing, it was remaining fully erect. I intentionally arched my back and spread my legs even wider for him. I tried to hump myself against his finger, but he kept it right on my hole. I was utterly frustrated and needed his finger inside me.
While slowly rubbing gentle circles on my stomach, he was careful never to let his hand make contact with my penis. The index finger of his other hand rested against my wrinkled hole. He never applied any pressure at all. He just kept it there so I knew where it was. And the warmth of his finger was making me hornier than I thought was possible. I heard myself moan and my hips were humping the air.
Looking down at me, he smiled and whispered four words, "What do you want?"
I whimpered that I wanted to cum. His smile grew wider when he asked how I wanted to cum. My hips were bucking up and down trying to get him to touch me more. In a squeaky voice I said, "Any way you want!"
Removing his hand from my stomach, he reached up and took hold of my wrist. He lowered my hand until it was resting atop of the massive, throbbing bulge in his pants. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft of his cock over his pants. Rolling onto my side, I reached over with my other hand and undid the button on his pants. My hands were shaking when I slowly lowered his zipper. I glanced up at him quickly and saw him smiling down at me when I reached into his pants.
When my relatively small hand first touched his cock, I knew I'd never felt anything so erotic. Before I even got it free from his pants, I felt the veins pulsing with his arousal. The silky soft skin of the shaft was pulled taut along the length of the shaft. It was a magical moment I'll never forget.
When I finally freed his cock from inside his pants, I gasped and squirmed around on the slippery table. The head was easily the size of a plum and the shaft was only slightly thinner. It had to be at least 9 inches long and it was already drooling its excitement. The pair of balls hanging low in his scrotum were the size of walnuts. He was huge and I was going to give myself to him!
He allowed me to hold onto his cock while he moved back above my head. Reaching down he removed the circular headrest from the table. Taking my hands in his, he gently pulled me toward him. I slid on the table with absolutely no friction. With my head hanging off the edge of the table, I parted my lips and pulled his cock toward me.
The soft, squishy head of his cock filled my mouth and I sucked on it as if it were a lollipop. My oily hands slid up and down along the throbbing shaft. He gently laid one hand on my throat and the other drifted from one nipple to the other. He soon began to slowly thrust his cock in and out of my mouth. My back arched deeply while my oily body slid around on the table. I felt like the sexiest boy alive.
His thrusts became less gentle as he became more and more aroused. He began bumping the soft head of his cock against the back of my throat. I found myself beginning to panic when I gagged every time he thrust forward. He must've felt my fear and backed off.
I'm not sure how long I sucked on his fat, throbbing cock, but I was left feeling empty when he pulled it out of my mouth. He lifted his cock and rested it on my chin, letting his massive balls rest against my face. Until that moment, I would've thought having that done would be foul. But in the moment, it was a perfectly lovely feeling. I batted my eyelashes against his scrotum and licked anything I could reach.
He seemed to have a problem stepping away from my butterfly kisses. But he did eventually pull himself away. He walked to the side of the table, took hold of my thighs and spun me toward him. He stepped between my spread legs and laid his giant, masculine cock against my dainty penis. We both looked down at the differences and couldn't help but laugh. His massive cock could have been a freight train, while my pink penis was more similar to a tricycle. While his was dark colored, hairy, long, thick and unmistakably masculine. Mine was a fraction of his length or thickness. It was a pale pink color and nearly devoid of its sparse, fine light blonde hair.
He lowered his pants and picked up the lavender oil. He coated his fat cock with the oil and moved in close. He placed one hand behind my right knee and lifted that leg up onto his shoulder. I tried to brace myself up on my elbows, but I was super slippery. The fat, soft head of his cock wiggled between my cheeks and bumped against my tight, wrinkled hole. I moaned softly while he asked if I was ready.
I nodded my head and squeaking the word 'yes' in a surprisingly high pitch. He looked down at my most private places and began to press forward. When his enormous cock began to stretch open my boi hole, I felt my forehead wrinkle and my teeth clench. It felt like he was splitting me in half! It hurt like nothing I'd ever felt before and fell off my elbows and onto my back while chanted the word 'owie' over and over while trying to deal with the pain.
When the head of his cock finally popped inside my body, he didn't slow down. His cock slowly and as gently as possible, sunk deeper and deeper inside of me. My toes curled up in knots and my fists were clenched tightly as he buried the entire length of his cock in my special hole. My poor neglected penis was standing up perfectly erect and drooling its juices. When his balls came to rest against my cheeks, he reached down and rubbed the pad of his first finger over the delicate pink head of my penis. He gathered up my juices and then slowly raised that finger toward my mouth.
When my lips parted and his finger passed into my mouth, he slowly withdrew his cock almost all the way out and pushed it back in. The feeling of his cock sliding in and out hurt like crazy, but it also felt distinctly erotic. This giant of a man was making love to me. That thought alone helped me to deal with the pain and discomfort.
When he pulled his finger from my mouth, he put that hand on the crook between my thigh and hip. I was so slippery he needed to get leverage. Looking right into my eyes, he whispered, "Are you okay Sweetheart? I knew it was going to hurt at first. But are you okay now?"
Biting my bottom lip hard, I nodded my head and groaned, "I'm okay. Please don't stop."
He smiled a toothy smile and replied, "Don't worry Baby, I'm not going to stop."
Holding onto my slippery thigh, he thrust in and out of me three times. Every time he pushed his cock all the way into me, it felt like he was filling up all the empty spaces in my body. I'd never felt so complete. Having his giant cock fill me to the point of bursting, forced me to accept that I was destined to be with a man. The illusion of my heterosexuality vanished when I felt and heard his heavy balls slapping against the bare skin of my bottom.
Looking up into his eyes, I whispered, "Fuck me."
He smiled down at me and began a slow steady pace. His cock thrust in and out of my body and didn't stop after only a few strokes. He maintained the rhythm and soon had me squirming around on the table. I had to grab the table's edge to keep from sliding off. Having his cock sliding in and out of me left me feeling like a plaything, like his toy. He was using my body to make himself feel so good and I was loving every second of it.
Every once in a while, his cock would bump something inside me that hurt. I would reach down and try to stop him with my hands. He would pause for a moment and then begin sliding himself in and out of me again. For the most part, the pain had passed, there were only moments of discomfort. The sensations were still overwhelming, but it was mostly painless. He picked up on this and began to slide his fat cock in and out at a faster pace. He began to truly fuck me.
I rolled flat on my back and he spread both of my legs wide around his body. Taking a hold of both my hips, he fucked me with long, deep strokes. I was breathing in gasps and my entire body was covered in a thin layer of perspiration. His cock going to places in my body that no one had every visited before. I was delirious and never wanted it to stop.



Without missing a thrust, he spoke through ragged breaths. "Sweetheart, I'm going to cum soon. But I want you to cum first." I didn't say anything, I couldn't. I was so lost in my lust that my mind was hazy.
He released one hip and took my utterly neglected penis in his fist. My entire length disappeared under his hand. He began to stroke me up and down while using my penis for leverage so he could keep fucking me. I let go of the table and let him slide me around however he wanted. In and out his cock battered my boi hole. I felt him swell up inside me, stretching my special hole even wider. He slid me back and forth across the table, his cock diving deep inside me with each thrust.
My back arched deeply as my orgasm approached. Every muscle in my body went tight, including the ring of muscles making up my boi hole. It must've felt good because he growled and drove his cock all way into me. The sound of his balls slapping against my bare bottom echoed in the room. I heard myself squeal in an oddly high pitch when my orgasm began. He let go of my hip and began to use only my penis to slide my body around on the table and fuck me.
I completely lost all sense of reality and screamed at the top of lungs. My penis squirted its excitement up from inside of his fist. My hips bucked around wildly and my body thrashed and twitched as the most powerful orgasm of my life overtook my soul. The sensations shooting to the core of my body were so intense. My penis squirted out at least four shots of my juices before it calmed down. Even as my orgasm passed, he continued to jack my little penis. After that most powerful of orgasms, my penis was super sensitive! I tried to make him stop, but he was far too strong. I had to lay there while he slid me back and forth across the table and onto his cock.
My vision got a little blurry and my mind went fuzzy. I'd never felt like that before. He was fucking me and jerking me off after I'd already cum! The feeling was purely electric. The muscles in my body began to flex and go taut once again. I was in shock, I was going to squirt some more! I'd never, ever been able to keep touching myself after I'd cum. Now I was going to learn what it was like to become multi-orgasmic.
I began screaming and clawing at the slippery table when my second orgasm of the afternoon welled up inside me. He held onto one of my thighs so I couldn't kick him away. His other hand kept pulling on my overly sensitive penis. When my penis shot its first squirt, his cock swelled up bigger than ever inside me. My poor little hole was stretched to its absolute limit. I thrashed about wildly while my penis shot squirt after squirt of my juices. And at the same time, he buried his cock all the way inside me and growled like a bear.
I watched him grit his teeth and felt him pull me tightly against him. His creamy love began erupting deep inside my boi hole. He jackhammered his cock in and out of me a few times until he'd drained every drop his big, manly balls could hold. We remained like that, trying to catch our breath and absorbing the reality of what we'd just done.
This giant of a man who may have been old enough to be my father, had not only made love to me long and hard. But he also made me squirt twice! He had touched every inch of my body and made me feel like the most special person in the world. I was proud that I managed to take his cock in my special hole. I was even more proud that my body had made him feel good enough to explode inside me. It was a very satisfying sensation.
After catching our breath, we smiled at each other. With his cock still deep inside me, he bent forward while I rose up on my elbows and we kissed. We kissed for the very first time. While our tongues slid together, the whiskers on his face tickled me, and made me giggle.
While rising up and slowly pulling his cock from inside me, he said, "You are fucking adorable."
I batted my eyelashes and giggled back, "Thank you."
When his cock slid out from inside me, I felt a drop of his love run down the crack of my bottom. Reaching down I wiped it up, not wanting it to fall on the floor. I then held my hand over my stretched out boi hole. I used my first and second fingers to feel around my hole. It was so stretched out, both of those fingers slipped inside with very little resistance.
He stood there watching my cream-covered fingers explore my gaping hole. I bit my lip and said, "You really stretched me out! Look at this!" I then slid a third finger in with very little difficulty.
While looking down at me, he muttered under his breath, "That is the sexiest thing I've ever seen." He then excused himself to get towels to clean us up with. He came back using a towel to wipe is softening cock with. After putting his manhood back in his pants, he used the other two towels to wipe up the mess on my body. I had my own juices coating my stomach and matting down my sparse pubic hair. While his creamy love was still oozing from inside me. He took his time wiping me clean. And when he'd finished, he helped me off the table and onto my wobbly legs. He held onto me for several moments until I could safely stand on my own.
Before letting me go, he took me in his enormous arms and kissed me once again. I felt light headed when he picked me up off the floor. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him back with a new burning passion. I felt my penis struggling to become stiff again. But it was worn out and couldn't get fully erect. Instead it only swelled up and tingled.
After setting me on the floor, he said, "Hang on!" It was like he just remembered something he'd forgotten.
I stood there in the middle of that room utterly naked and completely satisfied while he cracked open the door and slipped out into the hall. I tiptoed back behind that curtain and began to get dressed. By the time I stepped back out from behind the curtain, he knocked on the door softly and then stepped back inside. I was finishing buttoning my shirt. He crossed the room quickly and buttoned it for me. He even tucked my shirt into my pants. Once he had me ready, he pulled several small cards from his pocket.
Taking them in my hands, I discovered the top one was his business cards. It listed him as the owner of the spa and had all of his contact information on it. All the remaining cards were identical. They were gift cards for free massages. When I looked up at him, he laid his hand on my cheek and told me he had really enjoyed our time together and hoped we could do it again. After kissing me lovingly on my lips, he said, "Perhaps the next time we see each other, I'll be picking you up for a proper evening out. How does dinner and a movie sound? Of course, it will be followed by a long massage. And we'll spend the rest of the night making love. Does that sound like something you'd like Baby?"
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After working under Mrs. Audrey Davis for nearly a year, she invited me to dinner at her home. The invitation came out of no where and was completely shocking. Mrs. Davis had always been a very demanding boss. She insisted upon work free of errors in a prompt manner. I'd failed several times to meet her standards on different projects and wound up being on the receiving end of her verbal, demeaning tirades. While she shouted in my face, I always broke down and cried. The woman scared me at times! So, this invitation to dinner was not an especially welcome surprise. I was actually terrified to spend any time with her after hours.
Mrs. Davis was a tall woman, made even more so by the stiletto heels she wore. She was truly beautiful with a narrow waist, long legs and a butt any swimsuit model would kill for. She had a larger-than-average bust and always left the perfect amount of her cavernous cleavage exposed. She had hard facial features which, while glamorous, made her look angry. Her hair was always perfectly styled without even a trace of gray to be found. She looked half her 48 years.
A few days before I was to join her for dinner, I cautiously approached her and asked what sort of attire I should wear. She grinned a smirky grin and told me it was casual and reiterated the fact that dinner would be served at 7:00pm sharp. Gaining no help from her, I was still at a loss on what I should wear.
When the evening of the dinner invitation arrived, I decided I would wear my nicest khaki's. I'd seen her check out my butt a few times when I wore those. So, I knew she approved of them. Fitting as snugly as they did, the last thing I wanted were visible lines from my underpants. Before stepping into my khaki's, I wiggled into a white, lace thong panty I'd bought specifically for this reason. I wore my favorite white, short sleeved shirt which was cut without tails. It let me wear it without tucking it in. And, when standing, it hung to the top of my khaki's. So, when I sat or stretched, a strip of my pale, hairless midriff would be exposed. That was another area of my body I'd caught Mrs. Davis staring at on several occasions.
Before I slipped into my Fiat 500, I saw my front tire was completely flat. I thought about trying to change it myself, but that thought passed quickly. I wasn't the sort of 23-year old boy who was good with tools. Knowing I could not be late for this dinner, I checked my phone and found several Lyft drivers within a few minutes of my apartment. After picking the closest car, I stood there and waited only a few minutes before a car pulled up for me. The driver and I smiled at each other. Or I should say, I smiled at him while he looked at me from head to toe. When his eyes met mine, I saw the look of lust I'd seen so often in men's eyes.
It was a 35-minute drive, most of which was spent in silence. Aside from being so nervous about the upcoming evening, I had never been fond of making small talk with dirty old men. They were shameless with what they said and it often wound up hurting my feelings.
When we finally arrived at Mrs. Davis's home, I thanked my driver and jumped out of his car. As soon as I'd shut the door, he drove off, leaving me standing before the Davis home. I stood on a circular drive. I immediately recognized Mrs. Davis's black Tesla. She gotten it only a few months before and loved it. Just in front of her car was a big black SUV, which I assumed was Mr. Davis's.
I timidly walked to the massive front doors and rang the bell. I could hear it chime from where I stood. Mrs. Davis opened those two, big doors and welcomed me into her home. She was wearing her signature black stilettos, skin-tight jeans, a sleeveless, pink, silk blouse which was deeply cut and emphasized her chest. Her make-up and hair were absolutely perfect, as usual. She greeted me with a warm smile and thanked me for coming. I was a little shocked that she was being so nice. At the office, she was always so gruff and confrontational. But she was being, normal. It was going to take a little getting used to.
From the entry way with its marble tiled floor and massive stairway curling around the room, she led me through a sitting room, I think. It had fancy couches, chairs, tables, vases and bookshelves. It looked like a room that was rarely used. When we arrived in the dining room, I was surprised how big the table was. It was decorated just as grandly as the rest of the house. The dominant piece of furniture being the table, it had seating for 20!
Mr. Davis walked through an archway and I lost my breath. He was gorgeous! He was well over 6 feet tall, very fit and had a salt-n-pepper 5 o'clock shadow. He had a nearly full head of hair that was more salt than pepper. His piercing blue eyes zeroed in on me like lasers and it felt like he knew exactly what I was thinking. Thank goodness he couldn't, because my thoughts were not at all appropriate for this setting!
He had broad shoulders that filled out his dress shirt perfectly. His biceps were large the muscle definition could be seen through his shirt. And the bulge in his pants was impossible not to stare at. It looked like he had a pair of golf balls and a bratwurst in his pants!
Maybe it was because I'd been single for 6 months and was becoming desperately lonely. Or it could have been the fact that he looked just like the man I'd often fantasied about having as a 'Sugar Daddy'. Whatever the reason, I wanted Mr. Davis bad! But he was my boss's husband. And he was married to Mrs. Davis who was drop-dead gorgeous. There was no way he would ever want me. I was just a skinny, short, feminine boy who worked for his wife.
When Mrs. Davis introduced me to her husband, Xander, my hand wilted in his. Even his name was sexy! Xander softened his grasp when he realized I wasn't a 'firm handshake kind of guy'. He smiled warmly at me and it felt like my knees were melting. I was really, really glad when Mrs. Davis asked me to have a seat. I could feel my modestly sized penis beginning to stiffen under my panties.
Mrs. Davis was sure to have me seated before she sat beside me at the head of the table. She often did things like that for me. She would hold doors open for me at times, guide me around our office with her hand on my lower back and even push in my chair after I'd been seated on a few occasions. I found it very flattering for her to realize I wasn't at all masculine.
Mr. Davis disappeared behind a door and soon came out with two plates. He set one down in front of Mrs. Davis and the other in front of me. While he went back to get his own dish, Mrs. Davis explained that Xander was a trained gourmet chef and had prepared our meal. She explained we'd be eating maple glazed salmon with a pineapple salsa. There were also a few sprigs of asparagus on my plate and a small serving of lemon couscous.
I sat in my chair and waited for Xander to join us. When he did walk back into the room, he set down his plate and sat directly across the table with Mrs. Davis between us. Xander went into more detail on the meal we were about to eat, I listened to every word that came out of his mouth. He had me mesmerized.
When we began eating, I struggled to keep from looking at Xander. We chatted casually while we ate. They asked about my childhood, my education and other silly things. I learned that they'd met in graduate school and had married shortly after receiving their Master's degrees. Mrs. Davis got her degree in Business Analytics. Mr. Davis got his in Sociology. I knew what Mrs. Davis did for living, so Xander spent a little time explaining how he worked for a foundation and was researching different ways to get the country's population to move away from fast food to healthier food choices. I fell deeper in lust with him after every word he spoke.
Eventually the meal came to an end and after I helped Xander move the dishes to the kitchen, he led me back to join Mrs. Davis in the sitting room I'd passed through earlier. I wanted to reach out and hold his hand so badly! Once seated, I was offered a drink. Being a tremendous lightweight, I asked for a glass of water instead. The last thing I needed was to get tipsy in front of my boss and begin flirting with her husband!
We continued talking and getting to know each other for another hour or so. As the evening wound down, I pulled out my phone to arrange a ride home. That's when Mrs. Davis spoke up and told me that would be a foolish idea. She volunteered Xander to drive me home. I told them it was a long drive and I didn't mind. But neither of them would hear of it.
I soon bid Mrs. Davis farewell and was led out to Xander's big SUV. He was such a gentleman, he opened my door for me and actually helped me up onto the big bench seat. I couldn't resist wiggling my bottom at him while I climbed up there. While he walked around to the driver's side, I squirmed and adjusted my quickly stiffening penis.
As he started the car, I thanked him again for the ride. I then gave him the basic directions to my apartment. We drove along and chatted some more. He at one point asked if I had a car. When I told him what had happened, he looked at me and asked if I needed help changing the tire. I thanked him for the offer, but explained that it would be dark by the time we got to my building and that I'd have it taken care of. He then asked what kind of car it was. He chuckled and said that a Fiat 500 fit me. He went on to say that he bet I looked 'cute' in it.
I blushed like crazy and we drove along for a few minutes in silence. I broke that pause in the conversation by asking what it was like to be married to Mrs. Davis. He told me it was a challenging adventure. I already knew she worked in excess of 60 hours a week and took week long business trips frequently. Judging by her figure, she had to spend a significant amount of time at the gym. But when Xander told me that the dinner we'd just shared was the first time he had sat down with his wife in nearly a month, I was shocked. With work, the gym, appointments, responsibilities and the grind of day-to-day life, they struggled to find time for each other.
He muttered something under his breath about being taken advantage of. And when I asked what he'd said, he tried to change the subject. But I somehow got him to keep talking. He told me that he was doing all the household chores. He cooked and cleaned and even did the laundry. Continuing his rant, he told me he often snored at night and so they began sleeping in separate rooms about a year ago. Their sexual encounters had to be scheduled and it had been months since they'd done anything.
After telling me this, I know he felt guilty for sharing so many private things about his wife with me. I undid my seatbelt and scooted across the seat closer to him. I laid my hand on his forearm. I told him it was okay. I promised that what he'd just said would remain between the two of us. And I swore the things he's just told me would not affect the way I thought of him or Mrs. Davis.
Scooting a little closer to him, with my hand still on his powerful arm, I bit my lip and asked in a soft voice, "You haven't had sex in months?" At this point I wasn't thinking about my job, Mrs. Davis or anything except the fact that Xander had been neglected and needed some attention.
He looked at me and apologized for telling me that. He tried to change the subject. But I scooted a little closer and whispered, "You poor man. Doesn't she know that you have needs?" And I took my hand from his forearm and laid it on his thigh, much closer to his groin than his knee.
He dropped his eyes from the road to my hand. He stared at it for a second or two and then looked up at me. I bit my lower lip while I slid my hand up higher until it rested over the massive bulge in his pants. I felt it begin to harden immediately.
When he didn't react, I scooted until our thighs were touching. Laying my head against his shoulder, I repeatedly squeezed his half hard cock with my hand while whispering, "I can help you with this. Would you like me to take care of it?"
He looked down at me again. Without a word, he reached down and pressed the button that made the seat scoot back farther from the steering wheel. I smiled up at him and crawled up on my hands and knees. Leaning into his lap, I undid his pants and opened them as wide as they'd go. Using both hands I pulled his underwear away and exposed his now fully erect cock. I moaned while wrapping both of my hands around the long, thick shaft.
I slowly jacked him up and down a few times. When he laid his hand on the back of my neck, I opened my mouth, lowered my head and let the fat, squishy head of his cock stretch my lips wide. On my knees with my ass up high and my head lowered on his lap, if anyone saw us, there would be no mistaking what we were up to.
He just rested his hand on the back of my neck, he applied no pressure at all. He was letting me lead the way. I bobbed up and down a few times until his fat cock was dripping with my saliva. I then dove down on his cock until I gagged. I did that three or four times. In my experience, guys love to hear a boy gag on thier cock. Xander was no different and I heard him moan after an especially hard gag. I sucked on him for a few moments then dove down and gagged myself again. I held myself there and let my wet, gagging sounds fill his ears. When I could take it no more, I pulled up and off his cock. Drool connected my lip to the head of his cock.
I looked up at him and said, "Oh My God! You have the perfect cock! It is huge! I could spend an entire day on my knees sucking on you!"
His hand was still on my neck and when he pressed down, I dropped my mouth back onto his cock. Using my hands, I began to jack him slowly while bobbing up and down to just passed the neck of his cock. The taste of his salty, masculine precum made my bald, pale penis throb wildly in my panties. As I got into a rhythm of jacking him off while bobbing up and down at the same time, he slowed the car and turned off the main road.
Between heavy breaths, he moaned, "I have got to pull over before I cause an accident!"
I continued to give him the blowjob he deserved until the car came to a stop and he turned off the engine. I popped off of his cock and rose up to look around. He'd found a remote parking place in a public park not far from my apartment. There was a lamppost nearby which cast a dim light onto us. Lowering my face back down, I went back to work. While I did, the hand that had been on my neck slid down my back until it met the bare skin between my pants and shirt. He wiggled his fingers under the waist of my khaki's and moaned when he felt the lace of my thong.
He moaned, "Are, Are, Are you wearing girl's panties?"
I kept sucking and jacking him off while I moaned, to the affirmative.
He was breathing heavily when he began to speak next, "I've only been with women before. You're my first... I mean, I've never... Is there something I should be doing?"
I popped up off of his cock again, while still jacking him off, I moaned, "Just lean back and let me do the work. Just enjoy yourself."
Before I took him back in my mouth, he asked if he could see my panties. He told me he'd never see a guy in panties before. I giggled as I slid back to the passenger's seat and slipped off my shoes and socks. I then unbuttoned my shirt and slid it off my narrow shoulders exposing my pale, hairless chest with my little pink nipples. Looking him right in the eye, I undid the button and zipper on my khaki's and spread them open. Lifting my hips, I wiggled them down and off. Leaning back against the passenger door, I posed for him. I had both feet flat on the big bench seat. My smooth legs were bent and spread apart wide. The thin strip of white lace that covered my very erect penis was stained by a large moist spot at the head of my skinny, three- and half-inch penis.
Biting my lower lip, I asked, "What do you think, Mr. Davis?"
He half smiled and replied, "I think you are beautiful and I want to take you into the backseat and fuck your perfect little ass."
My back arched when I said, "I don't do that. I stick to giving blowjobs and handjobs."
He quickly apologized and told me he was fine with that.
While I spread myself out before him, I drug my fingertip along my proud, stiff, pantied penis and whispered, "I'm kind of a traditional boy. I want to save my virginity for my wedding night."
I rolled up onto my knees and was bending back into his lap when he asked, "You want to get married?"
Giggling, I said, "I'm sure every boy like me dreams of walking down the aisle one day in a snow-white wedding gown. I probably fantasize about my wedding day and honeymoon more than most girls!"
Pausing as a thought shot through my mind, I rose up on my knees and slowly lowered my panties. Xander stared at my bald, pale penis. He whispered under his breath, "You're beautiful."
I giggled while hanging my panties from his review mirror. Leaning over, I kissed his cheek and whispered, "Those are a little something to remember me by."
Lowering my mouth back onto his cock I began to suck and jack him off with a vengeance. While I gave him my very best work, he began telling me things. He stroked my hair and rubbed my back while informing me that he hadn't had a blowjob in more than 15 years. He'd never put his cock in anyone's butt. And his experience with sexual positions was limited to missionary and only a few times with doggy style.
I felt so sorry for Xander. He was such a handsome man and should have been fucking everything that moved, for at least a short period of his life. But then I remembered who he married. Mrs. Davis obviously kept him on a very short leash. And she obviously didn't appreciate what he had to offer.
I was naked in my boss's, husband's car. I was giving him the blowjob of his life and I know my penis was leaking onto the seat. I quickly hoped that Mrs. Davis wouldn't find that stain. But she left my mind when I felt Xander's cock swell up in my mouth. I moaned softly, arched my back and began bobbing up and down faster than before. I squeezed his cock and jacked him off with both my hands.
He needed to cum. I wanted to make him explode! I wanted to fall asleep later that night with his taste still in my mouth, his scent still in my nose and my stomach full of his creamy love.
When it happened, it occurred very quickly. There was little warning. One minute I'm bobbing up and down and jacking him off. The next, his hand his holding my head down while his cock shot burst after burst of cum into my mouth. I swallowed it all. Xander let out a deep moan and his breathing was in quick gasps. I felt his body tense up with each eruption in my mouth. I was in no rush to move. I held his cock lovingly between my lips on my tongue until the tremors of his orgasm passed. And when his orgasm came to an end, he moaned, "That was amazing."
I learned that evening that cum is a lot like wine. It gets better with age. Until that night, I'd never seen, touched or tasted a 50-year-old cock. And I'd surely never tasted cum that came from a cock that old. His cum was creamy and the perfect consistency for swallowing. It was rich tasting and not as salty or musky as other cum I'd swallowed. Xander's cum was perfectly addictive. I could've drank it by the glassful. I knew I'd have to have more.
I rose up on my knees and after carefully putting his cock back in his pants, I wiped my lips and chin on the back of my hand. I scooted back against the passenger's door and began masturbating while we both caught our breath. Xander watched me touch myself very closely. I seriously doubt he'd ever seen anyone play with themselves before. My legs were spread nice and wide so he had a clear view.



After a few moments, he asked if he should be helping me. I giggled a little and told him he didn't need to. I'd only stroked my penis a few times before he asked if he could touch 'it'. I smiled, pulled my hands away and told him he could. He looked so nervous when he reached between my legs with his big strong arm. He held out his first and middle finger and after brushing them along the petite length of my stiff penis, he looped his index finger and thumb around it. He stroked up and down a few times and then paused to ask if it felt good.
I moaned softly and told him it did. Because he was no longer moving his hand, I reached down to guide him by his wrist. He gently held my little penis and let me move his hand for him. His eyes shifted from his hand on my penis to my face and then back down. He asked why I didn't have any hair on my body and I explained that I preferred to be smooth. I told him it made me feel cleaner, softer and more delicate. I went on to explain that I shaved some parts and had other parts of my body waxed at a local salon.
It was such an erotically charged situation, I was quickly building toward a very powerful orgasm. My hips began to thrust up against his hand. He whispered that he could feel me throbbing. I gripped his wrist tighter and his finger and thumb were soon flying up and down along my penis.
A high-pitched squeak slipped from my mouth. My back arched deeply and the muscles throughout my body began to twitch and spasm. I heard him gasp when my little balls popped up inside my body just before I came. He held my penis straight up while three squirts of pearly white juice shot from the soft pink head of my penis. Those three squirts landed on both our hands and my stomach. I let go of his wrist while the power of my orgasm washed over me. I didn't wait to catch my breath, I lifted my hand and licked my juices from it.
Xander moaned when he saw that. Without a word, he lifted his hand toward my face and I leaned in and slurped a glob from the back of his fingers. He whispered something under his breath, the only word I caught was 'amazing'. Laying naked there before him, I lazily scooped up the juices from my stomach with my fingers and licked them clean.
We sat there looking at each other and not saying anything. Having his eyes explore my naked body was a wonderful feeling. There was no judgement in his eyes. There was only regret. When he spoke, his voice was soft and full of emotion. "If I were half my age, I'd buy you that wedding gown and marry you right now. I would love to put my ring on your finger. And I would give-up everything if I could be the one to make love to you for the very first time."
Biting my lower lip, I rose up on my knees, leaned toward him and paused when our faces were almost close enough to touch. I wanted him to make the next move, and he didn't disappoint. He leaned forward while wrapping his arms around my naked body and kissed me. It was a gentle, romantic kiss. It wasn't like any other kiss I'd ever received. It was the type of kiss that had been practiced for half a century. It was amazing! My toes curled up and shivers coursed through my body. By the time our lips parted, I felt like I was floating.
He held me in his arms for several minutes. We snuggled together in the front seat and looked out at the dimly lit park. All too soon, we both knew we had to get moving. I slid across the seat and began getting dressed. I wiggled into my khaki's while he started up the SUV and began driving me the rest of the way home. After slipping on my shirt but leaving it unbuttoned, I laid across the seat on my back with my head in his lap. I looked up at him while he drove. Without sitting up, I gave him the final directions to my apartment building.
When we came to complete stop in front of my building, I remained laying across the seat with my head in his lap. I asked for his phone so I could add my number to his contacts. He hesitated, but did hand me his phone. I quickly added my number under the name 'Unintentional Homewrecker'. While handing him back his phone, I told him not to be shy about calling. I would be happy to talk to him any time. I'd also be willing to spend more time alone with him, if he wanted.
Rising up on my knees, I leaned in and kissed him one last time. Before leaving his car, I looked right into his eyes and said, "You wouldn't have to be half your age to marry me. I mean, if you weren't already married and you proposed to me right now, my answer could be 'yes'."
I slipped out of his SUV leaving him with his mouth hanging open. I stood barefoot on the sidewalk with my shirt still unbuttoned, holding my shoes and socks. Before closing the door, I looked back at him and while pointing at my panties hanging from the mirror, said, "You might want to put those someplace else before you get home." I then blew him a kiss and closed the door.
As I walked to the door of my building, I made sure to wiggle my butt more than usual. He hadn't moved even when I laid my hand on the door handle. Turning back, I saw him sitting there watching me. He waved, but still didn't leave. I opened my door and set my shoes and socks just inside my building. I then tiptoed back out to Xander's car. I opened the door and while licking my lips, I said, "I want you to know, I'm going to play with myself at least once more before I fall asleep tonight. And when I do, I'll be thinking about you. In my fantasy tonight, I'm going to give you my virginity."
I quickly crawled across the seat and kissed him one last time before sliding back out of his car. I closed the door to his SUV and walked right into my building without looking back.
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Mother had always been a work-a-holic. She traveled a minimum of 3 weeks each month and would often leave for 2 or more weeks straight. The day before I began my freshman year at a local community college, she left to open an office for her company on the opposite side of the planet. It was St. Patrick's Day before I saw her again. She left again a few weeks later and didn't return until May.
When she was at home, she wasn't. She worked a minimum of 12 hours each day. She never took a day off, not a weekend or a holiday. On those rare occasions when she was at home while I was awake, she locked herself into her office and kept on working. I remember listening to her talk on the phone for hours, wishing she would talk to me for a fraction of that time.
Our home was impressive. It was far too big for the two of us. But mother had to keep up appearances with her peers. We lived in an upscale neighborhood where people tended to mind their own business and privacy was of paramount importance. The houses were spaced well apart and no two windows of adjacent homes faced each other. When left alone in the house for any period of time, it became very lonely and made me feel quite isolated.
The savior from my loneliness was our housekeeper, Adella, a full-figured Hispanic woman, who was older than my mother by several years. She stopped by every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday to tidy up the house. Adella always wore a crisp white apron over a gray or black dress with comfortable white shoes. Her long black hair was usually pulled up into a tight bun.
She was a sturdy, stout woman. Strong enough to move furniture that I couldn't even budge. But she was kind, affectionate and sympathetic to my loneliness. She spoke to me as if I were her own child. She has always called me Chica. It was years before I learned it translated to little girl. Even now, I don't find that offensive at all.
Some might say it could have been due to my absent mother, or perhaps my lack of friends, but I wound up anxiously waiting for Adella to arrive. And once there, I would follow her around like a puppy. Eventually, Adella began giving me chores to help with the cleaning. She taught me how to properly and thoroughly clean rooms. It eventually got to the point where I would do the cleaning and Adella would move from room to room with me, making sure I did a good job, correcting me if it was unsatisfactory.
When I finally was able to clean my entire house without making a single mistake, Adella presented me with my very own apron and told me that it was official, I was a housekeeper just like her! Hearing her praise made me so proud of what I'd accomplished. It was an old-fashioned pinafore style with wide ruffled shoulder straps and hem. It was stiffly starched and bright white. The shoulder straps would cross my back holding the upper part of the apron against my chest. The wide strap that would loop around my narrow waist, would be tied in a giant bow at my lower back. The apron and its ruffled edging would extend to mid-thigh.
I was extremely excited and when I went to put it on, Adella stopped me. She said the apron should only be worn over a dress. And since I didn't have a dress, I would have to wear nothing at all. It only took a little coaxing, by this time Adella and I had become the best of friends. She helped me undress and was the second person to see me completely naked. She adored my fine, light blonde body hair and my 'pene petite' which she translated to 'petite penis'. I stood before her naked and blushing while she fussed with the apron for much longer than necessary. She eventually hung the apron on my body and tied the waist strap in a big bow on my back. Before leaving that afternoon, Adella gently kissed my lips and whispered, something in Spanish. I asked what she said, she kissed my lips again and said that she wished I were her daughter. I blushed deeply, threw my arms up and around her neck and said, "I love you, Adella."
From then on, I would greet Adella with a kiss wearing only my housekeeping uniform. It was a thrill to open the door for her wearing only my crisp white apron. It never failed to make my petite penis throb with excitement. We would always embrace with our bunny-kiss. And feeling her warm hands on my bare back and bottom added to my sexual tension. I was desperate for her company and at the same time, ached for a moment alone so I could relieve my arousal.
Once our hug and kiss had ended, I got right to work. She followed me from room to room, supervising and inspecting my work. She had a habit of leaning over my shoulder to check on my progress. While doing this, she would always lay her open palm on my bare bottom. She would hold a cheek in her hand while whispering in my ear, giving me hints on how to better clean whatever it was I happened to be cleaning. She never missed an opportunity to brush the back of her hand against bump my stiff penis made either! And at least once a day, she would flip up my apron so she could see my petite penis in all its glory.
The first time she sent me out to her car to retrieve a cleaning product, I was as nervous as cat! I ran to her car while trying to keep my bottom hidden, got what she'd sent me for and then raced back inside. After making to trip to her car a dozen or so times and never seeing anyone or even a car drive by, I became much more relaxed about stepping outside in my apron.
For several weeks, we followed this routine. Those three days each week were easily the highlight of my life. I truly loved her company and the way she teased my inexperienced body. It was at this point I realized I was a tease! I found myself bending at the waist with my bottom poked out toward her. I often dried my hands on my apron, always lifting well above my little penis so she would have a clear view of it. Most daringly, I even began to remove my apron immediately after my work was finished. Giving her a goodbye hug and kiss while completely naked was a new thrill for both of us.
It was the third time I stood just inside my front door, naked and in Adella's arms, giving her a goodbye hug that she changed my life forever. She whispered in my ear that I did a very good job that day. She told me that cleaning my own house was one thing, but cleaning someone else's house was entirely different. Adella suggested I try cleaning her house, to test my cleaning skills.
Of course, I loved the idea and cherished every moment I spent with her. I eagerly accepted as I squirmed against her soft body while teasingly asking how she planned on paying me for becoming her housekeeper. One of her hands rested on my bottom and I felt a finger snake between my cheeks until the pad of that finger touched my wrinkled hole! I squeaked and jumped, I'd never felt anything so electric before. That erotic surge rushed from my bottom to my brain and right back to my little penis! At that same moment, she'd dropped her free hand until its first finger and thumb had looped around my stiff and leaking penis. She turned me sideways, so my penis wasn't pointing right at her and began slowly stroking up and down. She licked my ear and whispered that she was sure she could find a way to reward me.
It took far less than a minute for my body to explode in a massive orgasm. My eyes squeezed tightly shut and I felt every single muscle in my body go completely taut! I convulsed hard! My little balls pulled in close and my juices erupted from my penis like a bottle rocket. Spurts of my creamy love shot several feet across the entryway floor. I spasmed violently and nearly fell. Adella kept rubbing and squeezing until the final dollop fell from my penis and landed near my bare feet.
Kissing my cheek while still holding my wilting penis in her hand, she told me she'd be by the next morning at 9:00 am sharp to pick me up. I was to be wearing a clean and freshly pressed apron, nothing else. She kissed my cheek again and told me to clean up the mess I'd made. She then turned, opened the front door to my home and walked to her car, leaving my door wide open.
On rubbery legs, I moved to the doorway and watched her get in her car. I stepped out into the sunshine in my bare skin and waved to her as she followed the driveway and disappeared down the street.
--
As promised, the next morning, Adella pulled into my driveway at 9:00 am on the dot. I had been up for hours! The previous night I'd put my apron in the wash. That morning I applied a liberal amount of starch while pressing it. I then tidied up my house, I'd become a little OCD about having a clean home lately. After a long bath where I nearly scrubbed myself raw with a loofa, I slipped on my apron and waited at the front door for Adella to arrive.
At a few minutes until nine, I stepped outside and checked to be sure the emergency key was in its hiding place before closing the door. Locked outside, I became nervous rather quickly waiting for Adella to arrive. Mustering all my courage, I moved to stand in the middle of my driveway. Standing there, in only my pristine white apron, I shivered with the idea of how she'd feel seeing me outside like this.
A sense of relief washed over me when I saw her car appear down the street. I was never so excited to see anyone before. And when she pulled up close to where I stood, I smiled and flipped up the front of my apron to flash her my stiff penis! I was tempted to completely remove my apron right there in my driveway. But before I could, Adella wagged her finger at me, indicating that I needed to join her. While I tip-toed across my driveway toward her car, I kept my apron lifted high.
After sliding into the passenger's seat of her car, Adella leaned over and kissed me. She was wearing a pretty, white peasant dress with intricate embroidery looped around the skirt. The upper part of the dress seemed to emphasize her massive breasts which immediately grabbed my attention. I'd never seen her dressed casually before, and I really, really liked seeing her like that.
She gently patted my very excited penis over my apron with her open palm. I bit my lip and squirmed as I recalled the manner in which she'd touched me the previous day. She told me I needed to calm down. There was work to do and I wouldn't be getting 'paid' until her house was spotless. I whimpered softly as she pulled away from my home.
Looking down at myself, I knew anyone passing would see a somewhat feminine looking boy wearing an extremely feminine apron. Thankfully even trucks passing wouldn't see more than my bare knees. My apron kept most of my body hidden from view. But as I rode with Adella across town I quickly became concerned. She was taking me to a part of town my mother had told me never to venture into. My mother said it was dangerous. I mentioned this to Adella and she only smiled and told me she wouldn't let any harm come to me. That calmed me down somewhat, but I still had a knot in my stomach.
Adella eventually drove into a neighborhood that looked a little better than the areas we'd just passed through. We didn't speak until we'd pulled in front of her home. It was a single-story, rectangular home. It was set just a short distance off the street and had a well-kept lawn that appeared freshly mown. Her house appeared to be in reasonably good shape when compared to a few of her neighbors.
I sat in her car in my perfect, little, white apron and had never felt so out of place before. There were a few men and women in their yards and on the street, some of whom I was sure would see me when I made the dash to Adella's front door. Of these people, I was by far the palest and most petite. The knot in my stomach had grown much worse.
I was just about to ask Adella to please take me home when she opened her door and walked around the car. Luckily, she'd parked with the passenger's side of the car closest to her house. When she opened my door for me, I quickly looked up and down the street. Seeing those same people in plain view of the car and Adella's home, I was panicking and my body quickly became covered with a thin layer of perspiration. Biting my lip, I took her hand when she offered it to me.
Stepping out of her car and onto the sidewalk was an indescribable experience. I stood there in the mid-morning sunlight with my entire backside bare to the world! I'd exposed myself to Adella on numerous occasions. But standing in front of her house with all those people around made me feel completely bare. Still grasping onto her hand, she led me to her front door. I stood on the front step trying to hide my bare bottom while she took her time unlocking the door. I was too afraid to look around and see if anyone was staring. But I know we had an audience for that short period of time.
It wasn't until we'd stepped in her home and the door was closed that I realized how much my penis had enjoyed those few moments. It was completely rigid and leaking its excitement! I squirmed where I stood, which made the delicate head of my penis drag against the starched material of my apron. This wasn't a new feeling, I'd often experienced this while cleaning with Adella. And that dangerously erotic feeling always made my toes curl.
Adella released my hand, crossed the living room and sat down on a comfortable looking chair. She pointed to an unknown area of her home and told me the cleaning supplies were in the laundry room down the hall. After she'd reclined back in her chair, I bit my lower lip, lowered my chin and made my way to the pantry.
The laundry-room was easy to find. But it wasn't much of a room. Two doors opened to expose the washer and dryer that consumed all but a little of the available space. There were shelves above the appliances where she kept her cleaning supplies. The vacuum, broom, dustpan, mop, and bucket stood in the back corner. I quickly became acquainted with what she had available and went right to work.
Her house was a very small two-bedroom home. Both bedrooms were equipped with beds, but one seemed to be a guest room. I began with the guest room, I stripped the bed and put the bedcoverings in the washer. I thoroughly dusted all surfaces and polished all of the wood. I then vacuumed the room the best I could without moving the bed. The last thing I did was further organize the closet. There were a few things that seemed out of place. As I finished, I heard the washing machine chime and shifted the bedcoverings to the dryer.
From there I moved to Adella's bedroom. I repeated the same process I'd performed in the guest room. Although I paused when I found Adella's nightgown folded neatly under her pillow. Holding such a personal item in my hands was incredibly arousing. I couldn't stop myself from lifting the delicate gown to my nose and smelling her lovely scent. Before I got too carried away, I placed the nightgown in her clothes basket I found in her closet. After stripping her bed, I sorted out the dirty clothes from the basket. I had three piles, in addition to the sheets, one of which were her delicates that needed hand washing.
I began rotating the laundry through the washer and dryer as each load finished. While it did its work, I got back to my job. Her bedroom took longer than the guest room, due to her room being used on a daily basis. But it was soon finished and I eagerly undertook the task of handwashing her intimates. I filled the bathroom sink with warm water, added two capfuls of the Woolite I'd found with the other detergents, and lovingly washed her immense panties, sturdy bras with cups big enough to contain cantaloupes, well-worn stockings, and nightgown. Just holding those items was enough to my petite penis throb and ache for attention.
I rinsed each piece of clothing thoroughly before wringing them out and placing them in a spare basket. I tiptoed into the living room to find Adella with a cup of coffee, watching a Spanish program on TV. She didn't notice me enter the room, so I crossed the room and plopped down across her lap. Giggling, with my arms around her neck, I asked where she hung her clothes to dry. She kissed my cheek and told me there was a clothesline in the backyard. Hopping back up off her lap, I paused to ask if she needed a refill of coffee. She had a strange look about her after I'd asked that question. I was worried I'd offended her.
She stood up and took me in her arms. She hugged me against her big, soft body and told me I was a very special Chica. She had never had anyone clean her home before and never dreamed I would treat her so kindly. I snuggled into her embrace and told her she was very special too and that I was lucky to know her. I thought she was crying for a moment, but she promised she wasn't. The next thing I knew, she'd taken hold of my apron straps and was slowly untying it. I giggled and tried to pull away from her. I told her I still had work to do. She told me the cleaning could wait and at that moment, she wanted to make me feel like a princesa.
She made quick work of my apron and it was soon neatly resting over the back of her chair. She laid her hands on my naked hips and guided me down the hall toward her bedroom. I tried to tell her again I wasn't finished cleaning, but she would have none of it. When we entered her room and found her bed stripped to the mattress, she leaned in close, kissed my neck and told me I really was a thorough housekeeper. She said we'd have to find somewhere else to play.
She left me to open her top dresser drawer. She pulled out a bright-white, high-rise panty with massive bands of lace around the openings. Taking my hand once again, she led me back to the living room. After clearing the few things off of her coffee table, she asked me to lay down on it. I did exactly as I was told. She sat on the couch beside the table. Taking the smooth, nylon panties in her hand, she wrapped them around my rigid penis.
She held my throbbing penis firmly. She didn't stroke or rub me. She simply held me in her panties. In a soft whisper, she said she'd been fantasizing about taking me to have my hair and make-up done in her niece's salon. She imagined me dressed in the sexiest of lingerie and wearing an elegant, quinceanera gown. She began slowly stroking up and down while continuing with her fantasy. She imagined me walking into a hall filled with everyone from her neighborhood. No one would speak a word of English, which would mean I'd have no clue what anyone was saying. For my special waltz, I would dance alone in the spotlight, in front of everyone. While I danced, I would slowly remove my gown until I danced in only my little panties and heels. Hundreds of people would watch me dance and they would all be filled with lust. Everyone would long to have me for their own. But that night, the night of my very special quinceanera, Adella and I would make love and fall sleep in each other's arms.
I laid on that table, unable to breathe, unable to move. My whole body was tense and I was on the verge of squirting into Adella's panties. She leaned down close and kissed my lips. She asked, "So Chica, would you like to have your very own sissy quinceanera?"
My back arched deeply and I squealed in an unusually high pitch. My little penis throbbed once, twice and then spurted out a big glob of my pearly white cream. She squeezed me tightly in her panties and pulled up and down while kissing my eyelids. My hips bucked up off the table when my penis spurted again. She whispered sweet things to me while kissing my lips, nose, and cheeks.
Adella soon sat up and used her panties to mop up of the pools of my pearly white cum that had seeped through that delicate garment. She helped me onto my feet, handed me the cummy panties and sent me off to the bathroom. After relieving myself, I got right back to work.
The first thing I did was handwash the panties I'd just used. Adding them to the pile, I picked up the basket and made my way to the living room. When I arrived, I saw Adella sitting in her chair and my apron had disappeared! I asked her about it and she told me she preferred me running around her home naked! I giggled and squirmed and explained I needed to hang up the wash. That I had to go outside. She looked me right in the eye and said she wasn't stopping me, just go and do it.



I made my way through her kitchen and stood at her back door. I cracked it open and peeked outside. There were a few trees and neatly manicured flower beds. The lawn, like the front yard, looked to be freshly mown. And off to one side of her yard stood a pair of poles shaped like 'T's. Between them hung drying lines. On one of them hung a bag of clothespins. The small back yard was surrounded by a low, chain link fence. The houses on either side of hers and the three houses behind her would all be able to see me once I stepped outside!
Voices could be heard, but couldn't see anyone from her back door. I quickly stepped outside, using the basket to hide behind. Biting my lower lip and peeking around, it looked like the coast was clear. I dashed across her yard, set the basket down and began to quickly hang up her intimate clothing. Handling them once again caused my little penis to get stiff. Just as I was hanging up the last panty, I heard a voice. Turning my head, I saw a woman leaning over the fence. She was older than Adella but had her same build. She called me over to her. Feeling her eyes on my naked body made my little penis throb all the more, and I know I was blushing from head to toe! I picked up the basket and hid behind it before crossing the yard.
The woman introduced herself as Camila, Adella's neighbor. She guessed who I was, apparently, Adella had spoken of me. Camila complimented my choice of clothing while her eyes traveled from one end of my body to the other. Her gaze lingered on the parts of my hidden behind the laundry basket. Glancing around, I was lucky to find no one else was near enough to see me. But I was still extremely nervous. I told Camila it was nice to meet her and excused myself to finish cleaning Adella's home.
Camila stopped me from going anywhere. She said I looked like a nice boy, but she warned me to treat Adella with kindness and respect. She told me that Adella was her oldest friend and if I hurt her in any way, she would punish me in ways I couldn't imagine. A shiver shot up my spine when I imagined this large woman spanking my bare bottom and making me stand in a corner.
I assured Camila that I would never harm Adella. I shared with her that I was visiting her so I could clean her home. I told her Adella had taught me how to clean a house and I'd come here to practice. While I spoke, Camila looked me up and down while I hid behind the laundry basket. She smiled before suggesting I stop by the next day to clean her house. She told me it could use a good cleaning. I squirmed behind the basket, lowered my chin and bit my lip. I explained that I'd need to check with Adella first.
She smirked before asking why I needed Adella's permission to clean her house. I told her it wouldn't seem right if I didn't get her permission. She nodded, accepted my explanation and told me if Adella approved, she expected me to arrive dressed as I was, on her doorstep the next morning.
I nodded my head and whispered, "Yes ma'am."
When our conversation ended, I raced back inside. I quickly told Adella what had happened. She pulled me down onto her lap and asked if I wanted to clean her friend's home. She then drug her finger along the underside of my stiff penis. She said it looked like my little penis was looking forward to it! I whimpered softly and confirmed that I would enjoy cleaning her house too. I verbally rationalized it by saying it would give me the opportunity to practice cleaning someone else's home. Adella agreed and told me she'd get me to Camila's doorstep the next morning.
Knowing I still had a ton of work to do, I slipped off of her lap and went right back to work. I swapped out loads of laundry. With the clean sheets, I remade the guest room bed. When finished, I didn't pause before tackling the bathroom. I scrubbed the tub/shower, sink, and countertop, and toilet. I washed the mirror and was careful not to leave streaks. As a nice touch, I folded the first sheet of toilet tissue into a triangle. I always thought that was a nice touch. With the bucket and scrub brush, I scoured the floor until it sparkled. Walking out of the bathroom, I was very proud of the job I'd done. The room smelled and looked perfectly clean!
I changed out the laundry again. After making Adella's bed, both of the bedrooms and the bathroom were done. Adella smiled at me and let her eyes wander over my naked body as I passed through the living room on my way to the kitchen. Before tackling the kitchen, I paused to refill Adella's coffee cup. She seemed to glow while I stood there topping off her coffee. She told me I was spoiling her and she may never take me home! I giggled and told her I'd be lucky to live with her. I then wiggled my bottom while making my way back to the kitchen.
The dishes were first, there were only a few of them. I washed them in the sink, hand dried them and put them away. I then pulled everything out of the refrigerator and wiped down the inside until it sparkled. I put everything back where I thought it should be and then scrubbed the microwave, inside and out. The countertops, stove, and sink were next on my list. I then retrieved the broom and dustpan a swept the floor. While returning them to the laundry room, I paused to switch the loads in the laundry and spent several minutes folding and hanging her clothes up neatly. I explored the dresser drawers and closet before deciding where everything belonged.
Back to the laundry room, I grabbed the bucket and scrub brush I'd used in the bathroom. Wandering back through the living room, I made sure Adella noticed me. I really loved having her eyes on my body! Before finishing up the kitchen, I refilled her coffee once again. She told me she could get used to having me spoil her and I told her I could get used to taking care of her!
The next 45 minutes I spent on my hands and knees on the kitchen floor, scrubbing every nook and cranny. Several times, I peeked over my shoulder and caught Adella looking at my naked body. Every time I caught her looking, a shiver shot through me and my penis tingled wildly.
After returning the bucket and mop to the laundry room, I changed loads of laundry again. When placing the clean clothes in her drawers, I spent a few extra moments to tidy up the stacks of clothing in them. Back to the laundry room, I grabbed a feather duster, furniture polish, the vacuum, and a few other items. The living room was the last room I needed to clean. When I moved all of those items into the living room, I apologized to Adella. I'd be interrupting the program she watching. She turned off the TV while telling me it was no problem at all.
Her eyes never left my body the whole time I spent cleaning that room. We didn't talk much at all. She simply sat there and watched my naked body move about the room, dusting, polishing and wiping everything down. Having her look at my body like that caused my penis to become aroused once again. My pink nipples even became stiff and the wrinkled hole of my bottom clenched up and relaxed sporadically. By the time I started to vacuum, I was extremely horny! My little penis was leaking drips of my love on the carpet!
I moved about the room like I was dancing. Adella's gaze never left my body. I took my time vacuuming. When I finally shut the machine off, I bent all the way over and slowly wound the cord up on the hooks of the vacuum. I knew I was teasing her and I loved it! After putting everything away, I quickly folded the last load of laundry and put it away before returning to the living room. I stood right in front of Adella with my hands behind my back and told her I'd finished.
She smiled and stood up before me. She took my hand and led me to the guest room to inspect my work. During that short walk, she told me she really enjoyed watching me clean her home. She peeked into the rooms we passed, she seemed very pleased. Once in the guest room, I stood naked by the door and waiting while she looked over all I'd done. When finished, she smiled and told me I'd done a very good job.
I stepped into her bedroom first, Adella was behind me with her hand on my extreme lower back. Once in her room, she closed the door. She then pulled up her skirt and slid her big panties down her thighs so she could step out of them. With her hands on my shoulders, she gently pressed me downward.
I bit my lip and dropped to my knees. Adella flipped her dress up over my body and I was lost in the humid, musky scent of her arousal. She leaned back against the door and pressed my face against her sex. I wrapped my arms around her thick thighs and licked along her very wet lips. When I reached her fat clit, I sucked it into my mouth and tickled it with my tongue. I licked circles around her clit with the tip of my tongue and then sucked it back between my lips. Her hands gripped the back of my head and smushed me into her pussy even more. I concentrated on her clit. When she pulled me in even tighter against her, my face slipped down and my nose began rubbing against her clit while I slipped my tongue in and out of her. Pulling me against her even tighter, she began humping herself against my face. I struggled to catch my breath, but Adella seemed too far gone to notice.
I knew she was getting close. Her legs began to quiver and she ground against my face with even more urgency. I lapped at her sex like a puppy at a water dish. Through her dress, she gripped my hair in her hands and thrust forward before moaning, "Oh Chica!" Her body began to shake and she pulled me against her so tightly. I flicked my tongue against her and then dipped it inside her. She orgasmed hard. I heard her gasping for breath while the orgasm washed through her body. She held my head tightly, but perfectly still. When her grip loosened, I slid upward and sucked her fat, little clit back in my mouth. She screamed out, "Chica!" and pushed me away from her.
I knelt naked on her bedroom floor. My face glistening with her juices. My little prong of a penis poking up between my legs. And I worked on catching my breath while watching Adella come down from her orgasm. She was leaning back against her bedroom door. With her dress fallen back in place, she looked mostly normal. Except that her face was flushed and she had a glassy look in her eyes. Her legs were still spread apart and her hands were flat against the door behind her.
When she'd regained her composure, she offered me her hands and helped me onto my feet. Standing there, Adella apologized. When I asked why she was apologizing, she told me she felt she forced herself upon me. I smiled and told her she could force herself upon me anytime she wanted! She leaned in to kiss me but paused. I giggled and quickly excused myself to wash my face.
When I returned from the bathroom, Adella was sitting on her bed and her panties were still on the floor. While I crossed the room, I picked up her panties and deposited them into the empty laundry basket before sitting down beside her. She told me she hadn't cum that in a very long time. She thanked me for what I'd done. I told her she didn't need to thank me. I told her she deserved to feel that good. I told her I was happy I was able to do that for her.
She wrapped her arms around my naked body and kissed me. I looped my arms up and around her neck and kissed her back. It was a long, gentle, romantic kiss with just a little tongue. We were soon laying together, side-by-side on the bed kissing and whispering to each other.
After pleasing her with my mouth, I found myself to be very erect and very horny again. I couldn't stop myself from grinding against her thigh. She smiled at me, kissed my nose and then rolled herself on top of me. When she did, the entire bed moved and I slid around until she settled herself on top of me. Lifting her dress out from between us, she reached down, took hold of my little penis and slipped it inside her womanly pussy.
I've often tried to imagine what we looked like at that moment. Here was this full-figured Spanish woman wearing a dress. She was sitting up, straddling a skinny, pale boy a fraction of her age. And that boy beneath her was freaking out because he'd never felt so wonderful before. I know I was wiggling around and trying so hard not to squirt at the moment I'd entered Adella. I know I made noises, I heard them, but I don't remember actually making them.
While I continued to struggle not to cum, Adella reached down and laid her soft, warm hand against my cheek. She told me it was okay. She told me to just let it happen. I gasped for air and tried to thrust my hips upward, but the weight of her body kept me from moving my hips at all. I became completely pinned to the mattress when Adella leaned forward and kissed my lips. I squealed loudly and tried to wiggle around, all I could move were my arms and legs. Adella reached up and held my arms down with hers. She then moved her legs so mine were trapped under her meaty legs. It was the most amazing feeling, lying beneath her, unable to move. It was like I was completely wrapped up and surrounded in her love. If anyone would have walked into that room, I doubt they would know I was even there.
The moment became even more surreal when my little penis erupted just inside of her loving, warm pussy. I whimpered and squeaked. My body tried to spasm from the intensity of the orgasm, but I was trapped. I'd never been unable to move with I'd cum before. It was such an extraordinary experience.
As my orgasm subsided, my body calmed down and relaxed. Adella waited until the last twitch of my muscles before whispering, "Te Amo Chica."
When I asked what that meant, she leaned down kissed each of my eyelids, my nose and then my lips. In the softest of whispers, she said, "I love you, Chica."
Biting my lip hard, I whispered back, "I love you too Adella."
I don't know how long we spent laying there, but it wasn't long enough. All too soon, we had to get up and clean ourselves off. Adella made me wait in her room until she cleaned herself up in the bathroom. She told me she wasn't ready for me to see her body yet. I can't imagine why. I couldn't think any less of her because she was overweight. But I did as I was asked and waited until she called me into the bathroom.
She used a warm, wet cloth to wipe me down. I squirmed under her touch and once I was clean, I asked her to go relax while I finished tidying up. I touched up the bathroom and then stripped the comforter from her bed. There was a bit of a wet spot. I found another comforter in the closet and put that on her bed while the other I put into the washing machine.
Making my way to the living room, I stopped and told her I was going to get her clothes from the line. She smiled and said Camila may still be out there. I blushed and told her she'd see all of me the next day anyway! That's when Adella told me she'd changed her mind. She wasn't going to allow me to clean Camila's home. Adella said there were only two homes I'd be cleaning, hers and mine! But I was warned that Camila may be invited over for coffee the next time I cleaned her house. They were best friends and Adella knew Camila would love to watch me clean in the nude.
I shivered a little, the thought of those two ladies watching me clean really turned me on! Adella must've noticed my penis becoming stiff. Reaching out, she tickled my pale scrotum with her fingers. She then sent me out to get her clothes from the line.
Just as before, I peeked outside, found no one, and raced with the basket to the clothesline. I glanced around nervously, hoping no one caught me. But at the same time, I had the desire for Camila to step outside and see me. I stood there pulling down giant panties, huge bras and a massive nightgown from the clothesline. Before putting them in the basket, I folded each of them neatly. Picking up the basket, I held it away from my body, so if Camila stepped outside, no part of my body would be hidden. But she never joined me and I got back into Adella's home without being seen. I put all of her intimates away in the appropriate drawers before reporting to Adella in the living room. I told her I was finished and asked if there was anything else I could do.
Standing before her, my penis mostly hard again, she licked her lips and uttered, "There are lots of things you can do for me."
I dropped to my knees again and crawled between her thighs. She scooted down in her chair and lifted her dress. As I disappeared under the thin cloth, she laid her hands on my head and I began to kiss and lick the plump lips of her pussy. I heard her moan, "Chica, I'm keeping you here with me for a few days. You don't want to stay in your big house all alone, do you? Wouldn't you like to stay with me, Chica?"
I sucked her clit in and out of my mouth several times before answering. From under her dress, I whimpered, "Yes, I'd love that Adella!" I went right back to pleasing her with my lips and tongue. She stroked my head while I ate her. She then whispered, "Chica, why don't you call me madre. Adella sounds too formal."
Sucking and slurping sounds filled the room while I feasted on her pussy. I broke away long enough to ask, "What does it mean?"
She slowly pulled her dress up over my head. With a gentle touch, she indicated me to stop what I was doing and look at her. In a soft voice, she told me it meant 'mother'. My back arched and I felt my little penis throb hard. I whispered, 'I love you madre'.
Adella smiled warmly and passed her fingers through my hair. Lowering my mouth back onto her sex, I gently licked her swollen lips and clit. While I made love to her with my mouth, I realized I'd be spending the next several days naked. I also knew madre and I would make love many times before she took me home. But home was the last place I wanted to think about. For the next several days I planned on focusing all my attention on Adella. I wanted her to feel as loved as she deserved.
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My mother left my father and me suddenly when I was in my teens. Over the next several years, my father dated a few different women. The one woman who I liked the most was Samantha. My father had introduced me to her after they'd been out a few times. She was a tall, voluptuous woman with wide hips and huge boobs. She and I hit it off immediately. She didn't immediately try to treat me as if I were her son. But she had a gentle, maternal way about her that I found to be very pleasant.
During the time immediately after my high school graduation, I began to feel a strange tension in my house. My father began acting differently. I couldn't put my finger on what it was, but there was something happening that I wasn't aware of. Soon afterward, it was announced he would be marrying Samantha. The wedding was put together very quickly and they were wed only 3 months later.
They decided against going on a honeymoon and I quickly learned why. About 5 weeks after they were married, my father and Samantha sat me down and told me my father had been diagnosed with cancer. 6 months later he passed away.
His passing seemed so sudden. I wasn't at all ready for him to leave. But thankfully Samantha was there, we grieved together and that event brought us closer together. She and I spent those terrible months after his death growing extremely close to one another. We cried together, we laughed together, we grieved his passing until it hurt much less on a daily basis.
I put off college indefinitely. I kept the job I'd had through high school and spent my free time at home with Samantha. All my friends had left for college, so I really had no one else to spend time with. Not that I really wanted to, Samantha had proven to be a very good friend and stepmother.
Over time, I learned she was very open about sexuality. We had long talks about hetero, homo, and bisexuality. She loved to talk about fetishes, domination, submission, and exhibitionism were her favorites. She must've known when she began going into details about different fetishes, my mind was absorbing all she said. I used those little talks as fantasies during my alone times at night.
While heading to bed one evening, I stopped and kissed her goodnight. She sat there on the couch and looked up from the show she was watching. She asked if I was going to masturbate. I blushed, nodded my head and in a soft voice, told I was. She smiled and told me to take the box of tissues from the bathroom to clean up. She also told me to go pee afterward so I wouldn't get a bladder infection.
I stumbled out of the room with humiliation burning to my core. Samantha knew I was going to masturbate! She asked and I told her I was going to play with myself! I was so embarrassed. But at the same time, my penis was rock-hard in my pants! I was mortified, but I did move the box of tissues to my bedside before I began. And I followed her instructions about using the bathroom afterward.
The next morning, I walked into the kitchen and while she poured me a glass of juice, she asked if I had a nice orgasm before falling asleep. I blushed and smiled, then told her I had a very nice orgasm. Over breakfast that morning, we had a long talk about masturbation. She reminded me it was a natural thing and I shouldn't be ashamed of it.
That same afternoon, after walking out of the bathroom, she called my name and I found her in the living room watching one of her favorite talk shows. She muted the TV and while I stood right in front of her, she asked why I took so long in the bathroom. I blushed and mumbled something I knew she couldn't hear. She asked if I had gone in there to masturbate. Blushing even deeper, I nodded my head.
She reminded me that I needn't be embarrassed. And as a matter-of-fact, she would like me to begin announcing my intention to masturbate before I left the room. The concept of telling Samantha that I was going to go masturbate every time I did it was frightening. She would probably think I was a freak if she knew how often I played with myself! I did it a lot!
That evening, as I was getting up to go to bed, I leaned down and kissed her goodnight. I then stood up straight, and with humiliation surging through my body, I told her I was going to masturbate and then go to sleep. She leaned forward, patted my bottom with her large open palm and said, "Good boy. Have fun and don't forget to go potty when you're finished."
The following morning at breakfast, I apologized because I'd masturbated before joining her that morning. She smiled, told me it was okay. And that she was happy I'd been honest with her. She then asked if I'd woken up with a stiffie. I told her I had. She asked if I got naked when I masturbated. I told her I usually just lowered my pants and underpants and pulled my shirt up. She then asked if I would try something new. She asked me to promise I'd get completely naked every time I played with myself. Orgasms are a very special thing and they are made so much better when naked.
There was something terribly embarrassing about her knowing when I would masturbate. And what was surprising was that I couldn't stop thinking about her knowing. It was driving me crazy and I couldn't remember ever being so horny, so often.
Just after we'd had lunch, I could stand it no longer. I bit my lower lip, looked up into her eyes and told her I was going to my room to masturbate. She pulled me into an embrace, one of her hands was on the back of my head, the other on my extreme lower back, my face resting just above her large, soft breast. She told me to remember to get naked first. She didn't want me wearing a single thing. And after I'd cleaned up and gone potty, I was to get dressed and tell her if I preferred playing with myself clothed or naked.
As soon as she released me, I smiled up at her and dashed off to my room. I locked my door as usual and then quickly stripped off all of my clothes. My smallish penis was already throbbing wildly when I laid on my bed, on top of the covers. I took hold of my penis with my first finger and thumb and slowly slid them up and down. I spread my legs wide and felt so naughty being naked and playing with myself in the middle of the day. It was made even more naughty knowing my stepmother knew exactly what I was doing. Just before my penis squirted out its juice, I imagined my stepmother walking into my room and seeing me like that.
After resting for a few moments, recovering from a very powerful orgasm, I wiped up the mess with tissues. I then rose up off the bed and went to get dressed. But then I remembered what I'd been told. She told me to clean up, go potty and then get dressed. A shiver shot up my spine when I considered following her instructions exactly as she had said them. Having just fantasized about her walking in and seeing me masturbate, it didn't take long for me to do the unthinkable.
Still naked, my penis began to stiffen anew as I reached for my doorknob. Cracking open my door, I heard the TV on in the living room and figured she would be on the couch. I opened the door far enough to step into the hall and quickly tiptoed to the bathroom. Just as I was shutting the door, I heard my stepmother laugh at something that was said on TV. The door shut quietly and I moved to the toilet. I lifted the seat and stood there and peed. It felt so odd going to the bathroom naked without any other clothes in the room and my stepmother in the house!
When I flushed the toilet, I was shocked at how loud it was. I had never realized how loud it was until that moment. I stood naked in the bathroom and waited for the noise to stop. When it did, I unlocked the door and cracked it open. Peeking down the hall, I didn't see her and I still heard the TV. So I quickly stepped back into the hall and rushed to my room. My heart was pounding in my chest and my penis was stiff all over again. I laid on my bed, spread my legs wide and imagined her walking in on me. I considered masturbating again but decided I would do as I'd been told. I would let her know before I masturbated, not after. So I pulled on a white t-shirt, my underpants, and light gray, soft-cotton shorts. Even with my thin, 4-inch penis, it was still obvious it was hard.
I opened my door and walked into the living room. As I'd guessed, she was seated in her usual spot on the couch. I crossed the room and took a seat beside her. She waited until the next commercial before muting the TV and laying her large, soft hand on my thigh. Looking into my eyes, she said, "I love you in these little shorts. You've got the cutest legs for a 20-year-old boy! So, tell me, was it better to play with yourself naked?"
I whimpered softly when her hand squeezed my thigh. I told her it was much better to do that naked. It was so much more intense doing it naked in the middle of the day. When she didn't say anything, I felt like I had to keep talking. So I bashfully shared the fantasy I'd had of her walking in and seeing me. She seemed to enjoy that fact. And when I told her about my naked trip to the bathroom, she squeezed my thigh and whispered two words under her breath, 'good boy'. The last thing I told her was how stiff I got doing all those things and that I almost masturbated again, but decided I needed to tell her before I did.
With her hand still on my thigh, she looked into my eyes and asked if I was still horny? I bit my lip, lowered my chin and told her I was. Lifting my chin with her index finger until we were looking into each other's eyes, she asked if I wanted to masturbate again. I told her I did. The pinky finger of her opposite hand slipped under the hem of my shorts and nearly touched my underpants.
In a soft, but firm voice she said, "Do you want to tell me anything?"
A new and more powerful wave of humiliation flowed through my body. My penis was throbbing wildly under my shorts. Every time I tried to look away from her, she guided my eyes back to hers with her finger under my chin. I had to force myself to speak. And when I did, my voice cracked, "I, I, I am going to go play with myself again."
She then smiled and told me to go have fun. As I stood and began to cross the room, she told me to leave my bedroom door unlocked this time. A shiver shot up my spine and my little penis throbbed wickedly. And as I approached the hall, she reminded me to get naked first. I quickly reached down and pulled my t-shirt up and over my head. I looked back at her and smiled. She hooted and chanted "Take it off! Take it off! Take it off!"
While still walking toward my room, I dropped my shirt on the floor and quickly hooked my thumbs under my shorts and underpants. Just after I turned the corner out of her line of sight, I dropped my shorts and underpants to the floor and kicked them back out into the living room.
After watching the last of my clothing sail into the room, she called out to me, "You naughty little thing! Leave your bedroom door wide open. And I want you to think about me watching you from the doorway while you play with yourself. Do you understand me, young man?"
I called back to her, "Yes Ma'am! Door wide open!"
I hopped onto my bed, spread my legs as wide as they would go, looking down between my naked thighs, I could see down the hall and it made me so very horny! I'd just looped my finger and thumb around my penis and stroked a few times when she called out to me from the living room. I felt so nasty laying there touching myself and continuing our conversation. She asked if I was touching myself. I shivered and told her I was. A few seconds passed before she called out and asked if it felt good. I called back to her and told her it felt very good. I was getting closer and closer to cumming when she called out to me one last time. She told me to yell out to her and let her know the moment I started cumming. Only a few seconds passed before I felt my orgasm well up inside me. Just before it erupted from my penis, I screamed out, "I'm cumming!!"
I remember looking down the hallway, wishing she would step into the doorway and see me. But she never did. My penis exploded all over my stomach, chest, and shoulder. I lay there exhausted, panting, trying desperately to catch my breath. When my heart rate slowed and I was nearly recovered, I took some tissues from the box and cleaned myself up. I then rose from my bed and gingerly walked down the hall. After closing the bathroom door, relieving myself and flushing, I cracked open the door and peeked down the hall. She was nowhere in sight. I made it halfway to my room when she called out to me again and told me not to forget to wash my hands.
Standing naked in the hallway, in the middle of the day and being reminded to wash my hands was such an amazingly embarrassing and arousing thing to endure. I turned on my toes and walked back to the bathroom. Leaving the door wide open, I washed my hands with soap and dried them on a hand-towel.
I dashed back down the hall and paused outside my door. My stepmother was out of sight, but I could see my shorts, underpants, and t-shirt laying on the living room floor. I stood there and considered my next step. I wanted to run out there naked and sit on the couch beside her. But I wasn't quite ready for that yet. Instead, I called out to her and told her to close her eyes. She asked what I was up to. I told her I needed to get my clothes, but didn't want her to see me naked! When she promised her eyes were closed, I peeked around the corner and saw her facing my direction with her hands over her eyes. I asked if she was peeking. She told me she wasn't. I then stepped into the room with my hands over my penis.
It felt so surreal to be there at that moment. She knew what I'd been up to. She knew I was in the same room naked. I was completely exposed in front of the most important person in my life. It was a feeling that sent shivers up my spine and made goosebumps rise up all over my body. Biting my lower lip, I slowly lowered my hands to my sides. My stepmother sat just across the room with her hands over her eyes and I was completely naked right in front of her!
I took a few steps and then bent to pick up my t-shirt. It was inside-out and twisted around. When I got it untangled, I slipped my wrists into the sleeves and raised it up above my head. And just as my shirt began to fall down my arms, my stepmother lowered her hands and saw me naked for the first time. When I looked over at her and saw her smiling, I squealed and told her she wasn't supposed to look yet. I quickly yanked my t-shirt down and tried to cover my stiff penis, it sort-of worked. I told her to cover her eyes again, she refused. She told me I was too cute not to look at. I quickly debated what my next step should be. I decided to get my shorts on. When I went to pick them up, my stepmother whistled and told me I had a very cute little butt. I quickly stood up, blushing from head to toe.
With my toes, I pinched my shorts and underpants and kicked them into the hall. When I turned around, she whistled again before I reached back and tugged down my shirt to cover my bare cheeks. Once hidden behind the wall, I bent down and picked up my shorts and underpants. I was so embarrassed and turned on and excited. I'd never felt like that before. On some level, I wanted to run back into the living room and take off my t-shirt and show her all of me. But instead, I took my shorts and underpants into my room.
Knowing I wasn't ready to run out there naked again, I debated what I should do. I wanted to keep the momentum of the afternoon going. I was having the time of my life! I soon decided on my next step. After tossing my underpants into the dirty clothes, I slipped on the little gray shorts. Looking at myself in the mirror, my stiff penis was plainly visible. On impulse, I took off my t-shirt and pulled my shorts up so they slipped between my cheeks and made my stiffie even more obvious. Just before leaving my room, I rolled the hem down to make the shorts ride really low on my hips.
Taking a deep breath, I left my bedroom and walked into the living room. While I posed for her, my stepmother smiled and said she loved my new look. She was soon staring at my little hard-on and asking if I needed to go back to my room to take care of my 'problem'. I giggled while crossing the room and sat next to her. I told her it felt good to be hard and I thought I'd leave it that way for a while. I went on to tell her that I was surprised I was able to do it that second time so quickly. She wrapped her large, warm arm around my shoulders and pulled me in close to her. With her fingertips sliding up and down along my arm and naked back, she whispered, "You are such a naughty little thing! I never would have guessed that my sweet little stepson was such an incorrigible tease. If you keep this sort of behavior up, you may find yourself not being allowed to wear clothes."
This routine went on for a few weeks. Every time before I masturbated, I reported to her and told her where I was going and what I was going to do. She always told me to strip naked first, leave my door wide open and don't forget to clean up properly. She would usually ask me questions from the next room while I played with myself and always liked me to announce when I was cumming. Afterward, I always made the trip down the hall to the bathroom naked and eventually began to leave that door open as well.
Sometimes she would tell me to put on as little clothing as possible before coming back out to her. This felt like a challenge. I started out with shorts, she frowned when I walked out in those, she'd already seen me like that. So the next time I stepped out in my newest looking underpants. I was so embarrassed, I thought I was going to faint! But she smiled brightly and snuggled me close to her when I'd joined her on the couch. After that I wasn't sure what to wear, I rummaged through my drawers and wound up stepping into the living room wearing a pristine, white ankle sock on my penis. She rose from the couch and gave me a big hug. Pulling my face into her pillowy, perfumed cleavage, she told me I looked fantastic. And she loved the fact that she could yank that sock off at any moment, leaving me completely naked in front of her.
Later that same week, I was in my room, naked and masturbating with the door wide open. My finger and thumb were sliding up and down my skinny penis when I heard the floor creak. Samantha's voice was nearby when she asked if I was still playing with myself. I heard her footsteps coming in the direction of my room! I told her I was and spread my legs even wider as a huge wave of humiliation washed through my body. I really wanted her to see me like this, but the idea of it was so embarrassing! My penis throbbed wildly and a high-pitched squeak slipped through my lips.
I heard her footsteps stop just outside of my room. She poked her arm into my room and waved at me. She asked if I was still having fun. I whimpered I said, 'Yes.'
She must've leaned against the wall outside of my room. She left her hand in plain sight. She told me she could hear the wet sounds of my fingers on my penis. She asked if I wanted her to step into my room. I told her I did. She asked if I was sure. I moaned back and told her 'yes' again.
She then said the words I'd been both aching to hear and dreading at the same time. She said she was going to walk into my room on the count of three. With every digit she counted off on the had I could see, I couldn't stop myself from jerking off more furiously. When she finally got to three, she stepped into my room! But her back was to me! I came harder than ever before. And Samantha stood in there, facing away from me and listened to it all. When I'd calmed down, she asked if it felt good. I whimpered breathlessly that it was the best one ever. Without even making an effort to peek, she left the room while telling me that after I'd gotten cleaned up, I was to join her wearing only my birthday suit.



I laid on my bed in shock. I'd just had the most amazing orgasm with my stepmother in the same room! The fact that this had just occurred still had butterflies floating around in my stomach. After wiping up the mess with the tissues beside my bed, I rose to my feet and tiptoed down the hall. Leaving the door wide open, I lifted the seat of the toilet and went pee. Without thinking, I dabbed my mostly wilted penis with tissue, closed the seat of the toilet and flushed. I washed my hands thoroughly and then slowly walked down the hall.
I stood just around the corner of the living room. I took several deep breaths. I was struggling to build up my courage to do what I had been told to do. I forced myself to keep my hands at my sides and took a step forward. There she was, right where I knew she'd be on the couch. She didn't look at me right away, instead, she stayed focused on the program she was watching.
There I was again, naked in the same room as Samantha. My penis quickly rose to its fully erect state. I bit my lower lip and took small steps, slowly crossing the room. I was about halfway between her and hall when she looked over and smiled. Her eyes wandered up and down my body several times before holding up her arms and saying, "You look absolutely adorable! Come here, Sweetie!"
With goosebumps covering my body, I bit my lip and quickly crossed the rest of the room. She wrapped her arms around me when I plopped down right next to her. She held me in her loving embrace, pressing my naked body against her fully clothed figure, my face resting against her large, soft breast. I snuggled against her soft, warm body. Neither of us spoke. We sat together and watched her favorite game show.
When the program ended, Samantha picked up the remote and turned off the television. She shifted her body and looked at me. I watched her eyes wander over my body and I forced myself to keep from hiding my body from her gaze. While looking directly at my penis, she began to talk.
"Sweetheart, I truly enjoy having you run around the house naked and having you announce every time you are going to masturbate. And I really love hearing you call out to me every time you have an orgasm." She then rested her hand on my naked thigh and I'm sure she felt the goosebumps rise up under her fingers. "These things make me feel so close to you. Do you enjoy them too?"
I nodded my head and uttered, "Yes, yes I do."
Smiling at me while sliding her hand a little further up my thigh, "This isn't exactly how I imagined us living after your father passed away. But I think we both needed a drastic change to deal with our grief. I'm thankful we had each other to take our minds off of it."
She went on, "I want to continue this game we've been playing. I love the relationship we've developed, no matter how strange it may seem. I feel closer to you than I did with your father, or anyone else for that matter. You are hiding nothing from me and being perfectly honest. You have given me your privacy. And that is a very special gift which I cherish. And you've been doing everything I ask or tell you to do. You are very special to me."
"But I need you to know that you'll never see me naked, nor will we ever have intercourse. This is about as far as it will ever go. Although I will watch you masturbate for me someday. But that isn't something I want to rush. I want to make this tease last as long as we can stand it. Do you understand what I'm trying to say?"
Hearing her say those words put my mind at ease. She was enjoying this just as much as I was! Biting my lip, I scooted away from her a little and turned my whole body to face her. My legs were spread enough that nothing was hidden. My penis was standing straight up and throbbing. My voice cracked when I began to speak, I told her I understood what she said. I told her I felt the very same way. I loved doing all the naughty things she asked of me. Sitting there naked beside her, I told her I loved being naked, or barely dressed around her and was sure she couldn't understand how badly I wanted her to watch me play with myself. In a soft, bashful voice, the last thing I told her was, "I've been fantasizing about putting on a little sex show for you."
She smiled while looking into my eyes. Her eyes then dropped to glance at my throbbing penis. I knew exactly what she was looking at, so I spread my legs a little more. I wanted her to see all of me. With her grinning while watching a drip of precum run down my penis, I made a confession, "I don't know if you are aware of this or not. But I feel like you should know. I've never been with a girl before. I mean, I've been kissed before. But I've never had sex. I'm, I'm a virgin. I'm a 20-year-old virgin."
Her gaze rose until she was looking into my eyes again. With a tender smile, she said, "I know Sweetheart. From the moment I first met you, I knew you were very innocent. And I believe that is a very special thing. I'm positive there aren't many other boys your age who have kept their virginity. And Sweetie, I want you to promise me, that you'll stay pure for as long as you can. Actually, I'd like you to promise that you'll tell me before you have sex for the first time. No, I want you to ask my permission before you have sex for the first time. Can you do that for me?"
I'm not sure how I managed to answer her. The humiliation of making that promise was overwhelming. For some strange reason, my penis throbbed and jumped uncontrollably while I whimpered, "Yes, I promise I'll ask your permission."
Laying a finger under my chin, she lifted until our eyes met. She then asked, "You'll promise to ask my permission for what?"
I entered a new level of shame when I answered her in the way I thought she wanted, "I, I, I promise I'll ask your permission before I have sex with anyone and lose my virginity."
She grinned and said, "Good boy." She then reached over and took my wrist and guided it toward my leaking, throbbing erection. "Sweetheart, I want you to lay back on the couch and play with yourself. I want you to think about me watching you play with yourself. I want you to imagine the things we'd talk about while you masturbated for me. I'm going to the kitchen and start dinner. Remember to tell me when you're about to cum. Okay?"
While watching her rise up from the couch and walk toward the kitchen, I laid back and took my penis between my first finger and thumb, I began stroking up and down. Right there in my living room, I was naked and playing with myself and my stepmother was in the next room! I heard the refrigerator and cupboards opening and closing while she decided what to make for dinner.
As usual, Samantha began talking to me. She called out and asked if I was doing as I'd been told. I moaned softly and confirmed I was on the couch and masturbating. She asked if lasagna would be okay for dinner. When I didn't answer right away, she stepped into the archway that separated our kitchen and living room. Her back was to me and she stood there with her legs spread and her hands on her wide hips.
I turned my body until my spread legs were facing her. I continued to stroke my penis up and down at a quick pace. I silently wished she would turn around and see me. I wanted her to see me like that so badly. She spoke in a firm tone after standing there for several moments. "I asked you a question, young man. Do you want lasagna for dinner or not?"
A soft, high pitched whimper slipped through my lips. I was getting dangerously close to cumming. I told her lasagna sounded good. She continued to stand in the archway with her back to me. She commented that she could hear how excited I was, it sounded wet. She asked if my penis was slippery and shiny with my precum. I moaned when I told her it was. She stood there listening to me masturbate right behind her back. I wanted to get up and run in front of her and play with myself while she watched. I wanted her to witness my orgasm.
She eventually asked if I'd ever tasted it before, 'it' being my precum. I confessed that I hadn't, but I would if she asked me too. I saw her hips wiggle a bit when I said that and knew it got to her. In a deeper than usual tone, she said, "Do it. Scoop up some precum on your finger and put it in your mouth. Taste your juices. Do it now."
If she would've only turned around, she would have seen me degrade myself for her. I scooped up a big drip of my excitement and slowly slipped it into my mouth. I moaned loudly when the flavor struck my tastebuds. It was silky smooth and tasted organic and creamy. It wasn't at all foul. It was actually quite nice.
"Tastes good, doesn't it?"
I squirmed naked and resuming masturbating on the couch and told her it did.
While walking back into the kitchen to prepare dinner, she said, "Good boy. Do it again now. Lick your fingers for me." And I did.
Our lives went on like this for a while, I always announced when I was going to masturbate. She would often tell me to lick precum from my fingers. She would occasionally walk into whatever room I was masturbating in, always with her back to me, and stand there listening to be pleasure myself. Even with her looking away from me, I loved sharing my orgasms with her. The feeling that rushed through me when I announced that I was cumming always made my orgasms extremely powerful. She never watched me clean up after my orgasm, but I always spent a little time naked in her company after I'd finished.
Early one afternoon, while I lay on my bed, naked as usual and playing with myself, Samantha stepped into my room. She stood just inside the doorway with her back to me. I'd been at it for a while and was very close to cumming. My hips thrust up off my mattress and just before it began squirting, I moaned, "I'm cumming for you!"
Samantha stood there silently listening to me thrash about on my bed while my body twitched and spasmed in pleasure. When I'd calmed down and before I'd reached for the tissues, she whispered, "Taste it. Taste your cum for me. Do it."
I laid there looking down at the mess on my stomach and chest. I said, "I don't know if I can. I mean, it's weird after I cum. I mean, I can't..."
Her voice grew forceful, she wasn't teasing this time. She stood up straighter before saying, "Did you just tell me no? Young man, scoop up some cum on your finger right now and put it in your mouth. It won't kill you. Do it. Do it now!"
I hesitantly reached down and slowly drug my index finger through a rather large pool of my warm cum. It clung to my finger when I lifted it up. I squeezed my eyes shut and quickly poked it into my mouth.
I'd considered tasting my cum before, but I'd always chickened out. Until that moment, I'd never tasted it. It was sort of like precum, except thicker and stronger tasting. It was sort of salty, but in a different way. It wasn't bad tasting, but it wasn't good either. I much preferred my precum.
She heard everything I did and while my finger was still in my mouth, she whispered, "Good boy. I'm proud of you." She then left my room without making an attempt to look at me.
I laid there trying to figure out how I felt. I'd just tasted my own cum. It was totally different than tasting my precum. Precum was just that, pre-cumming. I was wound up and horny and willing to do most anything. But after I came, that changed everything. All the naughtiness faded away and reality set in. When the rest of my cum began running down my sides, I reached for the tissues and quickly cleaned myself up.
Running down the hall naked, I went pee and washed my hands with the door wide open. I paused by my bedroom and thought about putting clothes on, but that wasn't what I needed to do. That day, I needed to walk out there naked without her asking. When I stepped into the living room, I found Samantha sitting on the couch and the TV wasn't on. She had been waiting for me to join her. I crossed the room and sat right beside her, close enough that our legs were touching.
I looked at her and felt like I might cry. In a soft voice I said, "I've never done that before." I pulled my legs up on the couch and wrapped my arms around my knees.
She wrapped her large, soft, warm arm around my shoulders and pulled me against her. She kissed the top of my head before saying, "I know you hadn't Sweetheart. But you did it. You did it because I told you too and that makes me very proud of you." She squeezed me tightly against her before continuing. "If I told you to taste it again, would you?"
I snuggled closer against her enormous, soft body. My emotions were running wild. I was on the verge of sobbing and I wasn't sure why. But I managed to pull myself together and answer her question, "If you told me to like you did today, I would. I would taste my cum."
In a very soft voice, she gently asked, "What if I told you to do more than just taste it? Would you eat your cum for me?"
My penis was slowly becoming hard again during this brief conversation. I squirmed against her. My level of arousal was rising and the idea of eating my cum wasn't sounding so repulsive. But I wasn't completely to that point yet. The post orgasm blues still hadn't completely faded away. I knew what she wanted me to say. And I wanted to tell her that. I wanted to tell her I'd do anything she asked of me. And I would, I know I would.
She waited patiently for me to respond. She must've known the battle I fought within myself. So, with my heart pounding in my chest, my penis throbbing wildly, and shame burning on my face, I whispered, "Yes."
She placed her finger under my chin and lifted until we were eye to eye. She told me she hadn't heard what I'd said. She asked me to repeat myself.
I felt a tear roll down my cheek as I began to talk, "Yes Samantha, I will eat my cum for you."
She smiled and asked, "All of it? Every time you cum?"
The post orgasm blues were almost gone but my emotions were in overdrive and the tears continued to roll down my cheeks. I sat there naked beside Samantha. I looked her right in the eyes and said, "Yes. I will. I promise."
She pulled me tight against her and whispered, "Thank you, Sweetheart."
She held me there, her fingertips traveling from my hip to my neck and back again. Very suddenly she asked if I had the next two days off of work. I had to think for a second, work was the last thing on my mind. But I eventually was able to think clearly and answer her question. I told her she was correct, I did not have to work for the next two days.
She kissed the top of my head again and said, "Good, neither do I. And until we have to go back to work, you'll stay naked. No clothes at all."
My back arched and nasty shivers shot through my body. I'd spent, at most, an hour naked with her after I'd played with myself. Then I would get dressed and things would go back to normal. Now I was going to spend two whole days naked! I'd never been naked for that long before! The idea of it was so very hot. I looked right in her eyes and said, "I'd like that very much." She had me stand right in front of her, completely naked with my stiff penis pointing toward her, and say the words. "Samantha, I will stay naked for the next two days for you."
For the rest of that day, she had me get up as often as possible. I refilled her drink, got her snacks, searched for the remote only to learn she had been sitting on it! She came up with dozens of reasons for me to get up and walk around in front of her. She had me choose a DVD and when I squatted down to put the disc in the Blu-ray, she told me to spread my legs and bend at the hips instead. I exposed parts of my body to her that no one had ever seen before. I felt so nasty! My penis was rock-hard the entire time, she knew what she was doing to me.
Throughout that day and into the evening, she asked me countless times if I needed to go play with myself. Knowing I'd promised to eat all my cum, I always declined. She would let her fingers drift dangerously close to my penis and ask if I was sure. On one occasion, in response to her question, I whimpered softly as my cock throbbed uncontrollably. We both watched precum slowly drip down along the length of my throbbing penis. In a soft whisper, she suggested I catch the drip before it fell on the couch. With shaking hands, I scooped up the drip of my excitement with my index finger and bashfully slipped it into my mouth.
She squeezed me tightly against her, kissed the top of my head and whispered, "Good boy."
That was the first time she witnessed me touch myself. However brief it was, she still watched my fingertip graze up along my penis and scoop up that precum. She watched me slip that finger into my mouth. It was a very erotic moment and afterward, I was glad it had occurred.
After spending the majority of the day in an extremely high state of arousal, I knew I needed to masturbate badly. I also knew I'd have to keep my promise and eat everything that came out of my penis. I'd been avoiding that moment all day. I was afraid and ashamed about what I was about to do. But I somehow found the courage to rise up off the couch and stand in front of Samantha. With my hands behind my back, I said, "Samantha, I'm going to play with myself, okay?"
She looked up from my glistening erection with a smile on her face. She said, "I think that's a good idea. Before you start, I want you to bring me your box of tissues."
I can't be sure, but I think I moaned a little. On bare feet, completely naked, I rushed to my bedroom. I picked up my box of tissues and I also picked up the trashcan which was half filled with cum-stained tissues. I didn't want to be tempted to use one of them. When I stepped back in the living room, Samantha smiled and told me getting the trashcan was good thinking. She then asked me to set both of them down by her feet.
Bending over and placing them on the floor was fairly easy. But making my hands let go of them was a bit of a struggle. I knew what this meant. I'd be eating my cum! When I finally stood back up, Samantha smiled at me. She spoke in a that caring motherly tone that I loved, "You are such a good boy. You would never break a promise you made to me. Would you?"
My penis throbbed and I squeaked, "Of course not. No, I wouldn't."
"I know Sweetheart. So, you know what you have to do when you're done playing with yourself, don't you?"
My voice cracked hard, "Yes."
"What is that? What do you have to do?"
My hips ground around, my penis was throbbing and dancing around and I was so ashamed of how turned on I was. I tried to look her in the eye, but I couldn't. I looked down at my feet while saying the words she needed to hear, "I'm going to eat all of my cum for you."
"That's right Sweetheart. You're going to eat every last trace of creamy goodness that comes out of your penis. I know it won't be easy for you. But I know that you'll do it because you promised you would and also because I want you to."
I stood there and glanced up above her massive, heaving chest and into her eyes. I wasn't sure what to say or do. But I couldn't handle standing there any longer. I moaned, "May I please go play with myself now?"
She grinned and said, "Oh, I like that. Why don't you start asking my permission to play with yourself from now."
I whimpered softly while shivers raced through my body, "Yes, Ma'am."
With that same grin, she said, "Go, go play with yourself. But on your way, stop in the kitchen and get a spoon. That will make eating your cum easier. You can leave it by your bed where your tissues used to be."
I could've cum right where I stood had there been the slightest bit of friction against my cock. I had never been so horny before. I turned and walked to the kitchen. Opening the silverware drawer, I was about to pick one when she called to me from the living room.



"No, not an everyday spoon. Go to the china cabinet. Pick out a big, serving spoon from the flatware. This spoon needs to be special."
Closing the drawer, I crossed into the dining room and pulled open the glass doors of the china cabinet. I took the big leather box from the bottom shelf and set it on the dining room table. Opening the hinged lid, the shiny silver seemed to sparkle under the lights. The first serving spoon in the stack had holes in it to drain off liquid. I chose the second one. It looked brand new with a teardrop-shaped handle. The spoon part was big, it was a serving spoon after all. I almost tried putting it in my mouth but decided that would happen soon enough. I closed the lid of the box, replaced it in the cabinet and closed the doors.
When I stepped into the living, I showed Samantha the spoon I'd chosen. She smiled and told me I'd made a good choice. The emotions running through me at that moment were a conglomeration of shame, excitement, humiliation, dread and above all else, arousal. I bit my lower lip before asking, "May I please go play with myself now?"
She smiled a warm, loving smile, "Yes you may. But don't forget to leave your door wide open. Call out to me just before you cum. Use your spoon. Go pee. Wash your hands. Then come out and see me. I'll be waiting to hear what you have to say after you've swallowed all that yummy cum."
I tip-toed to my room and sat on my bed. My mind was racing while my penis was throbbing. Without thinking I scooped up a drop of precum and licked it off my finger. When I realized what I'd just done I giggled softly. It dawned on me that I loved everything Samantha had ever asked me to do. It may take a time or two before I figured out how much I enjoyed doing her assignments. But in the end, I always wound up loving everything she asked of me. With my mind in the right place, I was prepared to eat my cum. I would willingly eat every drop of my cum from that moment forward. Eventually, I would learn to love swallowing spoonful after spoonful of my cum. I hoped one day she would watch me do it for her.
Laying back on my bed, my legs spread wide, with my spoon in my left hand and my penis in my right hand, I began masturbating. I called out to Samantha and told her I was starting. I told her I was going to keep all my promises. While breathing so heavily, I told her I was going to eat all my cum for her. She called back to me with the words I loved to hear, "Good boy."
On the sixteenth stroke, I squealed out and announced I was cumming. I erupted on the nineteenth stroke. Big, long ropes of cum shot out and painted my chest and stomach. My back arched up off the bed and every muscle in my body went completely taut. I began spasming and twitching uncontrollably. Goosebumps rose up all over my body while my toes curled into tight little knots. While all that cum launched out of my penis, I chanted over and over in my head; I'm going to eat it all, I'm going to eat it all.
After squeezing out the last drop of pearly cum from inside my penis, I changed hands and held the big spoon in my right hand. I quickly scooped up the biggest pool of cum which easily filled the spoon. Sitting up a little, I moved the spoon toward my face. I hesitated. The reality of putting that spoon in my mouth washed over me. I struggled and fought with myself.
As if she knew exactly what was happening, Samantha called out from the next room and said, "You promised Sweetheart. Be a good boy and eat all that cum for me."
Closing my eyes, I opened my mouth wide and slipped the spoon inside. I closed my lips around it and pulled the spoon out. I didn't swallow immediately. The warm, creamy cum rested on my tongue and washed over my taste buds. It wasn't awful. It wasn't even that bad. It was a pungent, organic taste, it was a bit salty and sharp. But overall, it wasn't bad. It was a little slimy, but not as slimy as oysters and I loved oysters.
Before I even swallowed that mouthful, I scooped up another spoonful and was ready to feed it to myself as soon as my lips parted. I held that spoonful on my tongue too. I rolled it around on my tongue, enjoying the way the taste intensified when I got to the back of my mouth. While playing with that mouthful, I used the spoon and scooped up all the remaining traces of my cum.
Raising that last spoonful up, I suddenly felt like a girl on the internet. I'd seen hundreds of movies on the internet of girls looking up at a camera and parting their lips to show the world their cum filled mouths. Sliding that spoon beyond my lips, closing my mouth and then withdrawing the spoon. I parted my lips and looked up at the ceiling, imagining Samantha looking at me and seeing what I'd done. I was horny all over again! I squirmed on my mattress as I swallowed that last bit. I then licked both sides of the spoon to be sure it was perfectly clean. When it was sparkling again, I carefully placed it on my bedside table.
Once the spoon was in its proper place, I sat up on my bed and called out to Samantha, "I did it! I ate all my cum!"
When she replied, her voice was deeper than usual, it almost sounded like she was moaning. "I knew you would. Go finish up and then come see me."
I rose up off my bed and walked down the hall on wobbly legs. Leaving the bathroom door wide open, I lifted the seat and went pee. It shot out erratically and sprayed the floor and bottom the seat. So after I'd wiped myself, I flushed and took more tissues to cleaned up the mess I'd made. I then flushed again, washed my hands and raced out to Samantha.
As I turned the corner into the living room, I found Samantha standing right there. I almost crashed into her. But she grabbed hold of me and hugged me tightly. My arms were looped around her neck while hers were around my naked body. She held me and caressed my naked back and shoulders. She avoided getting anywhere near my butt cheeks.
She whispered in my ear while holding me against her enormous soft body. "You did it. You ate all that cum for me. I know that wasn't easy for you. The first time will be the hardest, it will get easier now. Soon it will become routine. You'll eat your cum without even thinking twice about it. You may even get disappointed if I tell you not to eat it."
I moaned a little and accidentally humped my still stiff penis against her soft thigh. That's when the hug broke apart. It was awkward for only a moment. We stood there looking at each other knowing we almost went somewhere we couldn't go. But then Samantha took my hand and led me to the couch. I sat beside her and she wrapped her arm around my shoulders.
She asked me to explain how I felt after I'd cum, but before I ate the first spoonful. I tried to tell her that I was terrified and I don't know why. I really didn't want to do it. It's something guys aren't supposed to do. But I knew she wanted me to, I'd promised her I would. And that's what made me do it.
She told me she was very proud of me and was extremely happy that I'd done that for her. She shared with me that she'd had a long-standing fantasy about having someone do anything she told them to. In every other relationship she'd had, with the exception of my father, she was always the one following orders. And she was loving being the order-giver for a change. When I ate my cum, I proved to her that I wanted this relationship to continue just as much as she did.
In response, I told her, "I wake up every morning looking forward to seeing you. I love all the rules you've made for me. Being naked around you is one of my all-time favorite things!" I looked at her, and I know I was blushing when I said, "I really don't want this to end. If I could, I'd stay home with you every day and never put on clothes again. We'll never be a normal couple. I know we'll never have sex, and I'm okay with that. I'm even okay if I never see you without clothes! I don't care. I don't need sex or a traditional relationship, I just need you."
We sat together on the couch, cuddling and talking. We both opened up about our feelings and it was a wonderful conversation. I'd never felt closer to anyone in my life and I told her so. We made no long term plans, we only promised to enjoy each other. That's all either of us needed.
Very early the next morning, I was laying in bed, my penis was rock hard and I wanted to touch it so badly. But I wouldn't, I couldn't, without Samantha's permission. But it was only a few hours after midnight and I didn't want to wake her up. I laid there and got hornier and hornier with each nasty thought that ran through my mind.
In a soft voice, she called out my name from her adjacent bedroom. She asked if I was also awake. After telling her I was, she asked if I needed to masturbate. I moaned back that I did. Before I could ask her permission, she invited me into her bedroom. I nearly fainted. Without answering her, I slipped off my bed and tip-toed down the hall and stood at the threshold of her bedroom.
The room was painted a deep red and the drapes were drawn. The only light came from a small nightlight near my knee. The comforter on the bed was pulled back and left her covered by a thin blanket and the sheet. She was laying on her side, on the far side of the King bed. She was propping her head up with her hand. I could only see her silhouette.
She patted the bed and called me to her. I timidly crossed the room and got up on the bed, over the blanket and sheet. I laid on my back beside her. Looking up at her face, she was beautiful. I knew the nightgown she wore by the shoulder strap and exposed upper part. It was a light blue, below the knee, nylon nightgown. Her gigantic breasts hung freely under the thin material. Even in the dim light, I could make out the dark, pancake-sized nipple under her nightgown.
She kissed my ear and then spoke in a soft, sexy-sounding whisper, "Do you want to ask me anything Sweetheart?"
I barely let her finish speaking, before asking her permission to play with myself. She whispered in reply, "Yes you may."
I shuffled off the bed and when my feet touched the floor, she spoke again, "Go get your spoon, turn off that nightlight and come back up here with me."
I turned to face her and asked, "Really?"
She giggled and said, "Yes, really."
I quickly retrieved my spoon, shut off that light which left the room so dark I could barely see my hand in front of my face. I cautiously crossed the room, keeping my hands in front of me to be sure I didn't stub my toe. When I felt the bed, I crawled up on it. I got settled back in beside her and asked her if I could start. She told me to wait just a second. I felt her hand on my shoulder, it slid across my chest and up to my neck. Her warm hand rested right there and it was such a tender touch.
Leaning in she kissed my ear and gave me permission to begin. I moaned when I started. The wet, sucking sounds echoed around the room. She softly asked me if it felt good. I moaned back that it was amazing. Kissing my ear again, she quietly asked if I was going to cum for her. Louder than I had planned, I moaned that I would. She licked my earlobe and asked in that same soft voice what I was going to do after I'd cum.
My hips rose up off the mattress and I felt my orgasm rising up inside me. Before I came, I'm pretty sure I shouted, "Eat it! Eat my cum! I'm going to eat my cum for you! I'm cumming!!"
This one wasn't nearly a big as my last orgasm. Even though it was exponentially more intense, laying beside Samantha, I only squirted out a few smallish globs of my love. When I'd completely calmed down, she told me she was going to roll onto her other side, facing away from me and turn on her bedside lamp.
When she was in position and the light turned on, I lay there against Samantha and used my spoon. It took three small spoonfuls to clean up my mess. And she was right, it was a little easier to do it the second time. When I told her this, she half-moaned/half-whispered that she knew it would be.
When I'd finished, she rolled over and snuggled against me. After licking my ear again, she moaned, "You are exactly what I've wanted my entire life. But Sweetheart, I need you to leave now. You need to go pee. And you're going to do something different this time. I want you to sit down to pee. That will keep you from making a mess like you did earlier today. Yes, I knew you peed all over. And after you wash your hands, I want you to go straight to your room and into bed. Do you understand?"
I whispered, "Yes Ma'am." And I slowly slid off the bed, pausing to make sure my legs weren't too wobbly to walk. She rubbed her hand across my naked back and whispered, "Sweetheart, would you be a dear and go into my bottom dresser drawer, under the lingerie you'll find my vibrator. Bring that to me."
My penis became immediately erect. I entered a new level of arousal. She asked me to get her a vibrator! She was going to play with herself! I rose up off the bed and turned back toward the bed. Samantha lay on her back her chest rising and falling with her heavy breathing. Her face was flushed and she looked so desperate. She looked like a goddess.
I timidly approached her dresser, knelt down and opened the bottom drawer. I gently shifted her lingerie around and reached toward the bottom of the drawer. When my fingers bumped into it, my penis throbbed wickedly. I carefully wrapped my hand around her vibrator and pulled it out from under her lingerie. It was huge! It was easily three times the size of my penis. It was cream colored, more than 12 inches long and had to be an inch and a half thick. It was hard plastic with raised ridges beginning about 4 inches down from its crowned head and running down its length. I assumed the bottom inch was the switch and turned to activate the vibrations.
I held the vibrator in both of my hands. I treated it as if it were the most precious object in the world. I looked up at Samantha as I leaned across the bed and handed it to her. She took it in her hand and held it between us.
She spoke in a gravely, deep voice, "You are excused. You may leave now. And Sweetie, close my door behind you. And don't you dare think about opening it or trying to peek in here. One last thing. You do not have permission to play with yourself again. Now go. Sit to pee, wash your hands and then straight to bed."
I turned to leave and just before her door closed, I heard the unmistakable humming of her vibrator being turned on. She moaned, "Vibrator, my old friend, you and I are going to have fun tonight!"
I stood by the door and listened to Samantha's vibrator. If I were really quiet, I would be able to hear it from my room. I heard wet noises and knew she'd begun using it. I was getting very horny again and had to leave. She'd forbidden me from masturbating and listening to her was going to make that very difficult.
In the bathroom, I lifted the lid of the toilet but left the seat down. Turning, I sat down and poked my hardon under the seat. I sat there with my back arched and my legs spread wide trying to relax enough to pee.
When my stream began, Samantha called out to me, "Are you sitting down?"
I told her I was. When I finished, I took some tissues and wiped the squishy head of my penis. Standing up, I flushed and went to wash my hands. Afterward, as I passed by her room, I listened to Samantha moan, heard wet sounds and what sounded like her bedcovers rustling. Her vibrator went silent and she said to herself, "Fuck, I needed that."
I walked to my room and just when I was about to lay down, I heard her vibrator come back on. I knew I wouldn't be able to listen to her masturbating without doing it myself. So I walked back to her room and softly knocked on the door.
She raised her voice to nearly a shout, which frightened me, "No you may not masturbate! Go to bed!"
My voice cracked when I asked if I could sleep on the couch. She chuckled when she realized why I was asking that. In a much calmer tone, she said, "No, you'll sleep in your room in your bed and you will not masturbate. Now go to bed and have sweet dreams."
I laid in my bed for a full hour listening to Samantha fuck herself with that vibrator. It was torture. I could not get the image of her larger-than-life body using that giant vibrator. I'd held it in my hands. I'd touched the thing that was now pleasuring her. It was excruciating to listen to her tease me.
After her vibrator went quiet for the last time, I laid there, my penis throbbing and leaking its excitement. I tried to calm down and go to sleep. But I lay there alone in the dark for a very long time until I eventually drifted off and fell asleep.
The next morning, I woke up with a raging erection. I intended to ask for permission to masturbate as soon as I saw Samantha. But I had to go pee first. I passed her bedroom on the way. Her bed was made and the drapes were open. The only thing that was out of place was her giant vibrator. It was standing on end on her nightstand. Other than that, no one would ever guess the things that happened in there the night before.
Leaving the bathroom door wide open, I made the decision to sit rather than stand. She hadn't made it a rule yet, but I didn't want to take any chances on disappointing her. So I lifted the lid and sat on the seat. Reaching down between my spread legs, I poked my stiff penis downward. Once again, my back was arched and my legs spread, trying to relax.
My stream had just begun when Samantha appeared at the end of the hall. She walked right into the bathroom and leaned against the counter. I was naked, on the toilet and peeing! I burned with embarrassment while she looked down at me. She could hear me pee! I was horrified!
She stood there witnessing my humiliation and didn't say a word until I'd dabbed myself dry, flushed and washed my hands. In a sultry voice, she asked me to do one little thing for her.
"Sweetheart, go to my room and get my vibrator from my nightstand. Bring it back in here and give it a good soapy washing in the sink. Be sure to take all those batteries out first and be careful not to get water inside of it. After you've cleaned it, dry it off really well, replace the batteries and turn it on to be sure the batteries are still strong. If you think it feels weak, put new batteries in it. When that's done, put it back where you found it last night. The bottom drawer of my dresser, remember?"
I nodded my head and uttered, "Yes, I remember."
I'd almost turned, anxious to get busy with my new task when she stopped me again. She stood before me, fully clothed in a pretty, flower-patterned summer dress. She wore flat sandals on her feet and looked gorgeous. Her massive chest, wide hips and thick thighs filled out that dress perfectly. Looking and sounding like my ultimate sex symbol, she said, "Sweetheart, before you put my vibrator away, why don't you give it a kiss or two."
A drip of my precum began to slowly fall from the pink head of my penis. I was shivering with excitement. She stared at my penis while saying. "You may only kiss it after you've cleaned it, not before. Now go."
I spun around and raced to her bedroom. I stood by her bedside table looking at her giant vibrator, knowing exactly how much pleasure it had brought her the night before. My hands were shaking when I reached out and picked it up. It felt heavier than it did the night before. It felt masculine, strong and powerful. I'd heard how it made Samantha feel. I held in my hands, a very powerful thing.
I carried it very carefully to the bathroom. Samantha had left and was nowhere in sight. When I stood at the sink, I laid out a hand towel to work on. I turned the dial on the bottom. It began to vibrate violently in my hands and I nearly dropped it. Luckily it didn't fall. I then carefully turned the dial some more until the vibrations stopped and the cap separated from the shaft. Holding it over the towel, out slid four D-cell batteries. I moaned softly when those batteries fell out. Even without the weight of the batteries, that vibrator felt supremely masculine.



I set the vibrator down gently on the towel and turned on the water. I adjusted the temperature like I did before I stepped into the shower. When it was set perfectly, I picked up the vibrator again and squirted soap into my other hand. After passing the vibrator under the warm water, a musky, feminine smell filled the room. My penis was jumping around and throbbing like mad. After getting ahold of myself, I wrapped my soapy hand around the vibrator and began to slide it up and down. I'd done that a few dozen times before I realized I was masturbating her toy. My knees buckled when the reality of me essentially jacking off a cock that wasn't mine, set in. But I didn't stop. I kept rubbing my slippery hand up and down the shaft. The shaft that had been inside Samantha. The shaft that had made her cum so hard. I jacked it off faster and faster. Only when I looked in the mirror and saw myself with the vibrator pointed at my face did I stop.
I was terribly horny and confused by what I'd just done. I cleared my head and went back to work. I rinsed off her big, fat vibrator and then carefully dried it. After replacing the batteries, I screwed on the top and reveled in the feel of it vibrating in my hands. I kept turning until the vibrations stopped. Experiencing the power of the toy, I decided the batteries were still strong and didn't need to be replaced.
After putting away the towel and tidying up the bathroom, I carried her vibrator back to her bedroom. I knelt on the floor in front of her dresser and pulled out the bottom drawer. Holding the vibrator in both my hands, I raised it up in front of my face. I puckered up and placed a kiss right on the tip.
From behind me, standing in the doorway, Samantha softly said, "Give it another kiss. But look at me while you do it."
My naked back arched and shivered. I slowly turned to face her and whispered, "I didn't hear you come in."
She smiled and said, "I know you didn't. You were concentrating on washing that vibrator in your hands. You looked like you were enjoying yourself."
I whimpered softly and turned my whole body around to face her. Still kneeling on the floor of her bedroom, I held the vibrator in my hands and lifted it to my lips. I kissed it gently and then looked at Samantha and said, "I did enjoy cleaning it."
She squeezed her thighs together before saying, "Kiss it one more time and thank it for how good it made me feel last night."
Shame burned through my body. I felt like I was glowing with how deeply I must've been blushing. But I found the strength to lift the vibrator to my lips and kiss it once more. Looking at the always rigid phallus in my hands I spoke to it. "Thank you for bringing so much pleasure to Samantha last night."
I detected a feminine, musky smell in the air and knew Samantha was just as aroused as I was. I turned around and carefully placed her vibrator back in her drawer. I tucked it in beneath the silky lingerie and slowly closed the drawer. Looking back at Samantha, I timidly asked if I could go masturbate.
She smiled and said, "Of course Sweetheart. Go on! Go have fun!"
I rose up off the floor of her bedroom, walked up to her standing in the doorway and squeezed past her out into the hall. I then took the few steps to the threshold of my bedroom. I laid on my bed and spread my legs wide. I began stroking myself as I reached for my spoon. I'd only been at it for a few moments when Samantha stepped into my room with her back to me. She stepped back toward me and then sat right next to my hip. I moaned and rolled against her when the mattress sank under her weight.
When I'd rolled back away from her, I noticed a moist spot on the back of her dress. My penis had leaked on her! I almost said something, but she spoke first. She asked where my spoon was. I held out my arm so she could see it without looking back at me.
She gently took hold of my wrist and held it against her thigh. My spoon was poking straight up and the bed gently shook rhythmically to the stroking of my penis. She stroked my arm and whispered, "Sweetheart, what were you thinking about while you were cleaning my vibrator?"
My mind raced back to seeing myself in the mirror jacking off her vibrator. I whispered, "I don't know. I guess I was just cleaning it."
She whispered, "Sweetheart, you know what you were thinking about. Baby, were you fantasizing about wrapping your hand around someone else's cock? Were you dreaming about giving a handjob?"
I'd begun masturbating furiously. The wet, slapping sounds of my hand on my penis echoed around the room. Never before would I have admitted that I sometimes thought about being with another guy. But she'd seen me masturbate that giant phallus. She knew. I couldn't hide it from her. While on the verge of tears, I whispered, "Yes."
Still looking away from me, she stroked up and down my arm. I squirmed around on the bed behind her. She was so close to me! If she'd only turn around! I wanted her to watch me so badly! I'd just confessed that I fantasized about touching another guy. I felt so nasty.
In a soft voice, she said, "That is so special. Do you know I've always dreamed of watching two boys together? Perhaps someday I'll find you a playmate?"
It was too much. I completely lost control. My hips bucked up high off the mattress and I screamed like never before. The wet sucking sounds of my fingers flying up and down along my cock filled the room. My orgasm erupted from deep inside my body. It was so intense. One, two, three, four long, gooey ropes of creamy cum shot from my penis and painted lines down my body. I was left quivering and gasping for breaths.
Only after I'd calmed down and the post-orgasm blues had fully set in, did Samantha let go of my wrist and told me to clean myself up. With the spoon in hand, I scooped up a big pool of cum. I whimpered, "This is really hard to do sometimes."
She responded, "I know Sweetheart. But you need to do it for me. Go ahead, eat it all up."
I shivered with shame when the spoon entered my mouth. Closing my lips, I pulled out the spoon and swallowed the entire mouthful. I fed myself spoonful after spoonful with Samantha sitting right beside me. After I'd swallowed the last bit, I reached out and set the spoon on my nightstand.
Just as I released the spoon, Samantha turned to face me for the first time. She laid her hands on either side of my head. Her massive boobs were barely contained beneath the dress she wore. Her hair hung down beside her face and the look of lust in her eyes was unmistakable.
While breathing so heavily, she almost growled, "Someday soon. Someday very soon, you're going to do that while I watch. You're going to look me in the eye while you jack yourself off. You're going to tell me how you feel while you do it. And when you cum, you'll announce it. And then I'm going to watch you pick up your spoon and feed yourself every last bit of your cum. Sweetheart that day is coming soon. I don't know if it's days, weeks or months. But it is coming. And I can't wait."
I whispered while squirming around beneath her, "I want that. I want to do that for you so bad."
Laying her hand on my cheek, she whispered back, "I know Baby. But we can't rush this. We need to take our time. I'll tell you when the time is right."
Without waiting for me to speak, she rose up off my bed and helped me to my feet. Taking my hand in hers, she led me down the hall to the bathroom. She led me right to the toilet and stood there. I asked if she was going to leave and she shook her head. She said she was going to wait for me to finish.
I bent to lift the seat and then sat and moved around until my still hard penis slipped under the seat. My back was arched and my legs spread wide and my hand was poking my penis down at an awkward angle. Samantha leaned against the wall directly in front of me. I looked down at the floor and tried to relax. It was so difficult with her in the same room!
When I'd just about calmed down enough to pee, she spoke in a harsh tone, "Look at me. Don't look away from my face until I tell you too. Right now. Look at me!"
I raised my line of sight until I was looking right into her eyes. She was smiling when she whispered and told me to go pee. Biting my lip, I took a few deep breaths and then let it go. Humiliation burned through me when the sound of my pee striking the toilet filled the room. But I somehow managed to maintain eye contact. She whispered the words, 'Good boy' just as I finished. After reminding me to wipe and wash my hands, she left me perched on the toilet. I followed her instructions and soon walked out to meet her in the living room.
The TV was already on, but she watched me from the moment I turned the corner until I sat down beside her. While wrapping her arm around my shoulders and pulling me against her soft, warm body, she said, "God, I love keeping you naked." She then kissed my forehead.
The rest of the day was relatively normal. I was naked with my stepmother, if that can be considered normal at all. We watched a few movies. I prepared lunch and afterward we worked together to make chocolate chip cookies. While the cookies were baking, she told me to take out the trash. That was a new experience. Our trashcans are kept by the side of our garage. I had to walk through the garage and outside, into our backyard! I skirted the side of the garage and walked nearly all the way to the six-foot privacy fence protecting our yard from the street! I was outside naked!
After my trip outdoors I was given permission to masturbate, she again met me in the bathroom and watched me pee. Later that evening, we were on the couch and she was channel surfing. She paused when she came across an exercise program. It was an aerobic workout that was filmed on the beach. When she set down the remote, I knew she was up to something. I helped her to move the coffee table from in front of the couch when she asked. While she sat back down, she told me to follow the workout on TV.
Completely naked, in front of my gorgeous stepmother, I tried to follow along with the three women on TV. I jumped when they jumped. I touched my toes when they did. I ran in place and followed along as best I could. It's wasn't surprising that my penis was as stiff as it was. I'd wanted to perform for Samantha since we began the odd relationship. And judging by the musky, feminine smell in the air, she was enjoying watching me!
We'd only caught a small part of the program but I was breathing heavily when it ended. I was glad we didn't start sooner. The last part of the show was all about stretching. I followed along while Samantha catcalled and whistled at me. When I saw the people on TV stretching their backs by laying on their backs and flipping their hips above their heads, I knew Samantha would want to see that. I positioned myself so she'd see between my spread legs when I got in position.
After flipping my hips above my head, I found myself staring right at my very hard, very excited penis. As I lay there, I watched a big, clear drop of my precum form on the tip of my penis. It clung there for several seconds before it slowly began falling toward my face. As it got closer, I pitched my hips up a little so the drop would fall directly onto my tongue. When that drop met my tongue, for a brief moment, there was a string of precum connecting my mouth with my penis.
That's when Samantha moaned, "You fucking clit tease!"
After I flipped my legs back down, I rolled onto my side and looked up at my stepmother. Her face was flushed and her nipples were stiff beneath her top. Her chest was rising and falling with her heavy breathing. She and I were both extremely turned on. I was about to ask for her permission to go masturbate when she spoke first.
"Go get my vibrator from my dresser. Give it a kiss and lay it on my pillow. Then go straight to bed. No masturbating for you tonight. I want you laying in bed, with your hard cock, wishing you were my vibrator."
I got up on my feet and walked to her bedroom. It didn't seem appropriate to bend and open the drawer. So I dropped to my knees and pulled open the bottom drawer. I slipped my hands under her lingerie and withdrew her vibrator. After closing the drawer, I rose up and made my way to her bed. Holding the vibrator in both hands, I closed my eyes and kissed the tip. I then laid it carefully onto her pillow.
When I turned to leave, I found Samantha leaning against the doorframe. In a deeper than normal, voice she said, "I love watching you kiss my vibrator."
I stood there naked with a very stiff penis, looking at my step mother. Knowing I should feel embarrassed for what she'd just watched me do. But I didn't, not at all. Kissing her vibrator made me feel closer to her. I was doing something for her that most people could never imagine doing. I was kissing the vibrator that she would soon use to make herself cum. In a soft whisper, I said, "I love kissing your vibrator."
We stood there for several seconds just looking at each other. We were both obviously very horny. I bit my lower lip before asking, "May I please masturbate?"
She smiled and replied, "No you may not. I told you that already. Now go to your room. I have something I need to do." As I approached her, she laid her hands on my bare hips and stopped me. She looked me right in the eye and spoke in a soft voice, "Sweetheart, now that you're using your spoon, I can no longer tell if you've masturbated by the number of tissues in your trashcan. I have to trust that you'll do as you've been told. Sweetheart, I want you to promise you'll not masturbate when I tell you not to. Baby, I want you to need my permission. No matter how badly you may want to cum, I want you to think of me, and whether or not I've given you permission first. Can you do that for me?"
My hips squirmed under her gentle touch. Looking up into her eyes I whispered, "Yes. I promise I won't masturbate without your permission."
She smiled, leaned down and kissed my lips gently. She then whispered, "That's my good boy. If I find out that you've been playing with yourself without permission, I will be forced to do something drastic. I don't want that to happen. So please don't make me start restraining you at night."
I whispered, "I won't. I promise." But the idea of my Samantha tying me up brought on a whole new set of fantasies for me to dream about.
She kissed me gently one more time and then sent me to bed with a pat on my bare butt. Moments after Samantha closed her bedroom door, I heard her bed creak under her weight. And then the sound of her vibrator passed into my room. I lay there for more than half an hour listening to her moan and breath in heavy labored breaths. Even through the wall, I could hear her orgasm approaching. It was building in intensity. And while it did, my penis throbbed along with her.
When she crested and came, I heard her groan and then make chirping sounds. Her bed was creaking while her orgasm caused her body to buck and thrash. The sound of her vibrator continued for a minute or two after she came. After she turned it off, I heard her get up to put a nightgown on. I then listened to her get back in bed.
From her room, she called out softly, "Are you still awake Sweetheart?" When I told her I was, she replied, "Would you come in here please?"
I got up off my bed and tiptoed down the hall to her door. From under her door, I saw a soft glow of light. I knocked softly and she invited me in. She was sitting up in bed, leaning back against the headboard. The lamp on her nightstand cast a soft glow over the room. Her breasts were covered by the thin nylon of her nightgown. Her nipples were still very erect. And in her hand, she held her vibrator.
She smiled and said, "Be a dear and clean this for me."
My heart began pounding in my chest as I crossed the room. Reaching out, I took the vibrator from her. One of my fingers felt her moisture on the shaft. It was still warm to the touch. I whimpered softly while I stood there looking between Samantha and her vibrator in my hands.
In a soft voice she asked, "Do you want to kiss it Baby?"
I bit my lip hard. I nodded my head and whispered, "Yes, yes I do."
She whispered, "It's okay. I give you permission. You can even lick it if you'd like too."
I stood there looking at Samantha. I felt my cheeks warm with a blush as I raised the vibrator to my mouth. My eyes lowered just before I tasted it. She told me to look at her. Looking back at her. My tongue slid from my mouth and I licked along the hard, plastic shaft. I tasted a woman for the first time. My penis throbbed when my tongue slid back in my mouth. It was a musky, strong organic taste that matched its scent perfectly.
She lay there in bed watching me closely. In a soft whisper, "Do I taste good?"
I nodded my head while holding the vibrator close to my lips. "You taste wonderful."
She smiled and told me I'd had enough fun. She sent me off to clean her toy as I'd done before. When I returned from the bathroom with her freshly cleaned vibrator, I knelt on the floor by her dresser and pulled open the bottom drawer. Just before I put it away, Samantha told me to give it another kiss and thank it for making her feel so good.
Kneeling on her bedroom floor, I once again kissed her vibrator, and thanked it for how good it had made her feel. I then kissed it once more for good measure. Only then did I tuck it in under her lingerie and close the drawer.
Before I stood, she said, "Why don't you come to sleep with me tonight. After what you've just done, I don't trust you not to play with yourself. Come lay here beside me." Of course, I was above the covers and she was beneath them. She turned off the light, rolled onto her side, facing me flat on my back, and laid her arm across my chest. She kissed my ear and whispered, "You've been a very good boy today. But I'm exhausted after that orgasm. I need to go to sleep and so do you. Try not to think about your hard-on or what I tasted like on that vibrator. Just relax and go to sleep."
She dozed off shortly afterward. I lay there beside her with a raging erection trying to think of anything that would calm me down. No matter what crossed my mind, it always went back to Samantha and my penis would throb harder than ever. I must've laid there for hours before I shifted a little and watched Samantha's eyes flutter open. In my softest voice, I asked her if I could please play with myself.
She rubbed my naked chest with her soft, warm hand and said, "No. Just go to sleep Sweetie. I promise I'll give you permission in the morning."
Time passed slowly that night. At some point, I did finally fall asleep. I woke up the next morning, alone and naked in Samantha's bed. I could hear her in the kitchen making breakfast. So after a quick stop in the bathroom to go pee, brush my teeth and fix my hair, I made my way to the kitchen. Samantha was wearing a robe over her nightgown and looked as radiant as ever. She looked like she'd already showered and done her hair.
The first words out of my mouth were, "Samantha, may I please masturbate?"
She smiled and said, "Of course Sweetheart. But this morning I want you to do something a little different. Do you remember last night when that drop of precum fell into your mouth during your exercises?"
I whispered, "Yes."
She squeezed her thighs together and moaned softly before saying, "Well, this morning, I want you to go back into the living room. Get in that same position with your hips above your face, and masturbate for me. Before you cum, I want you to close your eyes and mouth and cum all over your face. You don't need to announce your orgasm, just give yourself a nice, gooey, cummy facial. And when you're done, I want you to come back in here and eat breakfast with me. I want to see you across the table eating your eggs with cum dripping from your face."



I could tell this was something she really wanted me to do. After all that I'd done for her, this wasn't asking that much. And my level of arousal was off the charts. I needed to cum so badly.
I'd only paused for a second before moaning and answering her, "I'll be in the living room for a few minutes."
While I turned and stepped out to the living room, she said, "Don't take too long Sweetie, your eggs are almost done."
We never put the coffee table back from the night before. So I laid on the carpet in the middle of the room and flipped my hips above my face. I positioned myself so if she did peek out at me, she'd see my penis poised above my mouth. I reached over my thigh and began to stroke my neglected penis up and down. A drop of precum formed and began to fall after the first stroke. I looked up at my penis throbbing above my face. I knew I wouldn't last long. I'd been so terribly horny all night long.
I watched my penis throb and swell with excitement. I kept stroking and knew I was going to do this. I wouldn't stop. I was going to give myself a cum facial and then have breakfast with my stepmother. Ideas ran through my mind of the other things she may tell me to do. I could think of nothing that I wouldn't do for her.
When my orgasm rose up inside me and I knew it wouldn't be long, I forced myself to stay right where I was. I looked up at my penis and stroked even faster. When my legs spasmed, I closed my eyes and mouth. I kept masturbating until it happened. My penis erupted and warm cum rained down on my face. A long rope ran from my hair across my right eye and to my chin. Another ran from my right eyebrow to my chin. A big pool formed by the side of my nose and a smaller pool covered my lips and chin. After squeezing the last drop out of my cock onto the arch of my nose, I lowered my legs.
I lay there on the living room floor naked, trying to catch my breath and covered in cum. When it started to run down my cheeks, I quickly got up and made my way to the kitchen. Samantha was already sitting at the table waiting for me. I was squinting my right eye closed when I sat across from her at the table. Cum was dripping from my nose, chin and cheeks and I was utterly naked.
In a soft voice I asked, "How do I look?"
Using her most sultry voice, she said, "You have never looked more desirable. Sweetheart, you may be giving yourself a lot more facials. How does it feel to have cum all over your face?"
I moaned, "It feels nasty! But it feels sexy at the same time. It was really hard to do. I mean, I almost pulled away before I came. But I knew you wanted me to. So I forced myself to do it. And I'm really glad I did."
We sat across from each other and ate breakfast. I was naked with a cum dripping from my face onto my eggs the whole time. We talked about the night before. We talked about how much we were both enjoying my nudity around the house. Over breakfast that morning, we established a safe word, "Cummy-Eggs", I would use that term if she ever told me to do something I couldn't.
I was sent to wash my face after I'd cleaned up the breakfast dishes. I got permission to masturbate and use my spoon late that afternoon. That evening was a repeat of the night before. I prepared her vibrator and then laid in my bed while she used it. After tasting her on it, I cleaned it and returned it to its drawer. That night, just like the night before, I slept naked with my stepmother separated by a sheet and thin blanket.
The next few weeks flew by. When I wasn't at work, I was naked at home with Samantha. There was a weekend where I wasn't given permission to masturbate from Friday morning until Sunday night. By the time Sunday night rolled around, I was a complete horny mess. And when given permission to masturbate, she insisted I give myself another facial. After saving up my cum for the entire weekend, it turned out to be a facial worthy of a porn star. I was covered in it. And Samantha had me turn around and prepare her vibrator as soon as she saw me.
A few days after that facial, I was at work when I got a text from Samantha. What made this unusual was that she rarely contacted me while I was at work.
Pulling out my phone I read the text. It told me to go straight to the bathroom, strip naked and send her a selfie of myself in the mirror. Thankfully my boss was out of the building. So I dashed to the bathroom and stripped inside the stall furthest from the door. I listened carefully for the sounds of anyone approaching. When I decided it was safe, I stepped out of the stall in front of the mirror and snapped several selfies.
I quickly returned to the stall and chose the best picture. I looked seriously nervous and extremely aroused. My penis was rock hard in the picture. My face and neck were both flushed. And I looked completely out of place in a public bathroom. I attached that picture to a text and sent it off to Samantha.
She replied almost immediately. She told me to remain naked, masturbate and cum in my hand. She wanted a picture of my hand filled with cum. I stood there in that stall and stroked myself. The wet slapping sounds of my masturbation echoed in the tiled room. It didn't take long at all before my penis squirted its cream into my waiting palm. I used my free hand to take the necessary picture, send it to her and waited patiently for my next instruction.
She told me to leave my stall and send her a short video of me slurping the cum from my palm in the mirror. She also told me not to swallow.
Again, I listened for sounds of anyone approaching. When the coast was clear, I stepped out of my stall into the bathroom. Standing right in front of the mirror, I turned on the video of my phone and quickly slurped the cum into my mouth. I then dashed back into my stall while holding my cum in my mouth and sent her the video.
Her next instructions were simple. Get dressed, go out into the shop, send her a picture of my cum filled mouth from inside the store. Only then did she give me permission to swallow.
I was so nervous while I got dressed. Still holding my cum in my mouth, I left the bathroom and walked down the hall until I was in the store. It was a relatively slow day with only a few people wandering up and down the aisles of the shop. I turned my back to the store and faced a wall. Lifting my camera, I opened my mouth and snapped off several different images of my face with my mouth opened wide and filled with cum. I then continued to snap images while I closed my mouth and swallowed. I smiled and opened my mouth to prove it was all gone while snapping pictures through the process.
I stood right there and sent her one picture after another until they'd all been sent. She didn't respond for over an hour. The next text I got from her was an image of her vibrator laying on my pillow. I could see her juices shining on the shaft and being absorbed into my pillow. A short message followed, "You can clean that when you get home."
A shiver shot up my spine. Seeing that phallic symbol laying on my bed was more than enough to get me stiff again. The rest of that day drug by so slowly I thought I would never end. When I finally finished my shift, I raced home, stripped naked as the front door closed behind me and made my way to my room. When I turned into my room, I found only a moist spot on my pillow, her vibrator was nowhere to be found. I was just about to call out to her when I heard the unmistakable sound of her vibrator being turned on from inside her bedroom.
I left my room and found her bedroom door shut. From just outside of her room, I spoke in a soft voice, "I'm home. I got here as quick as I could. I haven't been able to stop thinking about cleaning your vibrator."
I listened as the vibrator sound began to throb, I imagined her thrusting its length into her pussy. I moaned softly while turning my back to her door and sliding down until I was sitting, leaning against it. I heard her every moan, grunt, growl and gasp for breath. I told her I was sitting outside her door. I explained that I was very horny but wasn't touching myself. I told her I could hear her and her vibrator through the door. I said I was anxious to taste her on her vibrator.
From outside her door, I listened to her crest in orgasm twice before turning her vibrator off. I heard her rest until she'd caught her breath and recovered. She then rose up off her bed and got dressed. When I heard her approaching the door which I was leaning against, I rolled up on my knees and turned just in time to see her open the door.
Her face was flushed. She wore a simple, white summer dress with big buttons running all the way down the front. It ended just below her knees. In her hand, she held her vibrator which was glistening with her juices. Like one of Pavlov's dogs, my mouth began to drool when I saw it. She held the rigid, plastic phallus in front of my face and said, "Follow me."
I didn't bother rising to my feet, instead, I crawled behind her as she returned to her bed. The covers were in disarray and an indent of her head still shown on one of her many pillows. The room was filled with a musky, sexual scent which made my penis throb and ache for attention. When Samantha sat on the bed, the frame creaked under her weight. I crawled up right in front of her and sat back on my feet. Kneeling there before her, naked and outrageously horny, I would have done anything she asked of me. I was completely under her spell and infatuated with her.
She smiled, reached out with her free hand and touched my cheek. In a soft whisper, she said, "Clean it." As she spoke those two simple words, she spread her thighs and positioned the vibrator between them, over the dress she wore. It pointed out at me like a cock. I bit my lower lip and glanced up to see her face. She was grinning and had one eyebrow raised. She wanted me to do this, she was daring me to do it. And I wanted to do this for her. As acceptance of what I was about to do surged through me, my back arched and goosebumps rose up all over my body.
With my stepmother looking right at me, I leaned into her vibrator and took a lick along its length. Her magical flavor filled my senses and caused my penis to throb wildly. She watched as I licked from bottom to top along the vibrator's length. Her hips began to gently grind toward me, and I kept licking her vibrator along its entire length. While performing this task between her spread thighs, the scent of her arousal was unmistakable. After licking all sides of the vibrator, Samantha's face was masked with desire. I didn't want this moment to end. I took the tip of the vibrator in my mouth and sucked until my cheeks collapsed around it.
She moaned, "You are priceless, Sweetie."
While looking up into her eyes, I bobbed up and down on the vibrator several times. I pulled it from my lips with an audible 'pop'. I spoke in a raspy voice, "I've never done anything like this before. I mean, I was... you know. I was sucking on it like it was a..."
A smile spread across her face. Her eyes crinkled when she whispered, "I know. You were giving me and my vibrator a blowjob."
I felt myself blush. It was shocking that after all we'd been through, I could still get embarrassed in front of her. But sucking on her toy like that was new to me. I'd fantasized about things like this, but never even thought about doing it for real. It just happened. And what bothered me the most is that I enjoyed doing it while she watched.
In a soft voice, she whispered, "Sweetheart, I think the time has arrived for me to watch you play with yourself. Let's move into the living room. There's more room out there for you to put on your sexy little show for me."
My knees were shaking when I rose to my feet. I'd been dreaming about masturbating in front of her for months. I wanted to give her a little show she'd always remember. Samantha took my hand and together we made our way to the living room. I honestly don't remember that short walk, it felt like a dream. But I do remember standing in the middle of the living room, facing Samantha who was sitting on the couch. In my hand, I held the vibrator I'd just cleaned. Very suddenly a nasty thought invaded my mind. I acted quickly before I could think about it too much. I slid her vibrator along the underside of my erect penis and scooped up the large drop of precum that had formed.
Looking right into Samantha's eyes, I raised her vibrator to my lips and slid it into my mouth as far as it would go. I watched as her hand slid up her thigh and disappeared beneath her dress. She was positioned such that I couldn't see far up her dress. I stood before her and slid the vibrator in and out of my mouth while stroking myself with my other hand. Each time I squeezed a big drop of precum from my penis, I scooped it up with her vibrator and sucked it clean.
While watching my performance, Samantha said, "Do you have any idea how boring my life would be without you? You are the naughtiest, most precious person I could ever hope to have met."
I was dangerously close to cumming and she knew it. She told me to look at her each time I looked away. She told me she wanted to be looking into my eyes when I came. I was told to catch my cum in my hand. And moments after receiving that instruction, my body convulsed and a squeal slipped through my lips. I quickly set her vibrator on the coffee table and cupped my hand in front of my penis. I grunted when the first rope of cum spit from my cock. I felt it begin to puddle when the next warm glob splattered against my palm. Biting my lip, looking right at my stepmother, I caught the last few drops without issue.
Standing before her naked, holding a palmful of cum, I watched as she slid her hand out from under her dress. She rose up from the couch, picked up her vibrator and dipped it into the cum in my palm. She raised it toward my face slowly. When it was near my mouth, I parted my lips while she slid it inside. I tasted myself on her vibrator and sucked on it while she slowly slid it in and out of my mouth.
When she withdrew the plastic vibrator from my mouth, she set it on the coffee table and whispered, "Show me how much you love eating your cum for me."
I raised my hand to my lips and slurped it all into my mouth.
In a soft whisper, "Swallow it for me. Be a good boy and eat your cum for me."
I looked her right in the eye when I swallowed. When I did, she moaned and smiled. She placed her hands on my hips, leaned in close. I thought she was going to kiss me for a second. But she shifted and soon I felt her lips against my ear. In a raspy whisper, she said, "That was the sexiest thing I've ever seen."
Her soft, warm hands slid up and down the sides of my body. Still whispering in my ear, "Sweetheart, from this moment forward, you will not be allowed to cum unless I'm watching you. And Baby, you'll eat every drop that squirts out of you. I love watching you eat cum. It is something I will never grow tired of."
"Watching you do that has gotten me extremely horny." She licked my earlobe, "My pussy is sopping wet." She picked up her vibrator and moved it toward my face. She drug the tip of her toy along my lips while looking me right in the eye. Her voice was especially raspy when she spoke. "Sweetheart, I need you to go to your room right now. Because if you don't leave immediately, I'm going to have you do something I know I'll regret. Go now! And you do not have permission to masturbate!"
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For several weeks, I'd stopped into the upscale thrift shop at different times on Saturdays and Mondays, my days off. I was trying to discover when the store was the least busy. Once the research was complete, I stepped into the store on Monday morning at 10:00 am. Aside from the familiar heavy set, middle-aged lady behind the counter, I was the only person in the store.
She greeted me with a friendly smile and asked if there was anything she could help me with. I barely looked at her. As usual, I blushed deeply and squeaked that I was just looking.
With my eyes on the floor directly in front of my feet, I headed straight for the women's section. I thumbed through the shorts looking for a cute pair with no more than a two-inch inseam. I paused when I saw this adorable pair of high-waisted, white shorts that had no zipper, only three big buttons up one side.
From over my shoulder, I heard a feminine whisper, "You'll look adorable in those."
Turning around while biting my lower lip, I looked up into her eyes. I failed to notice how tall this woman was. She towered over me by nearly a full head. She had crept up behind me so quietly, I had no clue she was anywhere close to where I stood. I whimpered and mumbled something about shopping for someone else. And I know I was blushing from head to toe!
She smiled warmly and gently touched the palm of her hand to my cheek. In a calm, soft voice she told me I didn't need to be nervous. She said she'd been watching me come into her store for weeks. She could tell how badly I'd wanted to look through the junior's racks. And with just the two of us in her shop, I could look at whatever I wanted.
She reached out and took the hangar with the little, white shorts off the rack. She peeked in at the label and then let her eyes drift up and down my body. Nodding her head, she agreed that I'd chosen the correct size.
Laying a finger under my chin, she lifted upward until our eyes met. She asked if I'd like to try them on. I wanted to so badly! But this was way beyond what I had planned to accomplish that day! In my mind I was going to find a pair of shorts on the rack, pay for them and leave. But looking up into her eyes, it felt like my spine was turning to jelly. I bit my lower lip and told her I would like that very much. She laid her free hand on my lower back and guided me toward the ladies dressing rooms. I couldn't stop shivering with excitement when she reached up and slid one of the curtains open for me. Stepping into the little room, I turned back and quickly thanked her for being so understanding. She smiled and told me it was no problem at all. While sliding the curtain closed, she told me she'd be right outside if I needed her opinion on the fit.
I stood there holding those little white shorts and waited to hear her walk away. She took, at most, 4 or 5 steps. I peeked out from behind the curtain and saw her standing by a rack of clothes, patiently waiting for me, her only customer. Closing the curtain, I slipped off my shoes and slid my pants down and off. I felt as if I were in a dream! I was changing my clothes in a ladies dressing room! When I raised my foot to step into the shorts, she asked if I needed any help. I slipped my leg into the shorts and heard her approach my dressing room. When I bent over and raised my other foot, I peeked under the curtain and saw her shoes, which were almost close enough for me to reach out and touch!
Wiggling the shorts up my legs and over my hips, I closed the buttons and admired myself in the narrow mirror hanging on one wall of the dressing room. From the opposite side of the curtain, she asked if I'd like to look at myself in the bigger mirrors just outside of the dressing rooms. When I stuttered and stammered, she slowly opened the curtain and became the first person to see me wearing girls clothes. Goosebumps popped up all over my body and I blushed deeper than ever before. There was no way I could look her in the eye on my own. It took her reaching out, laying a finger under my chin and lifting upward until our eyes met. She was smiling warmly and looked directly into my eyes. I squirmed where I stood, I was so embarrassed!
Lowering her arm, she took my hand in hers. She looked across the store and found no one was about to walk in. When she was satisfied we were still alone, she led me to a nearby bank of three mirrors. They were arranged so that the two end mirrors were sitting at an angle, allowing one to see more of themselves. She stepped behind me and had me hold my shirt up so we could see where the shorts ended well above my waist. She rested her hands on my hips while I stood directly in front of the mirrors.
Looking over my shoulder, sliding her hands up and down over my hips, she told me the shorts were a perfect fit. She went on to tell me I'd need to get myself a thong or go without panties while wearing them. They fit so snugly that she could see the lines of my underpants. I stood there silently listening to her. I'd never had anyone give me advice like that. No matter how embarrassed I was, I wanted to be sure I heard every word she said.
She had me turn to the side so I could see my butt in a mirror. With her index finger, she gently traced the line of my underpants across my cheek. She told me panty lines always needed to be avoided. Feeling her finger slide across my cheek affected me in an expected manner. My penis struggled to become erect.
She gently turned me back to face the mirrors. In that same understanding voice, she asked why I had tucked myself back between my legs. She stated that it must be painful in that position. I looked at her in the mirror and told her I thought that was what I was supposed to do with it. She spun me around so we faced each other. With her hands still on my hips, she told me that I didn't have to tuck. I could leave it right up front for everyone to see.
I must've looked confused because she went on to explain that she, like many other men and women, preferred to see a feminine boy's bump. I shouldn't try to pretend I was a girl. I needed to be proud that I was a gentle boy who preferred the softer and more delicate fabrics that girls wore. With a gentle pat on my bottom, she guided me back to the dressing room to try it out.
As soon as the curtain closed, I undid the buttons on the shorts, reached down and repositioned my penis up front where it normally resided. I'd barely gotten the buttons reclosed when she threw open the curtain again. In the same manner as before, she guided me to the mirrors and stood behind me, I held my shirt up high enough that a strip of my pale skin could be seen between the waist of the shorts and my shirt. She was looking over my shoulder, standing close enough that I could smell her musky perfume. Stretching her thumbs across my hips, her fingers were resting dangerously close to the lump that was my very erect penis, she whispered, "Yes, that's much better."
She began talking while her fingers and thumbs massaged my hips. She explained that when I left my penis up front, anyone who saw me would immediately know that I was a special young man who wasn't ashamed to dress stylishly. We were both watching my penis throb under the thin material of my underpants and the shorts.
At some point, she turned me to the side so I could see my butt again. Neither of us spoke as we looked at my body from the side. The cut of the shorts seemed to nip in at my waist, emphasizing my hips. My legs looked longer than usual. Still holding my shirt with both hands, I lifted it even higher, exposing more of my pale stomach and chest. I'd never felt so pretty.
Reaching down, she gently dragged her first two fingers along the exposed flesh of my left cheek that was peeking out from under the shorts. In a gravely whisper she said, "With your tight, little figure, you could wear so many cute outfits."
While still behind me, she turned me back to face the mirror. Bending down, she reached between my thighs near my knees and slowly drug her hands upward. I whimpered softly and my hips began to grind back toward her. When standing up straight with her hands on my hips again, she whispered, "Sooner or later, you're going to have to address the hair on your body. It is light blonde and sparse, but it should really be removed. Your body needs to be perfectly smooth and soft when wearing cute little clothes like these shorts."
Between the sensation of feeling her warm breath on my neck, the scent of her perfume filling my nose, and her gentle touch on my body, I was ready to squirt where I stood. We both looked at my reflection in the mirror. Her hands slid up and down across my hips.
In that same soft whisper, she said, "When you're ready to have this hair removed, just let me know. My niece owns a body waxing salon not far from here. She often complains that her clientele is lacking gentle, feminine boys."
Her hands slid forward and framed my very erect penis under the thin cotton shorts. She was careful not to let her hands make contact with the throbbing bump under my shorts. I moaned softly and pressed my hips back against her. Her lips brushed against my ear while she told me that body hair was for big, strong, masculine men. A sweet boy such as myself should be kept as smooth as a baby's bottom.
Her hands moved closer to my throbbing erection. She brushed her lips against my ear again when she told me that long, fat cocks deserved to have pubic hair. She licked my ear before whispering, "Little, pink, penis's should never be kept hidden beneath hair."
By now, I was so aroused I was ready to squirt with the slightest amount of friction. We both looked at my reflection in the mirror. Her hands slid away from my penis and to my hips. They then moved up to my waist and continued until I felt her warm touch on my bare skin. I bit my lower lip and lifted my shirt even higher, just above my collarbones. She smiled behind me and her hands drifted up until her fingers were able to gently pinch my pink nipples. I whimpered softly and ground my hips back against her.
After glancing over her shoulder, she returned her attention to me. In that same gravely whisper she said, "You are still my only customer." She laid her hands on mine and gently helped me pull my shirt up and off of my body. I stood there, looking at my reflection wearing only the little shorts and my underpants. She tossed my shirt over the back of a nearby chair. When she returned her gaze to the mirrors, I felt more naked and exposed than I ever had before.
She moved in close behind me again, close enough that I could feel her clothes against my naked skin. Her hands slipped around my hips and slid up to my waist. Her eyes zeroed in on mine when she reached for the first big button on my shorts. I squirmed and pushed my hips back against hers.
In a squeaky voice, "Someone could walk in! They would see me in my underpants!"
She whispered right into my ear, "No they wouldn't. If someone would walk in here in a few moments, they would see you naked. Because your underpants are coming off too."
I whimpered softly and my hips pressed back against her. She popped open the first button, then the second and finally the third. I squirmed under her touch. She spread the flaps of the shorts open wide. I could hear and feel her breathing on my shoulder. I whimpered softly, "Please."
She grinned and answered, "Please what?"
I bit my lower lip, I looked at her reflection in the mirror and moaned, "Please don't do this. Not here."
She smiled, "Yes, Sweetheart, right here, right now." And she slowly began to lower the shorts I wore. I stood there and let her do it. I don't know why I didn't stop her. I stared at myself in the mirror. I had my arms lifted up out of the way. My penis was rigid and poking against my underpants. There was a moist spot growing slowly near the head. My hips were squirming from side to side and soft moans were slipping through my lips. When the shorts fell around my ankles, she had me step out of them one foot at a time.
She tossed the shorts over the back of the chair, joining my shirt. While still squatting behind me, she hooked her thumbs into the sides of my underpants. She looked up at my eyes in the mirror and began to lower my underpants. She moved painfully slowly. When she pulled the front forward to allow my stiff penis to escape, I pushed my hips back toward her. Once the pink head of my penis appeared, she grinned and lowered my underpants the rest of the way. As before, I stepped out of them one foot at a time. And then my underpants joined the other clothes I'd been wearing over the back of that chair.
Standing naked in front of a bank of mirrors in the rear of a thrift store was incredibly nasty feeling. I'd just been stripped by a lady old enough to by my mother. And I wasn't even trying to cover myself up. I was breathing in heavy gasps. My penis was throbbing and drops of my excitement were forming under its squishy pink head.
After rising up behind me, she leaned in close and whispered in my ear, "Stay right here. Do not move. Do not get dressed. Do not touch yourself. I'll be right back."
She then turned and made her way through the labyrinth of clothing racks toward the front of the store. She first flipped the 'open' sign to 'closed' and then turned the lock on the door. While she did that, I glanced over and saw the clothes I'd been wearing over the back of that chair. Further away, I saw my pants, shoes and socks inside the dressing room I'd used.
I could have quickly gotten dressed and ran away. I could have left that store and never returned. But I didn't, I chose not to. This woman knew who I really was. She knew what I wanted and needed. In the short time I'd spent with her, she had learned more about me than anyone else I'd ever known. I had no intention of leaving. I wanted to find out where this woman would take me. I needed to spend as much time as I could with her. I felt my heart well up in my chest when I silently made these decisions.
Standing there naked with a full erection that was dripping on the floor, I watched as she turned from the door and walked back in my direction. She was looking at me and I was looking at her. My heart began beating heavier and heavier the closer she got. I squirmed where I stood, but my feet never moved.
When she stepped around the last rack of clothes separating us, she walked right past me. She picked up the clothes I'd been wearing from the back of that chair and continued on to the dressing room where I'd changed. After picking up every other piece of clothing I'd worn that day, she turned back around and moved behind me. She leaned in close enough that I could feel her lips brushing against my neck when she spoke, "Such a good boy, doing exactly as you're told. Wait here for just a little longer." She then gently kissed my neck, just below my ear.
With all of my clothes, she went back to the front of the store. I couldn't see what she was doing, but when she returned several minutes later, my clothes were nowhere in sight. I whimpered softly but didn't ask what she'd done with them. At that moment, I didn't care.
She stood right behind me, rested her hands on my naked hips and pulled my butt back against her. She ground her hips against my bare behind. We looked at each other in the mirror and with her lips brushing against my ear, her hands drifted up and down my naked sides.
In a soft whisper she said, "My first marriage ended when I caught my husband cheating with a girl half my age. I was not going to allow that to happen again. So, my second husband, I stripped him naked, took him on my lap and masturbated him three times a day, every day throughout our 15 years together. He passed away suddenly four years ago. And until you walked into my store, I didn't think I'd ever find someone like him again."
"My late, second husband was much like you. He was quite a bit younger than me at the time. He was small and petite with a cute little figure. I used to love taking him out dressed in panties, dresses, skirts or tiny shorts. We once went on a vacation to the Caribbean and the only swimwear I packed for him was a girl's one-piece suit. He loved it almost as much as I did. And looking at you right now, I know you're just as sweet and submissive as he was."
She pulled me back against her hips hard and ground my bottom against her. In a raspy whisper, she asked, "What is your name Sweetheart?"
My voice cracked when I answered, "Sam, Sammy."
She grinned and asked, "Is that Sami with an 'I'?"
I whimpered softly and felt my hips buck against her grasp on my hips. Before I could answer, she asked, "How old are you, Precious?"
Biting my lip, I glanced into her eyes in the mirror and squeaked, "23".
She smiled, kissed my neck and whispered, "I was almost thirty when you were born."
I moaned and unintentionally ground my bare butt against her hips. With her hands still on my hips, she pulled me against her hard. "My name is Lisa."
Her hand slowly slid around my front until her fingers and thumbs framed my extremely stiff penis. She licked my earlobe and whispered, "Sweet Sami, has anyone ever touched your little penis before?"
I rose up on my tiptoes and pushed my hips back against her. My penis was small, I knew that. I'd seen other guys in the showers and knew I was absolutely tiny compared to some of them. But no one had ever told me I was small before. Having this grown woman tell me what I'd always known deep down inside, was both humiliating and also wildly arousing. She was being honest. I was thrilled to be standing there with her. Answering her question, I whimpered softly, "No. Never."
Leaning in close she nibbled on my earlobe before saying, "Well this is your lucky day. Sami, I'm going to touch you now. I'm going to stroke your little-bitty penis up and down until you squirt for me."
Her large hands moved toward my aching penis. She moved so slowly. I was going crazy with desire. I wanted her to touch me so desperately. When her fingers drug through my pubic hair and then finally looped around the stiff prong of my penis, my hips bucked forward and a pearly drop of my excitement formed on the squishy pink head of my penis.
She groaned in my ear, "Your penis is so tiny. It is the smallest most delicate one I've ever seen. Don't worry Sweet Sami, I won't break it. I'll be gentle with you."
She used her first finger and thumb to slowly slide up and down along its length. I whimpered and moaned while she continued to tease my penis and whisper in my ear. "A darling little penis like this should be kept in panties, don't you agree? And a boy with such a cute figure shouldn't wear baggy clothes. No, a boy as cute as you should wear dresses, skirts or tight little shorts. Yes, girly clothes for a girly boy."
Every time I got close to squirting, she would take her fingers away from me until I'd calmed down. When that dangerous level of arousal had passed, she would begin playing with me again. After the third or fourth time, she licked my neck and whispered, "Are you a sissy Sami?"
Bucking my hips back into her, I groaned, "Yes."
"Sweet Sissy Sami, would you like to be kept in cute girls clothes all the time?" She continued to tease my rigid penis with her fingertips. We both watched drop after drop of my excitement fall to the floor near my feet.
I squeaked, "Yes!"
"Sissy Sami, you'd never, ever wear anything remotely masculine ever again. You'd spend the rest of your life in adorable girly clothes or nothing at all. Is that what you dream about? Is that what you really want Precious?" She leaned in and kissed the side of my neck which sent chills throughout my body. And at that same moment, I got closer to squirting that any other time since we started. Lisa removed her touch and waited patiently for me to calm down.



When my breathing had slowed and I was no longer in danger of squirting, she resumed teasing me with a feathery touch. And she continued whispering in my ear, "Sweet Sami, if you only wore dresses, skirts or tight little short-shorts, what would your friends think? What would your co-workers and boss think?"
In a high pitch, I squeaked, "I don't care."
She continued to stare at my bare body in the mirror while leaning in to lick my earlobe. "Good boy. You could always get another job or different friends. But what about your family? What would your mother and father think when you started prancing around in girly clothes all the time?"
She kept teasing my aching penis with her fingertips while I tried to answer her question. But it was difficult to concentrate and she kept pulling my hips back against her. I somehow managed to tell her that I thought my father already knew I was a sissy. I told her I didn't think he would be surprised at all, nor did I think he was upset that his son was a sissy. Lisa kept teasing my inexperienced body and told me I was lucky to have such an understanding father. She then asked about my mother.
I squirmed under her touch and explained how my mother had left when I was young. But my father had been living with a woman for several years.
Lisa asked how I thought she would react when I started wearing sexy little outfits all the time. I moaned deeply and spun around while looping my arms up around her neck. I asked her if we could please stop talking. She told me she wanted an answer about my father's girlfriend, how would she react. She then turned me back so I was facing the mirror.
I watched her fingers teasing my throbbing penis while whispering, "I think she would like it."
That answer piqued her interest and she began quizzing me about my relationship with her. I told her we had a very good relationship. She was very nice and I liked her very much. I bashfully admitted that she had once caught me playing with myself and somehow didn't make it super uncomfortable.
Lisa stopped me asked, "Sweet Sissy Sami, do you still live at home with your dad and his girlfriend?"
When I told her I did, she licked my earlobe again and told me that was absolutely perfect. She urged me on to tell her more about Julie, my father's girlfriend. She asked what she looked like. All the while teasing my little penis and occasionally pinching my nipples.
I explained that she was tall, had big boobs, wide hips and always wore dresses or skirts. I'd never once seen her wearing pants. She had pretty blonde hair, big blue eyes and always seemed to be happy. She is the nicest woman I'd ever met.
She removed her fingertips from my body and let me stand there tingling all over. In a soft whisper, "Do you think Julie would enjoy taking you shopping for cute girly outfits?"
I half moaned, "I hope she would."
She smiled while letting her fingertips drift over my body and once again tease my penis and nipples. "Sweetie, I don't know what you've been waiting for. Your dad already knows you're a sissy. And his girlfriend has seen you playing with your little penis. She obviously thinks you're just as cute as I do. You should already be running around in girly clothes."
I squirmed under her touch and glanced down at the small pool of my precum that had formed on the floor. I whispered, "I don't know. I guess I'm just afraid."
She kissed my neck and held me against her soft, warm body. "Sweet, sweet, Sissy Sami, I want you to come back and see me at this same time next week. Okay?"
I ground my bottom back against her and moaned, "Okay."
Lisa loosely looped her fingers around my penis and let me hump myself in and out of the ring she had formed. She whispered, "But Sweetie, I don't want you to come back here unless you have a little talk with Julie. I want you to tell her you are in need of new underpants. But I also want you to ask her if she thought it would be weird if you wore panties instead of boy's underpants. Do you think you can do that for me?"
She had been controlling my level of excitement by loosening and tightening the ring my penis was sliding through. I moaned that I could. I babbled on about my dad being out of town on business for the next week. Which meant I'd have plenty of opportunities to talk to Julie.
Lisa smiled behind me, while I humped my penis, she tightened the ring her fingers had formed. She whispered, "One last thing. Whenever your father isn't home. I want you to leave your bathroom door wide open when you shower. It will be good to know if Julie takes that as an invitation to come to watch you."
I squealed that I would. I promised Lisa I would do all those things. And after all that time, she finally continued to stroke me and allowed me to squirt. I reached back and laid my hands on her thighs as I fell back against her. My body went into convulsions as my little penis spurted out globs of my creamy juices onto the floor of her thrift shop. Strange, high pitched squeaky noises escaped my lips with each stroke of her hand.
As the most powerful orgasm of my life came to an end, Lisa wrapped her arms around my body and pulled me against her. We looked at ourselves in the mirror and watched my penis slowly soften. I felt her warm breath on my ear and neck. Her big boobs were pressed against my naked back. My legs were wobbly, but Lisa held me safely in her arms.
In a soft whisper she said, "If you come and see me next week and promise you've had the talk with Julie and left your bathroom door open while you showered, I promise I'll drive you to my niece's salon and cover the cost of getting your body waxed. I'll even be in the room while she does her magic. I'll hold your hands while she waxes you. And after she's finished and you're nice and smooth, I'll take your little penis in my hand and make you squirt while she stands nearby and watches."
She continued to hold me in her arms and said, "Please don't disappoint me. And don't try to lie to me either. Sweet Sissy Sami, you wouldn't be the first young man I had to discipline over my lap."
I moaned again. The idea of laying across Lisa's lap while spanking my naked bottom sent shivers up my spine. She must've known what I was thinking because she went on to say, "Sissy boys are all the same. I mention a spanking and you immediately think it would be a naughty spanking. That is not what I meant at all. A discipline spanking isn't meant to be pleasurable. It is meant to hurt. It will remind you that you made a mistake that shouldn't be repeated. Do you understand me?"
After telling her I understood, she firmly took my hand and began walking toward the front of her store. I pulled against her, with every step we took, we got closer to the big glass windows. Anyone outside would be able to see me! I squealed and begged her to stop, but she just kept walking. As my naked body cleared the last rack of clothes, I moved right behind Lisa and hid.
When we stood at the cash register, Lisa turned to face me. She asked me what Julie would think if I arrived home naked. I shivered at the thought. She smiled and suggested sending me home in the little shorts I'd tried on earlier along with a cute top and some flats. I whispered, "Please not yet."
A wide grin spread across her face, it reminded me of the Grinch in that movie. She leaned in close, so close her lips brushed against mine when she spoke, "Yet, you said, 'Please not yet.' That is very interesting. Unless you want me to send you home to Julie dressed like the sissy you are, you'll walk to the front door, flip the sign to 'open' and unlock that door. Go. Now."
I peeked around her wide body and judged the door to be more than a dozen steps away. And there was nothing for me to hide behind at all. There weren't a lot of people on the sidewalk in front of the store, but occasionally a few people would pass by. As if reading my mind, she whispered, "You'll need to walk, not run. And don't even think about covering up."
Just before I moved out from behind Lisa, she reached down and took my surprisingly stiff penis between her first finger and thumb. She squeezed it and said, "If you're this excited now, wait until Julie sees your bathroom door wide open while you shower. Sweet Sissy Sami, she is going to love it and so will your little penis!"
My heart was pounding in my chest as I stepped out from behind Lisa. I took measured steps toward the door. Just before I'd reached for the sign, three cars drove by, one after another. A shiver of shame ran through my body. None of the cars stopped or even slowed down. I doubted anyone saw me, but they could have. I quickly flipped the sign and turned to the lock. As I spun around on my toes, I heard another car drive by. And just after I'd gotten behind Lisa once again, I heard two ladies talking and watched them walk passed on the sidewalk in front of her store.
She leaned down and kissed my cheek while whispering, "You really are a good boy. A promise is a promise, here you go." And she handed me my neatly folded clothes with my shoes on top. I glanced around the store nervously for a few moments then timidly asked, "May I go get dressed now?"
She smiled at me and gave me her permission. I quickly turned and raced off toward the ladies dressing rooms. When I'd entered the little room and closed the curtain, I leaned against the wall and tried to process all that had happened since I'd walked into that store. The promises I'd made regarding Julie, my father's girlfriend stood out the most. My mind was telling me not to go through with those promises, but the rest of my body cheered me on to complete the tasks I'd promised to do.
When I had my clothes back on, I pulled open the curtain and stepping into the store. Lisa was standing at the register talking to a customer who had just entered her shop. I waited patiently for her to finish the conversation before approaching her. She set two bags on the counter, leaned close and whispered to me. "Those cute shorts you liked so much are in here along with a few other things you might want to start wearing around the house. These are my gift to you."
She glanced around the store and saw the lady who had entered was occupied, Lisa then kissed me gently on the lips. "Sweet, Sissy Sami, I hope you do all those things you promised. And I really hope you come back and see me next week. I haven't had this much fun since before my second husband passed away."
I promised I would live up to my promises and then picked the bags, I made it all the way to the door before I stopped. I turned and quickly walked back to Lisa. I set the bags on the counter and whispered, "I don't want to leave yet."
Lisa smiled brightly, she told me I'd just made a fantastic day even better and of course I could stay. She then told me to go choose one of the ladies dressing rooms and remove my clothes again. She told me she would stop by in a few minutes to take them all from me. She said as soon as we were alone, if we were alone before closing time, she would come to get me. I would wander the racks naked and choose girly things my heart desired. We'd go on a sissy shopping spree.
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After the absolute worst day, I found myself waiting for a bus under a shelter in the pouring rain. Out of nowhere, a truck zoomed-by and a wall of water rose up from the street and soaked me from head to toe. I stood there on the verge of tears. It was a perfectly miserable ending to a perfectly miserable day. Above the noise of the traffic and the falling rain, I heard a voice call to me from behind. I tried to pull myself together before turning toward the voice.
A lady was calling to me from her doorstep. She told me she saw everything and asked if I was alright. I tried to tell her I was, but she couldn't hear me over the rain and street noises. Lowering my chin, I finally dashed through the rain toward her home. As I walked up the steps to her home, she opened the door wide, inviting me inside. It didn't occur to me that I didn't know this woman and I was entering her house. All I knew was that she was the first kind person I'd encountered all day long. After stepping into the entryway, I waited while she closed the door behind me. I stood there soaking wet, an emotional wreck and utterly defeated by the day I'd had.
She was a tall, substantial woman compared to my petite, 5'5" frame and appeared to be just a little younger than my mother. She looked down at me with sympathetic eyes and asked if I was okay. I tried to tell her I was, but before I could speak those words, my chin quivered and my emotions welled-up inside of me. Tears rolled down my cheeks and I began babbling about all the awful things that had happened since I'd gotten out of bed that morning.
When my voice cracked and I paused talking to catch my breath, she laid her soft, warm hand on my cheek and said, "You poor thing. I'm so sorry you've had a bad day." Her voice was gentle, kind and understanding.
While I continued to sob and whine about the day I'd had, this woman guided me to a bench just inside her home. After having me sit down, she knelt down and removed my dripping-wet shoes and socks. Rising up, she took my shivering hand and led me down a hallway to a large, recently cleaned bathroom. The room smelled of lavender and was decorated tastefully with pale violet floral patterns.
She pulled a towel from a nearby rack, folded it in quarters and laid it over the toilet seat cover. She had me sit down and warmed a washcloth under the sink. She knelt in front of me again and gently washed my face. The last person to ever wash my face for me was my mother. It was a truly compassionate act and it warmed my heart.
As I calmed down, I whispered, "I, I, I don't know your name."
She smiled while passing the warm cloth over my eyes once more. In that same kind voice, she said, "Peggy. My name is Peggy. What is your name Sweetheart?"
A warmth radiated throughout my body when she called me 'Sweetheart'. Peggy was proving to be the savior I'd needed to change the course of my day. After nibbling on my lower lip, I whispered, "It's nice to meet you, Peggy. I'm Robin."
While tapping her first finger against the tip of my nose, she said, "A cute name for a cute young man. Robin, like a little bird! Your name suits you perfectly!"
There was something about Peggy that made me feel safe and warm. She was so caring and sympathetic, it was impossible for me not to feel perfectly comfortable in her presence.
After setting the washcloth on the counter near the sink, Peggy's eyes drifted from my bare feet, up my drenched pants, over my soaking wet shirt and then to my eyes which were swollen from crying, and finally to the soggy mess that was my hair. She rose up onto her feet. Holding both of my hands, she told me that I needed to get out of my wet clothes before I caught a cold. She went onto suggest I take a warm bath to take the chill off. Without waiting for a response from me, she turned, pulled the thick shower curtain all the way open, knelt down and began to run a bath.
I stood there and watched Peggy, a woman I'd just met, filling the bathtub. She was the nicest person I could remember ever meeting. Even after knowing her for such a short time, I could tell she truly cared about me. Why else would she invite me into her home, wash my face and worry about me catching a cold?
When Peggy had the water temperature adjusted, she closed the drain so the tub would begin filling. I stood there feeling a little foolish, I wasn't sure if she expected me to undress while she was in the room. Thankfully she excused herself so I could disrobe. From the opposite side of the door, she asked me to pass her my wet clothes so she could run them through the washer and dryer.
I watched myself undress in the mirror over the sink. I peeled the wet shirt off my body, cracked the door open and passed it to Peggy. She stood there and took it from me. She talked about getting them clean and warmed up for me. She also talked about finding something for me to wear once I got out of the tub. I next wiggled out of my pants, as before, I cracked open the door and passed them to Peggy. Turning to see myself in the mirror, I reached down and pulled my underwear down. After stepping out of them and holding them in my hand, I saw my reflection and that warm feeling began to radiate through my body again. At Peggy's suggestion, I checked the tub. It was full and I turned the water off. Cracking the door open, I passed my underpants to Peggy. She had a playful grin on her face when she took them from my hand.
While peeking out at her from behind the door she spoke in a soft, gentle voice, "Now hop in the tub, Robin. I may have forgotten to put out a cake of soap. If you look under the sink, you'll find several new packages. It would be silly to take a bath and not wash."
Standing naked on the other side of the door, I thanked her for being so kind. I told her my day would have been a complete disaster if I hadn't met her. She thanked me for saying so and left to get my clothes in the washer. I closed the door and discovered the door didn't lock. It wasn't that the lock didn't work, the door didn't have a lock at all. A shiver shot up my spine, it wasn't the warm feeling I was used to associating when I thought of Peggy. This was a shiver that made my penis tingle.
I soon turned and knelt in front of her sink, opening the cabinet doors I found a pyramid of Camay soap packages. It was the same soap my mother used. I timidly took the package from the top of the pyramid and began to remove the wrappings. My eyes drifted to the other items she kept under the sink. There was a long-handled bath brush, a giant bottle of Ivory hand soap, a red rubber enema bag, extra rolls of toilet paper and a wide selection of cleaning supplies.
Dropping the wrappings from the soap into the trashcan, I turned and saw my naked body in the mirror. The mirror was beginning to fog over from the steam from the bath, but I could still see myself in the bottom half of it. My skin was pale, I had very little body hair, little pink nipples and equally pink penis. I'd always thought my penis fit my body size. It was just as petite as the rest of me. It didn't hang down like other penis's I'd seen in the video's I'd watched. When soft, mine disappeared into my body leaving only a fraction of an inch of the shaft and the squishy pink head to poke straight out. The little pink head was surrounded by wispy, light blond hairs. It began to stiffen and grow to its full size as I stood there and thought about being naked in Peggy's home. My day had drastically improved since being invited into her home.
With the cake of soap in hand, I turned and moved to the tub. Lifting my leg, I dipped my toes into the warm water and slowly lowered my foot until it touched bottom. Bracing myself against the tiled wall with one hand and still holding the pink soap in my other hand, I lifted my other leg and slowly lowered it into the tub. The water was warmer than I usually liked, but after coming in from the rain, it felt nice. I slowly lowered my naked body into the water and soon found myself relaxing in the water.
I lowered my head into the water and rested there listening to the muffled sounds one hears when submerged under water. When I rose up above the water level, I heard Peggy's voice. Wiping the water away from my eyes, I looked toward the door and saw Peggy peeking at me from around the door. My hands quickly moved to cover my penis and I think I squeaked.
Peggy spoke in that same calm, caring tone, "You didn't answer when I called and I got worried about you."
I was so nervous with Peggy looking at me in the bathtub. I quickly told her I was fine. She moved further into the room, leaning back against the doorframe and looking at my naked form under the crystal-clear water. She informed me that she lived alone and had no clothes suitable for a young man to wear. She hoped I'd be okay with what she'd chosen for me as an alternative. She then placed what looked like a faded red sweater on the counter beside the sink. She then reminded me it was just the two of us, so I shouldn't be embarrassed about anything.
I whimpered softly and thanked her again for her kindness. Before excusing herself, she told me when I was done washing, I could dry myself with a fresh towel. She walked all the way into the bathroom this time. She opened a cabinet and pulled out a lilac colored towel. After setting it on the cabinet, she turned back toward my naked body in the tub. I squirmed under the water and was using both of my hands to keep my penis hidden from her. I watched her bend down toward me and kiss the top of my head. She then excused herself, leaving the door partway open.
Slowly, I moved my hands away from my stiff penis. I was expecting her to peek back in at any moment. With the door already open, I wouldn't have the warning of hearing the knob turn. I kept my eye on the door while I began to wash my body with the flowery scented soap. The longer I sat in the tub, the more I thought about Peggy walking back into the room. And the idea of her watching me wash was really making me penis ache for attention.
I rose up on my knees so I could wash my butt. When I did, the water made splashing sounds. Peggy called out to me from another part of her home. She asked if I was okay. I called back to her and told her I was just finishing washing myself. She told me soap suds weren't a bad thing and to use lots of them.
That sounded like a challenge. I rubbed the cake of Camay between my hand until I had a thick froth of bubbles. Reaching back, I slid the slippery bar of soap between my cheeks, all over my butt and everywhere else I could reach back there. I then moved my sudsy hands and cake of soap around to the front. I covered myself in bubbles but was careful not to get too carried away washing my penis.
Sliding back under the water, I rinsed all the soap away. As I reached to drain the tub, I saw a bottle of shampoo. Picking it up, popping open the lid I was greeted by the cleanest, flowery-scented shampoo I'd ever smelled. Turning the bottle over, I filled my hand with the pink tinted liquid. It was way more than I needed to wash my hair. But I worked it into my hair and soon had suds from the shampoo sliding down my shoulders, back and chest.
In a very playful voice, Peggy called out to me again, "What are you doing in there Robin-Honey?"
I kept working up the suds in my hair as I called back to her. I half-giggled, half spoke, "Washing my hair!"
She told me to hurry up. She was warming up some soup for me and it would be ready soon.
I laid back down in the tub and slid my head under the water. I ran my fingers through my hair until I was sure it was rinsed free of bubbles. I then carefully stood up and stepped out onto the rug. Turning back to the tub, I flipped the switch so it would drain.
A thought crossed my mind and I acted upon it before I realized how shameless it was. Peggy had left the door cracked open, I opened the door all the way. Without picking up the towel, I called out to her. I told her I was out of the tub and drying off.
She replied, "Good boy. But hurry or your soup will get cold."
I hoped she would come and check on me. But I didn't hear her footsteps so I picked up the towel and dried myself off. When I was finished, I hung the towel on the rack behind the door. Without a brush or comb, I ran my fingers through my hair and it turned out pretty good, but messy. Then I looked at what she laid out for me to wear. There was only one article of clothing and after I picking it up, I learned it was indeed a sweater. It looked like it had been well-worn, the red color was faded and it was HUGE.
Pulling the oversized sweater onto my body, I found it was even bigger than I thought. Even the neck opening was big, it hung off of one or both shoulders depending on how I wanted to wear it. The sleeves were several inches too long and completely hid my hands from view. I pulled them up high enough so my hands poked out the bottoms of the sleeves. The sweater hung down to nearly my knees. It was like wearing a dress! A dress that two people my size could fit in at the same time!
The stiff prong of my penis was poking against the sweater and without wearing anything underneath, there was nothing to keep it pulled against my body. I was suddenly nervous about walking out to see Peggy. Yes, I just fantasized about her walking in and seeing me naked in the bathroom. But walking out in the giant sweater was different.
After tidying up the bathroom, I took a deep breath and remembered how kind Peggy had been. She was a ray of sunshine. She chose this for me to wear. And after summoning all my courage, I tip-toed out of the bathroom and down the hall. Her home wasn't huge and it was relatively easy to find my way around. I crossed the living room and peeked into the kitchen. She stood at the counter pouring what looked like chicken noodle soup into a bowl. She had put on an apron and looked like the definition of a mother.
I stepped further into the kitchen, held my hands over the lump my penis was making. I softly said, "Um, Peggy?"
She turned and paused to look me up and down. When her eyes settled on my face, she smiled and walked toward me. She wrapped her soft arms around my body and held me. I looped my arms up around her neck and we embraced like that for several moments. The scent of her flowery perfume caressed my senses. In that brief moment, I realized I hadn't felt that loved in a very long time.
She softly spoke, "You look much better now that you're out of those wet clothes and freshly bathed. You smell much better too." Taking both my hands in hers, she gently pulled my arms away from my body which left the bump of my erection out for her to see. She winked at me before saying, "It looks like you feel better too!"
Of course, I blushed deeply and squirmed where I stood after she obviously noticed my erection. She released my hands and rolled the sleeves of my sweater up just passed my wrists. This left big rolls of the sweater at the ends of the sleeves. But at least they wouldn't fall down. Taking my hand in hers, she led me to the table and pulled out a chair. I sat down and wiggled back when she pushed the chair in. She brought me the bowl of soup she had prepared along with a spoon.
She sat right beside me and told me how she'd happened to be looking out the window when that truck soaked me on the street. After witnessing that terrible event, she knew I'd need a little tender-loving-care. She told me she was glad she'd seen that. If not, the two of us would never have met. She went on to explain that she knew the two of us would continue to be friends long after this day was over.
While I finished my soup, she excused herself so my clothes could be moved from the washer to the dryer. By the time she'd returned, I'd finished the soup and she moved the dishes to the sink. She helped me down from the table and together we walked to her living room. And we sat beside each other on her couch.
"Robin-Honey, it's going to take some time for your clothes to dry. Would you like to watch some television? Or take a nap? I know you've had a long day." She was looking at me with such caring eyes. When she next spoke, her voice was softer, "Or perhaps you'd like another bath? I could wash you this time."
I wasn't sure I'd heard her correctly, but my penis knew exactly what she'd said. Biting my lower lip, looking into her eyes, I whispered, "Really?"
"Yes Robin-Sweetie, I'd enjoy giving you a proper bath and a thorough scrubbing. I know there are parts of your cute, little body that didn't get the cleaning they deserve."
My voice was cracking and shaking when I whispered, "I'd like another bath please."
We rose up off the couch together. My knees felt like jelly when I stood up. I'd just asked Peggy to give me a bath. Never in a million years would I have guessed this day would end like this. Peggy wrapped her arm around me when she felt me sway. She asked if I was okay. I told her I was. I explained that I was just excited about my bath. She smiled down at me and told me she was too.
During the short walk to the bathroom, Peggy asked if I'd ever had my insides cleaned out. A shiver shot up my spine and I asked if she meant an enema. She squeezed my hand and told me that is exactly what she meant. She didn't ask, she told me that before I got in the tub, she was going to clean out my insides.
In an unusually high pitch, I answered, "Okay." Although I'd never had an enema before, I knew what they were and seen a few movies on the internet of girls getting them. It looked like it would be incredibly arousing.
Once we were back in the bathroom, Peggy had me sit on the toilet seat. She laid out a towel on the floor and then retrieved the enema bag and Ivory soap from under the sink. She knelt by the tub, adjusted the water temperature and then began to fill the red rubber bag. She pulled it out from under the water at one point and added four big glugs of Ivory soap before filling it the rest of the way. Bubbles were foaming out the top of the bag when she put the plug back in it.
I must've looked frightened by the size of the bag because Peggy told me not to worry. She told me it may be a little uncomfortable at first, but when it was all over, I'd feel cleaner than I ever had before. She then stood up and hung the swollen red bag from the shower rod. Next, she pulled open a drawer and removed a large tub of petroleum jelly, a few wide, wooden popsicle sticks, and a single, disposable, green rubber glove. She first snapped the glove on her right hand and worked it between her fingers. It looked like she'd done that many times before. She used the stick to scoop out a big glob of jelly onto her gloved fingers and threw the stick in the trashcan. With those two fingers, she slathered the slippery jelly all over the plastic nozzle at the end of the rubber hose. Carefully, she hung the hose over the shower rod.
I was getting extremely nervous now that it was time for me to become involved. That bag was holding a lot of water! And Peggy would soon have all that water in my butt! I wasn't sure I could go through with it. I was on the verge of panicking and running from the room when I noticed Peggy was looking at my groin area. Looking down, I saw I'd slipped my hand under the sweater and was touching myself. I had no idea I was even doing that! But it was enough to convince me I wanted to do this. I whimpered softly and pulled my hand away.
Standing up, Peggy told me it was time to undress. I slowly pulled the sweater up over my head. I was left standing naked in front of her. It was such a wild, freeing feeling to expose myself to her like that. I fought with myself and somehow managed to keep my hands at my sides. She didn't need to ask, I folded the sweater neatly and set it on the counter. Peggy told me to get on my knees on the towel. She then asked me to lower my shoulders to the floor. She moved in close behind me. I was so nervous! My penis was harder than it had ever been! Peggy was seeing parts of my body that no one should ever see! And I'd just met her!



Peggy rubbed my naked back with her soft, warm hand. She told me to relax and warned me she was about to touch me as she set the giant tub of petroleum jelly by my knee and tossed a second popsicle stick into the trashcan. She first laid the un-lubricated hand on my left cheek. I whimpered softly and my hips ground back toward her. She then pressed two fingers of the other hand against my wrinkled hole. I squealed loudly and my shoulders came up off the floor. I'd never, ever had anyone touch me there and the feeling was like being hit by a lightning bolt. Every nerve ending in my body came alive at once.
Peggy slowly and gently rubbed the lubricant all around my wrinkled, flexing hole. I was writhing on the floor in front of her. My breaths were coming in short gasps. I was a complete, nervous, horny mess. When Peggy lined one of her fingers up with my little hole I whimpered softly and arched my back deeply. Very gently she applied just enough pressure to make my little hole open up for her. When her finger slipped inside of me I couldn't stop myself from moaning.
My hips ground around in circles while she gently slid her finger in and out of me. In a raspy whisper, Peggy asked, "Does that feel good my sweet Robin? I know it does. You don't have to answer. Just lay there and enjoy this."
Without standing or removing her finger from my bottom, Peggy reached up and pulled the rubber tube from over the shower rod. She gently slipped her finger out from inside me and immediately pressed the much wider nozzle against my tingling hole. She applied little bits of pressure until my hole stretched open around the firm plastic nozzle. That is when I heard Peggy moan.
She sat back there and watched me grinding my hips around shamelessly for several moments. She groaned, "You are just Precious Baby Bird. Are you ready? Here it comes."
She then opened the clamp on the hose and warm, bubbly water rushed inside of me. My back arched deeply and I shivered as the water quickly filled every inch of space in my bottom. The sensation of the warm water filling up that forbidden area in my body was so strangely arousing. But it quickly became uncomfortable and my stomach muscles began to cramp. I whimpered and moaned and told Peggy I couldn't take anymore.
She laid her hand on my back and rubbed it softly, she whispered, "You have a little less than half the bag to go. You can do it Baby Bird. Just relax. I'll slow it down for you." She told me she closed the clamp a little to slow the flow into my body.
My knees were spread wide apart, my back was arched deeply with my shoulders resting against the towel. My penis didn't know if it should be stiff or not. It would get hard and then go soft as the cramps increased. I felt my abdomen distending as if filled with water and bubbles. I was moaning constantly, only to be interrupted by my sobbing and begging for Peggy to turn it off.
After what seemed like an eternity, Peggy told me the bag was empty. I was still moaning and sobbing and squirming around on the towel in front of her. A thin layer of perspiration covered every inch of my body. Instead of removing the nozzle, Peggy left it inside of me. She reached around and rubbed my stomach, feeling how full I was.
She spoke in that soft, gentle voice I loved, "Baby Bird, I want you to hold it inside for a while. The water and soapy bubbles need time to do their work and clean you out. It'll just be a few minutes and then you can let it all out." While she spoke, her hand rubbed my stomach and massaged the cramping muscles. She was careful never to get to close to my penis.
Eventually, Peggy leaned down and placed a kiss on my extreme lower back, right at the top of my butt cheeks. She told me I'd done really well and it was time to let it all out. When I felt her take hold of the nozzle I squeezed my cheeks tight. She rubbed my back again and told me that was exactly what I needed to do. She said as soon as the nozzle was out, she would help me to the toilet.
I groaned when she removed the nozzle and I felt a drip or two of warm water run down the back of my thighs. Peggy moved quickly and while I squeezed myself closed for all I was worth, she positioned me onto the toilet seat. I would have liked to wait until she left the room before my muscles gave out. But I couldn't. My butt had barely touched the seat when all that soapy water rushed out of me like a tidal wave.
Peggy was still right in front of me, holding my hands when it happened. I immediately started apologizing. I'd never been so embarrassed! Peggy looked right at me, she knelt down and held onto my hands while more and more water surged out of me. Peggy told me it was natural. She told me I needn't be embarrassed. She told me I never needed to be embarrassed or ashamed about anything when I was with her. No matter her words, humiliation burned within me while I squeezed out the last of the water.
I sat naked on the toilet in front of a woman old enough to be my mother. I'd met her only hours before and she had just administered my very first enema. Above all of that, she remained in the room, holding my hands while the bubbly water was expelled from my body. She released my hands, reached beside me and flushed the toilet. Peggy then rose up and took the big enema bag down from the shower rod. She uncapped it and then began to fill it once again.
When I asked what she was doing, she told me I needed to be rinsed out now. She informed me I wouldn't be filled as full for the rinsing, but it may take a few of them before the water ran clear. With the bag filled about halfway with plain water, she hung it back on the rod and turned to wait for me.
I whimpered softly while perched on the toilet. Without saying a word, I unwrapped some toilet tissue from the roll and when I was sure she wasn't going to look away, I bent forward, reached back and wiped myself.
Peggy helped me off the toilet and got me back into position, shoulders down, butt up high. She got a fresh popsicle stick to scoop the petroleum jelly onto her gloved fingers. She quickly lubed up the nozzle and warned me before touching my wrinkled hole. Just as before, she rubbed the jelly around the outside before dipping her finger inside of me. She fingered me for much longer that second time. And when she replaced her finger with the nozzle, my penis was throbbing and leaking its excitement onto the towel.
I'm nearly positive I heard Peggy moan when she opened the clamp on the hose. The warm water rushed in and filled me quickly. My stomach began cramping shortly after the water began running. And those cramps forced me to squirm around and moan. I told Peggy I was too full, that I couldn't take anymore. She reached around and massaged my bloating stomach, telling me there was only a little more.
Eventually, she closed the clamp and told me I needed to hold it just like the time before. I squirmed on the towel in front of her with the nozzle embedded deeply in my bottom. The rubber hose still connecting me to the bag hanging from the shower rod.
Peggy whispered from behind me, "You're such a good boy."
I moaned as an especially painful cramp formed in my stomach. I squirmed hard the tears began rolling down my cheeks again. Soon enough, the cramp passed and Peggy announced it was time to let it out. As before, she withdrew the nozzle while I squeezed myself closed. She helped to sit on the toilet and then waited with me while I squeezed it all out. Sitting naked on that toilet, squeezing out the water while holding Peggy's hands was no less humiliating as the last time. Before the toilet was flushed, Peggy had me lean forward and told me I needed another rinsing. Only then did she flush.
This process was repeated twice more. While peeking at the toilet water after that third enema, she kissed my cheek and told me the water was perfectly clear. I was declared clean. The process had been terribly embarrassing and painful at times, but having Peggy administer those enemas proved to be a very special event. I had never felt closer to anyone else before.
After wiping myself dry, Peggy began cleaning and putting away the enema supplies as the tub filled with steaming water. While she worked, she asked me to run and check on my clothes. She told me the laundry room was just off of the kitchen.
Those words made another chill shoot through my body. I was going to walk around Peggy's home naked! I tip-toed out into the hall and peeked into the living room. The curtains and drapes were wide open. I could see it was still raining outside. I quickly crossed her living room, kitchen and then passed into the laundry room.
Bending over, I opened the dryer door and found my clothes to still be very damp. I was in no hurry to leave Peggy's company and in order to prolong my visit, I turned the dial on her dryer from "Heavy" to "Air Fluff". I turned it back on for 20 minutes and then made my way back to Peggy in the bathroom.
When I arrived in the bathroom, I found Peggy kneeling beside the steaming bathtub and was just setting down the long-handled bath brush. There were three washcloths stacked up on the corner of the tub along with a small brush and a scary looking callous scraper. Peggy asked how my clothes were and I told her they were still wet and that I'd turned the dryer back on.
She stood up and crossed to the sink. On the counter was a toothbrush, still in its box, and a tube of toothpaste. She opened the box, moistened the toothbrush under the faucet and then laid down a large amount of toothpaste onto the brush. Stepping to the side, she invited me to the sink and handed me the brush. Opening my mouth wide, I slipped the toothbrush inside and began brushing my teeth. In less than a minute, Peggy decided I wasn't doing it correctly. She moved right behind me, had me tilt my head up, took the brush from my hand and began scrubbing my teeth, inside of my cheeks, the roof of my mouth and tongue very vigorously.
A few times during the process, she moved the toothbrush too far back and gagged me. She gave me a few moments to recover, apologized and then began scrubbing my mouth clean once again. She continued to brush my teeth and mouth for several minutes. By the time she rinsed the toothbrush off, I'd drooled toothpaste foam down my chin and onto my chest. Peggy had me rinse my mouth out with water from a cup she kept by the sink. When I'd completed that task, she asked me to open wide so she could see inside my mouth. She held my head while moving it around to see all areas inside my mouth. Even after visiting the dentist, my teeth had never felt so clean.
After wiping the excess toothpaste from my body, she smiled and held out her hand. I took it and she helped me into the tub. The water didn't feel as warm as my first bath and I was able to slide beneath the surface relatively quickly.
After dipping a washcloth in the water, she pulled it out and began lathering it up with the Camay soap cake I'd used earlier. When the suds were dripping from the washcloth and her hands, she had me rise up on my knees, facing her. With the sweetest look on her face, she asked, "Baby Bird, did you wash your face earlier?"
I'd barely begun to shake my head from side to side when she looped her hand behind my neck to hold me steady and then smushed the soapy washcloth against my face. She scrubbed my forehead clean with the soapy cloth. She then moved to my eyebrows, eyelids, and cheeks. I was gasping for breaths, but every time I opened my mouth it was filled with soap suds. She firmly scrubbed my nose and moved onto my chin. While still covered in bubbles, she hung the washcloth over one finger and scrubbed out both of my ears. The last thing she did was reposition a different part of the cloth over her finger and then wash out the inside of my nose.
I was gasping for breaths, my mouth was filled with the taste of soap and I blew bubbled out of my nostrils. Peggy rinsed the cloth and then washed the bubbles off of my face. She had to do it several times before all the bubbles were rinsed away. When I opened my eyes, Peggy knelt before me already lathering up the bath brush.
I asked why she was being so rough. Peggy looked at me as if she were confused. She told me cleaning was serious business. Sometimes to get something really clean she needed to use elbow grease. She went onto explain that she was going to get me cleaner than I'd ever been before. I bit my lip and wondered if I'd made a mistake.
By then the bath brush was wildly foamy. She took hold of my hand and began scrubbing up and down the length of my arm. She didn't miss a spot, my entire arm was scrubbed several times before lowering into the water and bringing it back up, free of bubbles and glowing a pink color as a result of the scrubbing it had received. This same process was repeated on my other arm. Setting down the bath brush, she picked up the small nail brush and gave the fingernails on both hands an extremely thorough scrubbing. When she had finished, my hands were perfectly clean and almost squeaked with I rubbed my fingers together.
Peggy then had me rise up on my knees and face away from her, bracing my hands on the tiled wall. She used that bathbrush and scrubbed my back and shoulders with force. I was sure when she was done my entire body would be glowing pink.
She didn't ask me to move, so I remained where I was while she lathered up the bathbrush again. Laying one hand on my hip, she pressed the brush between my cheeks and began scrubbing my poor butt crack. She turned the brush to scrub the insides of both cheeks and paid extra attention to the space between them. I was in a horny frenzy by the time she'd finished cleaning that particular area.
She picked up the cake of Camay and scrubbed it with the brush until the foam she'd created fell in great glob onto the water's surface. She scrubbed both my cheeks and the tops of my thighs. Neither of us spoke during this part of my bath. I think we were both struggling to accept that it was really happening. I was getting an in-depth cleaning from a woman I'd met that same day. It was difficult to accept that this wasn't a dream.
Peggy had me turn around in the tub so I was still on my knees but facing her. My penis was stiff and pointing right at her. She smiled down at it and told me we'd take care of that later. Her words made me blush. She told me to hold my arms up high. And after lathering the brush, she scrubbed my armpits which had me giggling and squirming because I'm so ticklish there. Peggy made a comment about being ticklish but continued to scrub until she was satisfied my armpits were clean. I watched her pick up the cake of soap and briskly rub the brush against it. The bar of soap looked like it had been used for weeks, not a single day. It was much smaller than it was when I opened it earlier that day.
She had me lift my chin and scrubbed my neck next. After that, she moved down and re-scrubbed my shoulders. She then worked up another lather on the brush and went to work on my chest and stomach. Skipping over my desperate penis, she worked on my thighs instead.
When she'd washed as much as she could, she had me lay back in the water. Peggy then stood up while lathering up the brush again. She helped me to lift my leg straight out of the water. Using that brush, she scrubbed the rest of it, from my upper thigh to the bottom of my foot, which is hyper-ticklish! She repeated the process on my other leg and when finished, knelt near the far side of the tub. She had me rest one foot on the edge of the tub while she scrubbed vigorously with the nail brush. She next picked up the callous scraper and went to work grinding away all the hard skin on the bottoms of my feet. When she finished, my little foot felt like it was brand new. Of course, she repeated that process with my other foot too.
After all that time, she finally broke the silence. She asked in that kind, caring tone, "How do you feel Baby Bird? Do you feel nice and clean?"
I smiled and told her I did. I told her I'd never felt so clean before.
She informed me that we weren't quite finished. Having me kneel in the tub, facing her once again. She picked up the bottle of shampoo I'd used earlier. Turning it over, she filled her palm with it. She then moved the bottle above my head and squeezed out even more onto my hair. She kept squeezing the bottle even after the shampoo began running onto my face. She didn't stop squeezing until the entire bottle was emptied. She turned and tossed the empty bottle into the trash. Turning back she began to gently massage the shampoo into my hair. She used her fingernails to massage my scalp and work the shampoo into an unbelievable amount of foamy, soapy bubbles. A wave of bubbles soon covered my face, shoulders and began running down my body.
It was such an incredibly erotic experience to kneel, naked in the tub while Peggy used an entire bottle of shampoo to wash my hair. When every part of my body that was above the water was coated with a thick layer of shampoo lather, she told me to hold still and not wipe the bubble away. I sat here breathing the soapy bubbles. Tasting the shampoo on my tongue. I was covered in them and I loved it.
After a short time, I felt a washcloth covered hand press against my bottom. I'd barely pressed back against it when Peggy began gently scrubbing my penis and scrotum with the bathbrush.
In that familiar kind, loving voice she said, "Baby Bird, you look perfectly adorable. All covered in bubbles and freshly scrubbed." She pressed her washcloth-covered finger against my wrinkled hole and I moaned.
She continued talking, "Baby Bird, do you feel good? Do you like being covered in bubbles and having your little penis scrubbed?"
I moaned, "Yes." As I uttered that word, my mouth was filled with soap suds.
"Baby Bird, do you want me to keep scrubbing your penis until you squirt? Or should I stop? I could stop and rinse you off right now."
I moaned, "No. Please don't stop Peggy. Please don't." Again, when I'd parted my lips, the suds filled my mouth.
"Okay, I'll keep scrubbing. But only because you've been such a good Baby Bird."
She kept that brush scrubbing against my throbbing penis while rhythmically pressing a single finger against my wrinkled hole. I was so close. I was bucking my hips both against her washcloth covered finger and her brush. I began chanting, "Oh Peggy! Oh Peggy! Oh Peggy!" in time to her brush strokes. The pitch of my voice rose every time I uttered those two words.
My orgasm had been building since I'd met Peggy earlier that day. As she scrubbed and rubbed my bubble covered body, that orgasm grew until my balls pulled up inside of my body, my penis throbbed hard and a high pitched squeal escaped my lips. I remember hearing water splash all around me and tasted the soapy shampoo on my tongue. My penis spurted out several big ropes of my cream. At the last possible moment, Peggy had moved the washcloth from my behind and caught all of the cream that shot from inside me. I was gasping for air and whimpering softly as Peggy helped me to slide back into the tub.
She let me rest while rinsing the bubbles from my body with the last clean washcloth. I rested in the water for quite some time. When Peggy and I were both sure I could stand, she helped me out of the tub. She sat on the toilet seat, had me stand right in front of her and dried me off with a fresh towel. She got a comb from a drawer and parted my hair to one side, which made me look even more childish than usual.
She retrieved a small plastic box from the closet she kept towels in and then led me back toward her living room. We held each other's hand while we walked. Once again, I was walking through her house completely naked. When we entered the living room, we learned it was starting to get dark outside and it was still raining. While we sat on the couch with Peggy at one end, she told me I was almost clean. There were just a few more things needing to be done. She took my hand in hers and looked at my fingernails. She frowned and shook her head. "Baby Bird, your fingernails are a mess!"



She then proceeded to trim my nails with clippers, file them smooth and push the cuticle back away from my nail. She changed hands and gave that hand an equally thorough manicure. Reaching back to the box she'd brought with us, she asked, "Have you ever used polish?" She must've seen me cringe because she smiled and corrected herself. "Have you ever used clear polish? No one will even know you have it on. Well, no one except the two of us."
I giggled and offered her my hand. It wasn't long before she'd applied two coatings of clear polish to all ten of my fingernails. They were much shinier and glossier than they normal. But I honestly liked the way they looked and told Peggy so.
She then moved onto my toenails. She first scolded me for letting my feet go unattended for so long. While she began clipping, filing and tending to my cuticles, she told me my callouses had been out of control. She told me I had very cute little feet and hands and I needed to start taking care of them. By the time she'd finished lecturing me on nailcare, my toenails were perfectly formed and had two coatings of the same clear polish.
When my nails had completely dried, Peggy asked me to stand in the middle of the room in front of her. She wanted to get a good look at me. When I stood up, we both realized my penis had once again become very stiff. I giggled while tip-toeing to the center of the room, raising my arms above my head and slowly turning around in a few circles for her. I stood naked in front of Peggy and knew for sure that I loved having her look at my bare body.
While I continued to pose for her, she said, "Sweetheart, when I saw you on the street earlier today, you looked so sad and wretched. Look at you now! You've become my Baby Bird! You're squeaky clean and look perfectly adorable!"
She rose up off the couch, crossed the room and embraced my naked, clean body against hers. She stood there holding me while my arms looped around her neck. It was an emotional moment, but I somehow managed to keep from crying. While still holding me, Peggy whispered in my ear, "Baby Bird, it would be best if you stayed out of this horrible weather and spent the night with me. Is there anyone you need to call to let them know where you are? Your mother? A girlfriend?"
I hugged her tighter than ever and whispered, "No."
She asked in a soft voice, "You're all alone?"
I snuggled closer against her soft body and whispered, "Yes."
She caressed my naked back with her soft hands, kissed the top of my head and whispered, "Neither of us is alone anymore Sweetheart. We have each other now."
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I inherited a lake house from my grandparents after they passed away. It was on a large private lake with houses scattered about its perimeter. The roads to the homes are all unpaved. At first glance, it appeared rustic, but the majority of the homes were all very contemporary with all the luxuries one would expect in a modern vacation home.
Most of the homes were left vacant except for a few weeks out of the year. Only a few were occupied year-round. On my side of the lake, there was only five other homes with permanent residents. Pam Richardson lived just down the road. While my grandparents were still alive, they would often check in on her. Pam had no family and living at the lake year-round left her with very few friends. After I moved in, I began stopping in to check in on Pam and spend some time visiting with her.
She was a nice woman in her mid-fifties. She rarely left her home due to being slightly agoraphobic. She spent the vast majority of her time sitting in a chair watching television. She hadn't owned a car the entire time I'd known her. She had groceries and other amenities delivered from local stores. What she couldn't get delivered, I picked up for her.
Her shoulder length hair was graying. She was plump with rosy cheeks and teeth stained from years of cigarette smoke and coffee. She was always happy to see me and never had a negative word to say about anything. Other than the constant haze of smoke in her home, I truly enjoyed spending time with her.
Over time, I made a habit of stopping in to visit her twice a week. Her health was a little questionable and I wasn't always sure when she might need me to pick something up. But with winter approaching, I knew there would be days that I'd prefer to stay indoors. And she didn't always answer her phone when I called. I needed to have a solution before the snow began falling.
That solution came to me while I was running a few errands in a nearby small town. I'd stopped into an electronics store to pick up a new wireless router. When I checked out at the register, the man behind the counter, Charlie, told me they offered an installation service. He must've realized how unsure I was about installing the router myself. When I told him I lived at the lake, he smiled and told me that wasn't too far away and the installation wouldn't be a problem.
Our conversation continued and I eventually told him about my worries regarding Pam. I shared with him that she was even less computer savvy than I was. So whatever I did needed to be extremely easy to use. I could almost see the wheels turning in his head as he considered a solution. What he suggested was setting up a 'security like system' between our two homes. He thought installing a few webcams in both houses would allow the two of us to see each other. He even thought it would be possible for her to view my cam on her television. It sounded perfect and he helped me to choose wireless webcams and told me when he installed my new router, he could set up our homes with the webcams too.
The next day I visited Pam before Charlie was due to arrive. She initially thought it was a waste of money, but after explaining that we would be able to see each other as if we were in the same room, she told me it was a good idea and thanked me for worrying about her. She then became concerned if she'd be able to make it work.
Charlie stopped by and installed my router and the webcam software. He had me enter a password to protect against other people peeping in on me. He then helped me to position a pair of webcams in my living room. Before we finished with my home, Charlie showed me how easy it was to add additional cams to our little network.
We then made our way to Pam's home. She was a little nervous about having company and was up off her chair when we arrived. I'd already warned Charlie that we should try to get in and out as quickly as possible. And he did just that. In a very short period of time, Charlie had a webcam pointed at the chair Pam always sat in. I'd purchased a package of six webcams with the idea of placing them around Pam's home. But she refused. She said she was always in her chair and that was the only place I needed to see.
Charlie then played with her computer and television until a view of my living room appeared on her big screen tv. He was patient and had Pam switch from her television channels to the webcam several times. He wanted to be sure she understood how to do it. He also taught her how to switch from one of my webcams to the other. By the time he left, Pam was very confident that she could switch between them. On his way out, both Pam and I generously tipped him.
Pam and I were both anxious to see how our webcams would work, so I left shortly after Charlie. When I arrived home, I switched on my laptop and saw Pam sitting in her chair waving at me. When I spoke, I don't think she was expecting to hear my voice. She was soon laughing and told me to stand in front of my other webcam so she could try switching between them. I saw the little red indicator light change between them and knew she had been successful.
Over the next few weeks, Pam and I talked for several hours each day. The audio through my laptop was a little sketchy, but it worked. It was almost like we were living in the same home. There were times she changed to watch television so she could watch her game-shows. Afterward, she would change back to the cams in my home. She figured out how to use the mute function and it got to the point that I wasn't sure when she was watching me and when she wasn't. The only way I could tell was by the little red indicator light. We soon began talking less and less. Instead, she would just watch me move about my home.
Once I got over the awkwardness of having Pam watch me all the time. The idea of this woman witnessing my life became routine. She would sometimes just start talking and scare me half to death. Other times she would tell me where something was that I was looking for. And on one occasion, she told me my zipper was down.
I happened across the extra webcams one evening and out loud I announced that I still had them. I asked Pam if she had any suggestions on where I should put them. I heard her mic turn on and she asked how many I had. By then I knew she spent the majority of her time watching me move about my home. Without looking at the cams, I laid them out of the table in front of me and said, "Three."
In a calm tone, she replied, "Hmm, how about one in your shower and the other two in your bedroom."
A chill shot up my spine and I looked at the closest cam and did the 'tsk-tsk' thing with my fingers. I told her she was terrible. She teased me, telling me it was just the two of us. She reminded me she was homebound and needed all the entertainment she could get.
Biting my lower lip, I looked at the cam and told her I'd think about it. Just after midnight that same night, I rolled out of bed and made my way to my living room. I picked up two of the extra cams and placed them on either side of my bed. The third I aimed at my closet and the area where I stood to change my clothes. After activating all three new cams, I went back to bed and lay there thinking about what Pam would potentially see if I weren't careful. Just as I was drifting off to sleep, I heard Pam's voice through the speaker on my laptop. She spoke in a very soft voice, "Goodnight Sweetheart."
I glanced around the room and saw one of the cams I'd just placed was activated. I squirmed under my covers and looked at the cam and whispered, "Goodnight Pam."
Waking up the next morning, I sat up in bed and stretched my arms above my head. After yawning, I almost slid my legs out from under the covers. But it was obvious that my penis was very stiff beneath my underpants. The little red light was lit on the first cam I looked at. I whimpered, "Pam? Are you there?"
She immediately replied in a very cheery voice, "Yes I am."
I asked her to please look away, I had to go to the bathroom. She told me she wouldn't. She told me the point of putting those cameras in my bedroom was so she could watch me. I squirmed under my covers and told her she was terrible! But she was correct. I'd put the cameras out so she could watch. The whole point of putting them where I did was so she could see me at my most vulnerable.
It sounded like she was breathing heavily while I contemplated running to the bathroom. But I swallowed what little pride I had and slid out from under the covers. I wore a t-shirt and my underwear, that was all. I stood there with my hands at my sides and let Pam see my little erection poking against my underwear.
My hips squirmed in a circle when I asked if she was enjoying the view. Her voice sounded raspy when she told me she was. She went on to say she'd enjoy it even more if I took off the rest of my clothes. My penis throbbed hard and my back arched. I'd known the woman my whole life, from the days when I used to come to visit my grandparents during my summer holidays from school. She was easily old enough to be my mother. And I stood there with her watching while I seriously considered stripping for her.
Hooking my fingers into the bottom of my shirt I slowly pulled it upward exposing my pale, almost hairless stomach and chest. I asked her if she really wanted me to take my clothes off. She growled that she did. She really wanted me to strip naked. I slowly pulled my shirt up and over my head. I spun it around on my finger and then tossed it onto my bed.
I stood in my room with my hips grinding around and a moist spot quickly growing on my underpants near the head of my penis. Seconds before I would have dropped the last of my clothes for Pam, I dashed into my bathroom. I quickly lowered my underpants and tossed them back out into my bedroom. I heard Pam call out to me, daring me to go back to my bedroom.
Of course, I didn't. I went to the bathroom, brushed my teeth, took a shower and got ready for the day. Wrapping a towel around my narrow waist, I tip-toed back through my bedroom to my closet. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw which camera Pam was watching me through. With my back to both of the cams, I slowly opened my towel all the way. Pam called me a tease, which I was!
After closing my towel, I chose my clothes for the day and went back to the bathroom listening to Pam call me a chicken the whole time. I spent that entire day teasing Pam with taking off some of my clothes. From her reaction, I think she was enjoying it as much as I was. By the end of the day, I found myself to be extremely horny when I started off to bed.
I would have usually changed into clean underwear and a t-shirt. But that night I wanted to do something different. Something a little more daring. With Pam silently watching me from down the street, I sat on my bed and I took off my shoes & socks. With only my bedside lamp lighting the room, I slipped under the covers. I took off my shirt and tossed it across the room. My pants were next and quickly followed by my underwear. I was completely naked under my covers and Pam knew it.
I struggled to get to sleep that night. The red glow of the cam kept drawing my attention. And quite honestly, I couldn't remember ever being so horny before. Very late that night, I whispered, "Pam?"
Her reply again came almost immediately, "Yes Sweetheart?"
My body writhed under the covers. I whimpered, "I'm really horny."
Her voice sounded raspy when she said, "I know you are Honey. Do you need to take care of it?"
I whispered, "Yes, I think so. Are you going to watch?"
Her answer came in a firm voice, "Yes."
I squirmed under the blankets and slowly pushed them downward until I was completely exposed. My stiff spike of a penis was throbbing wickedly and already leaking. I spread my arms and legs wide apart and asked if she could see me. Her answer was raspy and between heavy breaths, "Yes."
I reached down and looped my first finger and thumb around my penis. I slowly stroked up and down. I whimpered softly, "Pam, can you see what I'm doing?"
She moaned back to me that she could. She told me I looked perfectly adorable.
I squirmed on my bed and let my fingers dance up and down my skinny penis. I could hear Pam's heavy breathing and knew she watching my every move. I hadn't planned on this happening and didn't think about what this would do to our relationship. All that I cared about was making myself cum with Pam witnessing the entire event.
Usually, I would squirm around and buck my hips only when I came. But having Pam watching made me feel so nasty. I was putting on a show for her. I found myself writhing and moaning for her. As my orgasm approached I whimpered, "Pam!"
She said, "Yes Sweetheart?"
I chirped, "Pam, I'm going to cum!"
In a deep, throaty voice she said, "Do it, Baby! Cum for me!"
My back arched and rose up off my bed. My toes curled into knots and my mouth fell open. It felt like every muscle in my body went taut when my little balls pulled in close and my penis erupted three, long, pearly-white ropes of cum.
It took me several moments to catch my breath. Even before I'd completely calmed down, I called out to Pam. She replied, telling me that was the sexiest thing she'd ever seen. She told me we needed to get a few more webcams so she could get different views. In a soft voice, I told her that could be nice.
Before my juices started running onto my bedcovers, I got up and made my way to the bathroom. I wiped up my mess and then went back to my room. That night I slept without covers. I wanted Pam to be able to see me if she chose too. And every time I looked around my room, the indicator lights proved she was watching. Just before drifting off to sleep, I whispered, "Goodnight Pam."
Her reply was soft and in a caring tone, "Goodnight Sweetheart. I love you."
The next day I got showered and dressed as I normally did. But before lunch, Pam talked me into removing my clothes and spending some time naked. After having her watch me run around my home naked for a few hours, I was beyond horny. I soon found myself on my bed, playing with my throbbing penis once again. This time Pam was much more vocal with how much she was enjoying my performance. She told me I had the sweetest looking little penis she'd ever seen. She also told me I had a cute little ass. It was crazy hearing her voice tell me things like that. Up until recently, I'd never thought of her as a sexual being. But I was beginning to learn more about her with each passing day.
After I'd cum and was laying there in my post orgasm bliss, Pam told me she'd called Charlie from the computer store. She said he would be stopping by my house later that week. She told me she'd hired Charlie to install as many cameras as were necessary so there wasn't a square inch of my home that wasn't covered. He'd also be installing a few microphones and speakers so we could better hear each other.
I looked at the glowing camera and whined, "But Pam! I do need some privacy!"
Her voice came back sounding playfully firm, "No you don't. You started this. I'm only taking it to the next logical step."
Charlie stopped by four days later as promised. The first thing he did was change the password on the webcam app to a phrase Pam had told him. Pam had warned me about this earlier. Instead of placing the cameras in places I could reach them, he used a ladder and hung them from the ceiling. He hung them from all four corners of my living room, in three of the corners in my kitchen, in all four corners of my bedroom along with one directly above my bed. That same set-up was done in both of the guest rooms. My bathroom was equally covered. There were two pointed at my bathtub, another at the sink and the last at my toilet. Charlie also hung microphones in the center of each room and speakers on two walls.
While Charlie worked, he reminded me that this had begun so I could keep an eye on Pam. He pointed out that the tables had turned. Now it was Pam keeping an eye on me. I squirmed where I stood and agreed that I hadn't planned on this happening.
Charlie told me there were a few other widows who lived on the opposite side of the lake that he knew would enjoy watching me too. He said if I ever wanted to give them access, it would be pretty easy to set them up. The thought of even more people watching my every move nearly made me squirt in my underpants. I thanked him but told him I wasn't ready for that.
Before Charlie left, we called Pam and asked her to flip from camera to camera throughout my house. We also checked the microphones and speakers, everything was working perfectly. Moments after Charlie had left, Pam's voice interrupted the silence in my home.
"Oh yes, this is much better. Sweetheart, why don't you take off your clothes and give me another show."
She hadn't even finished talking before I began removing my clothes while I stood in my living room. My little penis was stiff as a pencil once again. I began playing with myself while turning around, following the camera indicator lights as they came on.
Pam began talking to me while I played with myself. She told me that Charlie now had the password my webcams. That grown man could log in and watch me whenever he wanted. She whispered, "He could be watching you right now." She let that thought hang for several moments before asking, "How does that make you feel Precious?"
I whimpered softly and kept tickling my penis, "Oh God! It's nasty! Do you really think would?"
She told me she didn't know for sure. But she also reminded me that he offered to connect the other widows around the lake. Pam asked me if I'd want other women watching me.
I was getting close to my orgasm and as I squirmed on the couch with her looking down at me from above, I tried to explain that I didn't know. She'd only been watching me for a short period of time. And I was still getting used to that. However, I did confess that I was really enjoying having her watch me.
That's when she interrupted me. She explained that if I enjoyed having her watch me so much, imagine what it would be like to have 3 or 4 other older women watching too. She told me I could make every widow around our lake very happy.
I squealed in a high pitch just before I came. Again, my hips bucked up wildly and I gasped for breaths as the orgasm washed over me. As the last creamy rope of cum spurted from my little pink penis, I remember giggling. I giggled like crazy at what I'd just done and I giggled at the fact that I loved the idea of every widow around our lake watching me perform. I couldn't tell Pam these things because I was laughing so hard. But when I'd calmed down, I told her I liked the idea of cheering up the widows of our lake.
The next few days I spent trying to get used to Pam watching me do EVERYTHING! Having her watch me bathe was actually easy to get used too. I enjoyed having her there for most of the time. The one place I felt uncomfortable was at the toilet! Luckily the camera was positioned so she only got a side view of me whether I was standing or sitting. But talking to her while I went to the bathroom opened new doors of humiliation and embarrassment for me.
Weeks had passed since I'd gone to visit Pam in person. I'd honestly been avoiding it due to all she'd seen me do. But one morning, after bathing but before getting dressed, I told her I would come to visit her if she'd like. She told me she'd enjoy that. When I reached into my closet to get something to wear, Pam suggested I come just as I was. She said it wasn't that cold out yet and there were only a few other people on our side of the lake. She told me if I made the trip to her house in my bare skin, she would make it worth my while.
When I asked what she meant by that, she told me I'd have to come and see her to find out. We bargained back and forth for several minutes until we agreed that I could wear sandals. By the time I'd stepped into my sandals, my little penis was already stiff.



There were four cabins between hers and mine, all of which were vacant. It was about a half mile walk and I would make that walk naked! As I stepped outside, the chilly air brought goosebumps to my skin. My nipples stiffened and my little sack of balls tightened and shrunk. The air smelled wonderful as usual and the typical forest noises calmed my nerves. I stepped away from my house and out onto the road. Naked except for sandals, I walked along the center of the road. There was a long part of the walk where there would be no coverage between me and the lake. When I got to that stretch, I saw a few boats out of the water. Two of them were easily close enough to see me! I walked a little faster than I had been but didn't run. I was enjoying my naked walk!
That is until a breeze blew across the lake and surrounded my body. Goosebumps rose up all over me again. My erection faded and it, along with my scrotum pulled up into my body.
When I finally made it to Pam's home, I knocked on the door and was immediately invited inside. Stepping into her home, the smell of cigarette smoke invaded my senses. But the warmth of her home was so inviting. Pam sat in her usual chair and when she saw me, she held open her arms. Her eyes drifted over my pale body as the breeze had during my walk to her home. She focused on my poor penis and scrotum which had shriveled up so drastically from the chilly air.
"You poor thing! You look so cold! Come here, Sweetie!"
I stepped out of my sandals, quickly crossed the room and when she pulled me toward her, I willingly sat on her wide, soft lap. She pulled an afghan over both us and I cuddled against her while she held me in her arms. She rubbed her large, soft, warm hands over my naked body and I began to warm up. When she stopped rubbing me, she set her hand on the inside of my thigh with my stiffening penis resting against her fingers. Her other arm was wrapped around my shoulders.
She asked about my walk and I told her it was very exciting, but also very chilly! She told me I would need to head home well before the sun disappeared behind the mountains before it got really cold outside. While she spoke, she wiggled her finger against my penis. I softly agreed. We chatted and laughed about where our relationship had taken us. We talked about the webcams in my home and how much I enjoyed knowing she was always watching.
She corrected me, she said she wasn't always watching me live. She asked me to pick up a nearby remote and press play. When I did, I saw myself laying in my bed playing with myself. I was mesmerized watching myself masturbate.
Pam whispered in my ear, "I've been recording some of what you do. Charlie taught me how to do it. When you're cleaning or cooking, I'm usually watching you play with yourself from a recording.
She used a single finger to begin stroking up and down along my stiff penis. I whimpered softly as I watched myself and Pam teased me. Still whispering in my ear she asked, "Honey, did you get the letter from the community center? The list of everyone who will be staying here through the winter?"
I told her I did, but I didn't pay it much attention.
She licked my earlobe and whispered, "Sweetie, I want to give the password to your webcams to everyone who will be staying to brave out the winter months. Watching you would help keep everyone warm."
I was still unable to take my eyes away from the television. I looked so horny and vulnerable while I played with myself. I looked cuter than I did in any photograph ever taken of me. I squirmed on Pam's lap while she teased my penis.
She kissed my ear again and then gently bit it. "I wanted to talk to you before I called Charlie and had him go to each cabin, giving everyone access to your webcams. Sweetheart, I'm not really asking your permission to do this. I'm letting you know that I will be doing this. I know you want it. And I want to help make it happen."
She kissed and licked my neck while I squirmed on her lap and ground my butt against her lap. She continued with her thoughts. "Baby, fourteen cabins will be occupied through the winter. Six of them will be couples. The remaining eight will be split equally between men and women. Every member of your audience will be over the age of fifty."
Her breath was warm on my neck. I could smell the cigarettes on her breath. The pad of her finger continued to slide up and down along my penis while she whispered, "Sweetheart, you are going to make this lake a much happier place through the winter."
A soft whimper slipped through my lips, "But the men..."
She squeezed my throbbing penis and whispered, "Don't tell me that doesn't turn you on. Your grandmother once told me you were confused. She said you liked both boys and girls."
Her voice became huskier, "I think that is so sexy. I am hoping that you get the occasional visit from some of the men around here. I would love to watch and listen to you with a man. I bet you'll look adorable with a cock in your mouth. And even more precious with one buried in your butt."
I arched my back and felt my butt cheeks clench as I neared orgasm. She slowed down and whispered in my ear, "Is that what you want Kitten? Do you want to be the center of attention around here all winter long?"
I whispered, "Yes."
She kissed my neck and whispered, "Good boy. I'll call Charlie in the morning. He'll take care of getting everyone set up. As he moves from cabin to cabin, he'll make sure everyone knows which cabin you live in. Just in case they want to stop by and visit with you in person."
Laying naked across her lap, covered by that afghan, Pam teased my poor penis with her fingertip until it was drooling its excitement. I was squirming around and bucking my hips against her fingertip. Pam licked my earlobe and whispered, "Do you want to cum Baby?"
In a surprisingly high pitch, I squeaked, "Yes! Yes please!"
Pam threw the afghan to the floor with a flourish, leaving me naked before her hungry eyes. Biting my earlobe gently, she groaned, "You are too cute! Everyone is going to love watching you!"
She looped her finger and thumb around my stiff, aching penis and began to stroke up and down along my modest length. She looked down upon me while I grew closer to what I knew would be a very powerful orgasm. Pam spoke in a husky voice, "I'm not going to tell you when everyone starts watching. I want that to be a surprise. Imagine being in the shower and hearing a strange voice begin to talk to you."
That image in my head proved to be too much. My little balls pulled up inside me once again. My hips rose up high off of her lap and I squealed in a deliriously high pitch. My pink penis spurted out 3 ropes of creamy cum and then drizzled and dripped several times forming a small pool on my stomach. I was left struggling to catch my breath and completely exhausted.
Pam leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips. In the softest of whispers, she told me I wouldn't be allowed to clean up my mess. She wanted me to walk home with it on my body. She wanted me to shower once I got home. And while I bathed, she wanted me to think about the entire neighborhood watching me.
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My first day with Peggy had been absolutely magical. She offered the love, tenderness, and affection that had been missing from my life. After spending the evening in each other's company, we retired to her bed. We slept together that night. She wore a sensible, nylon nightgown while I remained naked. There was no sex, although I was stiff and horny throughout the night while she spooned-me from behind. Every time I squirmed around enough to wake her, she would kiss the back of my neck and 'shush' me. In the softest of whispers, she told me it was late and I needed to go to sleep. I did eventually drift off but woke up time and time again with a penis demanding attention.
The next morning, I sat at the kitchen table wearing the same faded red sweater I'd worn the day before. Peggy had covered her nightgown with a housecoat that zipped all the way up the front. I kept her company while she prepared a breakfast of scrambled eggs, bacon and orange juice. We then sat side-by-side enjoying the meal she'd prepared. After we'd finished, Peggy moved the dishes to the kitchen and refused to let me help her clean up. She suggested I turn the dryer on to fluff up my clothes. After doing that, joined her in the kitchen. I stood nearby while she loaded the dishwasher. When she bent to place a dish into the dishwasher's rack, I lifted my sweater up high enough to expose my entire, naked body to her.
Peggy smiled and giggled as I flashed her myself. She told me that she was going to love having me in her life. I smiled back and while lifting the sweater up to my collar bones, I told her I was going to love having her in my life as well. We stood there for several moments looking at each other. I eventually let my sweater fall to cover my pale, squeaky clean body. In that time, we were both thinking about how lucky we were to have met each other. We'd both been utterly alone in the world the day before. And in a very short period of time, we'd found each other and that meeting had improved both of our lives exponentially.
The night before I'd told her what time I needed to be to work. And when she'd finished cleaning the kitchen, she took my hand and led me to the bathroom. On the way, she told me we had plenty of time for another bath. While the tub began to fill with steaming water, Peggy removed my sweater and brushed my teeth just as thoroughly as she had the day before. She scrubbed my teeth, gums, cheeks, tongue and the roof of my mouth. She let me spit out the foam that hadn't already dripped down my chin and onto my body. While I spit, Peggy added even more toothpaste to the brush and went back to work. She scrubbed my entire mouth clean once again. This time the foam quickly filled my mouth and I pushed it out so it ran down my cheeks, chin and dripped onto my body.
Peggy smiled after I'd intentionally made the minty foam drip down my cheeks, chin, neck, and chest. She spoke while still brushing my teeth. "Baby Bird, it's been such a long time since I've had anyone to take care of. I didn't realize just how much I've missed it until now."
After rinsing off the toothbrush and laying it on the counter, she told me it would be right there the next time I came to visit. I stood there looking at our reflection in the mirror. She was standing behind me in her housecoat. I was naked with light blue, minty smelling toothpaste foam covering my chin, cheeks, neck and dripping down my chest.
Licking my lips, I asked, "I can come back?"
She smiled while moistening a washcloth and wiping away all traces for toothpaste. She whispered, "Baby Bird, of course, you can come back. You're welcome here anytime. As a matter-of-fact, I expect you to stop by after you get off of work. I'm sure you'll need another bath by then."
I squirmed and told her I'd run back here as soon as I got off of work. Peggy turned and checked the bathwater. The temperature was perfect and the level right where she wanted it. She turned off the water and dried her hand on a towel. When she turned back to face me, I announced that I had to go pee. She smiled, stepped right beside me, lifted the lid of the toilet and then kissed my cheek. Her lips then brushed against my skin when she whispered, "Can you do this alone? Or do you need me to help?"
She didn't wait for me to respond. She moved directly behind me, reached around my body and took hold of my erect penis with her fingertips. I whimpered softly and told her I could do this myself.
Her lips brushed against my ear while whispering, "Nonsense."
My back arched when she bent my stiff penis toward the toilet. When it was aimed into the bowl, she whispered softly while continuing to drag her soft lips against my ear. "Let it go, Sweetheart. It's okay. I've got you. I'm going to take such good care of you. Just let it go."
A burst of pee shot out and splashed into the water, followed by another. A steady stream then established itself. Peggy held my rigid penis aimed straight into the bowl. We both watched and listened to my stream splash into the water. It was so embarrassing to have her do that for me. But after it started, that feeling faded away. Peggy was only taking care of me. And I loved having her take care of me. I flexed my penis at one point and the stream shot up and nearly missed the bowl.
With a lilt in her voice she said, "If you keep that up little mister, you'll find yourself sitting down to pee from now on."
When my bladder had finally emptied itself, she carefully tapped off the last few drops. Reaching to my side, she took a few sheets of tissue from the roll and dabbed the head of my penis dry. With that finished, she flushed the toilet and closed the lid.
She spun me around to face her and with our noses nearly touching she said, "That was fun and we'll definitely be doing it again." She leaned in and gently kissed my lips. "Let's get you in the tub now. I don't want you to be late for work."
She held onto my hand as I stepped into the water. The temperature was a little warm, but I settled in quickly. Peggy went right to work. Just like the day before, she started with my face, ears and neck. She scrubbed them clean with a sudsy washcloth. That morning she didn't bother rinsing my face of the suds. I kept my eyes squeezed shut and tried not to open my mouth. But when I inhaled through my nose, it filled with soap suds and I sneezed. From then I parted my lips and tasted the soap on my tongue. Tasting it was better than breathing it.
She took hold of the bathbrush and scrubbed it against what remained of the Camay soap cake from the day before. She worked over my body, shoulders, arms, hands armpits, chest, back, legs and feet. She worked quicker than she had the day before. She told me when I returned after work we would take our time in the tub, but she didn't want me to be late that morning.
After lathering up the brush again, she had me turn around in the tub and she began to scrub my butt cheeks, then my crack between them. She had me spread them wide apart with my hands so she could give it a really good scrubbing. Those soft bristles tickling against my wrinkled hole sent me into a frenzy again. I was squirming around like mad! Water was splashing all over the place.
When she was finishing up with my behind, I timidly asked why I didn't get enemas that morning. I was ashamed to admit it, but I really loved the enemas she'd given me the day before. She explained that too many enemas could upset my body. She went on to tell me that she'd only be giving me enemas twice a week before my nighttime baths.
I couldn't believe what she had said. She just told me that I'd be spending two nights a week at her house! When I opened my mouth to confirm what she'd said, it filled with bubbles and I tried to spit them out. With the taste of soap on my tongue, I asked, "Peggy? I get to spend two nights a week sleeping here with you?" I then spit out more bubbles.
Peggy had me turn around in the tub while retrieving a new bottle of shampoo from under the sink. Popping open the cap, she proceeded to pour half of the bottle onto my head. She answered me in that maternal tone I loved so much, "Twice a week at the very least! Baby Bird, I want to hold you in my arms every night!"
When I opened my mouth to answer her, she used her hand to fill my mouth with soap bubbles. I giggled and tried to spit out the bubbles but the taste never left my mouth. Being unable to respond didn't change the fact that I wanted to spend every night with her too.
Using her fingernails, she massaged the half-bottle of shampoo into my scalp while working the lather into a mountain of suds I was buried beneath. That morning she didn't bother with the bathbrush. She lathered up her hands with the sliver of Camay soap while I blew soap suds out of my mouth. Laying one hand on my bottom and slipping a finger between my cheeks, she pressed gently against my little hole. At the same time, she took hold of my throbbing penis between her fingertips and began to slowly stroke along its length.
I knelt in the bathwater, covered in bubbles while Peggy fondled my inexperienced body with her fingertips. She was a mature woman who knew exactly what my youthful body needed. Having always been timid, gentle and unsure of myself, I'd longed to have someone take care of me. I'd been yearning for Peggy my whole life.
With my skinny penis throbbing wildly and my little wrinkled hole quivering beneath her finger, I squeaked, "I love you, Peggy!"
The movements of her fingers slowed to nearly a stop. I reached up and wiped the bubbles from my face and opened my eyes. Turning my gaze to Peggy, she looked like she might cry. I bit my lip and was about to apologize when she smiled.
Her voice seemed to crack when she said, "Baby Bird, it's been a long time since I've heard those words. Robin-Honey, I love you too." Leaning in she kissed me on my soapy lips.
While looking into each other's eyes, Peggy began to stroke my stiff penis and rhythmically press against my wrinkled hole with the pad of her finger. I whimpered softly as my orgasm built. When my wrinkled hole began to convulse against her finger, Peggy knew it was going to happen. While still stroking my throbbing penis, she quickly moved her other hand around to catch my juices.
When my little balls popped up inside my body and my penis jerked hard under her fingers, I squealed in a high pitch. While Peggy caught all the juices my penis squirted out, my body spasmed and jerked around wildly. Water splashed out of the tub onto the floor. I moaned and squeaked and made all sorts of funny noises. Peggy made me feel so wonderful.
When my orgasm had finished, Peggy reached beneath me. She pressed her thumb firmly against the space between my penis and wrinkled hole. She kept the pressure applied and slowly squeezed out the last drips of juices from inside my penis. She caught it all in her open palm.
After wiping my juices from her hand with tissues, she turned back to me. I was slumped forward in the tub, completely exhausted. Peggy didn't say a word while she helped to rinse the bubbly suds from my body. After opening the drain in the tub, she took her time getting to her feet. Her legs had gotten stiff kneeling that whole time.
She smiled while she spoke, "I may have to start giving you baths in the laundry room's utility sink to give my legs a rest!"
I giggled while getting to my feet. Peggy held my hands while I stepped out of the tub. She sat on the closed toilet and guided me between her legs. She sat there while drying me off with a fluffy towel. I lifted my arms when she told me too. I spread my legs, I bent over, I did all she asked. When I was nearly dry, I spoke for the first time since before I'd filled her palm with my love.
"I don't want to go to work. I want to stay here with you." As the words left my mouth, I sounded whiney. But I really didn't want to leave.
Peggy stood up and pulled me into an embrace. Her large, soft body was amazing to snuggle against. I wrapped my arms around her substantial waist and my hands weren't able to meet behind her back.
In a soft whisper, Peggy said, "Baby Bird, you made a promise to your employer to be at work, on time, every day. I don't believe you're the type of boy who would ever break a promise. I believe you are an honest, trustworthy boy. As soon as your workday is over, you can come back and see me again."
I hugged her tighter than ever. And in a soft whisper, I said, "I really do love you, Peggy."
She squeezed me against her and said, "I really love you too, Baby Bird."
After she combed my hair, again giving me a severe part to one side, she pulled a few Q-tips from a glass jar on a shelf above the towel rack. She carefully cleaned out the insides of my ears while I stood there passively. We left the bathroom in a mess as she led me through her house, back to the laundry room. She took my clothes from the dryer and we walked back to the living room. She sat on the couch and I stood in front of her while she dressed me.
While putting my clothes on, Peggy said, "After work, I'll drive us to your apartment. We will need to pick up a few things. I can't keep sending you to work in the same clothes!"
While she tucked my shirt snugly into my pants, I promised I'd get back to her as quickly as I could. We made out way toward her front door. I sat on the bench beside her door and she knelt down and put my shoes on, tying them in double knots. We both stood up and before sending me to work, Peggy fussed over my hair and told me I looked 'sharp'. I giggled and hugged her tightly.
Peggy opened her front door and stepped onto her front porch with me. She gave me another hug, kissed me gently on lips and said, "Have a good day Sweetheart!" She then sent me off to work with a pat on my bottom.
When I walked into the building where I worked, the receptionist greeted me in a friendlier than normal voice. Cindy was an older woman and she said I looked very cute. That was the highlight of the workday. My boss, who had helped to ruin the day before, was trying very hard to do it again. It wasn't in me to stand up to him, so I took his verbal abuse like I always had. I did have to run to the bathroom and cry after one especially mean comment he'd made.
I hated working there. My boss was mean, I struggled to maintain working relationships with everyone there. They all looked down on me. It had taken me weeks to find that job and it was the first job I'd ever had that paid more than minimum wage. So I couldn't quit no matter how badly I wanted to.
When 3:30 finally arrived, I clocked out and ran back to Peggy's home. I stopped on her doorstep, breathing heavily, and knocked. The door opened and there she stood, looking as radiant as ever. She was wearing a pretty white dress with small light blue flowers on it. It had short sleeves and hid all but a tiny bit of her cleavage. On her feet were flat, white sandals. Her brown hair with its graying roots looked as if it had been professionally styled. The only make-up she wore was a touch of lipstick.
We stood there for a few moments just looking at each other before she took me in her arms and hugged me. She pulled my head against her chest. I felt the warmth of her body and smelled her musky perfume. In a soft voice, she said, "Welcome home Baby Bird."
After being held in her loving embrace for not nearly long enough, she took my hand guided me back into her home. She sat me on the bench, knelt down on one knee and removed my shoes and socks.
In a soft voice, I asked, "I thought we were going to my apartment to pick up a few things? Are we still doing that?" I was terrified she was going to send me home to sleep alone.
She looked up at me after tucking my socks into my shoes and setting them under the bench. She rose up from her knee and sat on the bench while having me stand in front of her. She began to undress me while she spoke, "Yes we are still going to your apartment. But you need to change first. These are your work clothes and you aren't at work anymore. We need to get you into your play clothes now that you're home."
With my shirt and pants laying on the bench beside her, she held my underwear while I stepped out of them. I loved that she referred to her home as my home. It made me feel warm and safe. As the last of my clothes were stripped away, I asked, "I have play clothes?"
She removed my wallet, phone and keys from my pockets and slipped them into her purse. Peggy began neatly folding all of my clothes while I stood before her naked with a stiff penis. She smiled and while looked me right in the eyes, said, "Of course Sweetheart, your red sweater."
A shiver ran through my body when I imagined being driven across town wearing only the faded, oversized sweater I'd worn the day before. My penis jumped with I pictured myself walking down the hallway to my apartment in the sweater. It would look like I was wearing a dress and if things didn't change, my penis would be poking out lewdly against the front of it!
Peggy must've sensed how I was feeling and in a firm voice asked, "You're not going to give me any trouble today, are you Baby Bird?"
I bit my lip while a drip of my excitement formed on the tip of my pink penis and began its slow descent to the floor. In a soft voice, I answered, "No, of course not Peggy."
She still sat on the bench and was watching that little pearly drip of my love fall in slow motion. Looking up at me said, "That is good to hear. You know you're not too old to be taken over my knee for a spanking."
I whimpered softly. The idea of being taken over her knee for a spanking was straight out of my dreams. While growing up, before my mother passed-away, she had never once punished me. She told me I was her perfect little angel. I'd always wanted to be punished with a spanking. I'd fantasied about what it would be like. And now Peggy had just threatened me with one.
Peggy reached out and caught the drip that was falling from my penis on the tip of her index finger. She lifted her hand until she'd touched the underside of the pink head and broke the string connecting my penis and the drip together.
Holding that finger with my drip between us, Peggy explained, "There are different types of spankings. There are the type you'll get if you've been naughty. Those spankings will be painful and will make you cry. Afterward, you'll spend time in the corner thinking about what you've done wrong. I can't imagine you'd ever be naughty enough to earn one of those, but don't think I won't punish you properly if you do."
Peggy raised her finger toward my face as it approached, I parted my lips. Peggy slid that slippery finger over my upper and lower lip. She applied my excitement as if it were lipgloss. While sliding her finger into my mouth, she continued her thought.
"There is another type of spanking, a playful spanking. And I think we'd both enjoy those. I'll take you over my lap and smack your cute little cheeks until they are warmed up and a nice shade of pink. When your backside is warmed up, I will roll you over and spank your little penis too. I bet if I spanked you long enough, this little-bitty penis of yours would squirt. What do you think Baby Bird?"
I moaned and sucked hard on her finger. Peggy smiled as she pulled her finger out from between my lips. "That's for another time. Right now, we need to get you dressed and leave for your apartment."
She stood up and took my hand, leading me into the living room. I walked naked beside Peggy who looked so pretty in her dress. I saw the faded red sweater laying over the back of the couch. When we were close enough, Peggy picked it up and helped to slide it over my head and onto my body. It fell to nearly my knees and was far too big for me. Peggy rolled up each sleeve so my hands would poke out the bottom of them. She took hold of the shoulders of the sweater and adjusted it so one of my skinny, pale shoulders appeared. She then moved it so both of my shoulders showed. She stepped back to get a good look. When she did, I squeezed my arms and shoulders in tight and the sweater slid down my body but hung from my stiff penis.



We both laughed and Peggy announced, "Well, that isn't going to work!" She smiled, took hold of the sweater and pulled it back up on my body. She positioned it so it showed only one shoulder. But it was so big that much of my back, my collarbone and one pink nipple peeked out too.
After she'd retrieved her purse, she paused to fuss with my hair for a moment before taking my hand and leading me through the kitchen to a door that led into her garage. I tiptoed the entire way. Peggy opened the passenger's door of her big, black Cadillac. I slipped in and pulled the seatbelt across my body. Peggy walked around the car and when she sat down in the driver's seat, the entire car leaned to her side. I bit my lip and felt my penis throb. Feeling the car react to her sheer size somehow confirmed in my mind that she was in charge.
When the garage door was fully opened, Peggy drove us slowly out and closed the door behind us. I gave her directions to my apartment while she drove. The closer we got to my apartment the less Peggy spoke. When we pulled into the parking lot of my building, Peggy sounded worried when she asked, "This is where you live Robin-Honey?"
I bit my lower lip and told her it was. I explained it was the only place I could find that I could afford. She looked at me, then to the building and then back to me. She had a look on her face of true concern. She eventually resigned herself to the fact that we would have to enter the dingy looking building. She walked around the car and opened my door. Once I stood on the dirty pavement, Peggy took my hand and we quickly walked to the door. I was careful to avoid the glass and other objects littering the sidewalk.
From her purse, she withdrew my keys and when asked, I told her which one opened the security door. Once the door was opened, the smell of cigarettes and food being cooked wafted out toward us. Peggy squeezed my hand and whispered, "Oh my goodness."
I led the way to my apartment on the second floor. We saw a few other residents during the short walk. No one said anything to us, but they all sure stared. Using the key I indicated, Peggy opened the door to my apartment and we quickly stepped inside.
Peggy scanned the room that was my studio apartment. There was a slight smell of cigarettes from a previous tenant. There were water stains on the ceiling and down one wall. The carpet was in dire need of replacement and showed trails in the shag of the commonly traveled paths. The couch that folded out into my bed showed its age and sagged in the middle. Even though the apartment was in such poor shape, it was clean and neat.
Peggy turned toward me and took both my hands in hers. In a very serious voice, she said, "I cannot let my Baby Bird stay here even one more night. You are far too precious to stay in this horrible place. I don't know what I was expecting, but this is worse than I ever could have imagined. I'm so sorry you've had to live here."
She pulled me into her warm embrace which only lasted a few seconds. As she released me, I whimpered softly. I felt my emotions rise up and tears form in my eyes. I was once again shocked at how kind Peggy was.
Peggy laid a finger under my chin and lifted until our eyes met. She saw a tear roll down my cheek. Using her finger, she wiped it away. "Baby Bird, you have nothing to thank me for. I should be apologizing. You should never have had to live here."
I broke down and began sobbing. Never had anyone shown me such kindness and concern. Peggy pulled me back into her arms and held me close. I babbled, telling her that I loved her and I was so grateful that we'd met. I tried to explain how lucky I felt to now have her in my life. She shushed me and told me everything was okay. She told me she was going to take care of me.
When I finally calmed down, Peggy and I began packing up my modest belongings. We used trash-bags from under my sink as make-shift luggage. When finished, we left with a bag-and-a-half containing my old laptop, a photo album and only some of my clothes. We left everything else behind. On our way out of the building, Peggy asked where the landlord stayed. I told her he lived in the next building in the complex. When we had everything loaded in her car, she told me to stay put. She said she was going to visit my landlord. With my keys in hand, she walked toward his building.
I sat alone in the car with the doors locked for about 15 minutes. When Peggy stepped out of the building without my keys, she had a smile on her face. She walked directly to the car and quickly got inside. She leaned over and gave me a quick kiss. In a loving tone, she said, "Let's go home."
During the drive, I asked what she'd said to my landlord. She told me I didn't need to worry about that. She had taken care of it. I would never go back there again. She reached over and laid her hand on my skinny thigh, under my sweater. I squirmed under her touch until I felt the side of her finger resting against my anxious penis. From that moment on, I slowly humped myself against that finger.
As we drove along she informed me that once we got home, she was going to put me in the tub and give me the scrubbing of my life. She told me she needed to wash away the filth of that horrid apartment. While allowing me to continue humping myself against her finger, she told she could deal with the photo album and laptop we'd brought from my apartment. But the clothes had to go. On my next day off, we'd be going shopping and as soon as I had a few appropriate outfits, we'd throw away all my old clothes.
Peggy's hand remained under my sweater and continued to tease my penis. I found myself getting very close to squirting during that drive. And when I felt my orgasm rise up inside me, I reached down and lifted my sweater out of the way. She removed her fingers just in time to keep my orgasm from completing.
She glanced from the road to my exposed lower body and back again. In a deep whisper, she said, "You are just adorable." My penis continued to jump and flex.
I gasped, "That was close! I almost squirted!"
For the rest of the drive, I held my sweater well out of the way. Throughout that drive, Peggy glanced at me every chance she got. When she turned into her driveway, I pulled the sweater over my head, leaving me naked in the front seat. I giggled, "Thank goodness we're finally home!"
After shutting off the car and while the garage door closed, she turned to me sitting there naked beside her. "Maybe we should have left all of your clothes behind if you like to run around naked so much!"
I squirmed in the seat beside her. I felt so loved and safe while with Peggy. She had rescued me from a horrible day, the apartment I'd been trapped in and the solitude of my life. She was my savior. Biting my lower lip, I whispered, "If that's what you want, maybe we should have."
The words I spoke shocked us both. Peggy had given me baths! She'd seen me naked. She'd seen parts of my body that no one else had! But suggesting I run around naked all the time was different enough to make us both pause and consider what it would be like.
It dawned on us that we were still in the car. We both laughed as we climbed out, Peggy opening my door for me and holding my hand while we walked inside. We took the bags of my belongs out of the car but left them in the garage near the door into the house. We took a quick detour to the laundry room where she dropped off the sweater I'd been wearing. From there she led me directly to the bathroom.
As I stepped into the familiar room I saw there were several new items arranged on the countertop. My toothbrush and toothpaste were still there. The Q-tips were still on the small shelf. But the clear plastic box contained the manicure tools Peggy had used on me the night before had been set on the counter. In addition to the clear polish she'd applied to my toe and fingernails, there was another bottle of soft-pink polish. Behind the manicure box, I saw a large bottle of Baby Lotion, an equally large bottle of Baby Powder and a very feminine brand of deodorant. Off to the side sat a small glass bottle filled with a light pink liquid that could have only been perfume and a tube of pink lipgloss. But the item that really caught my attention was a large, pink bottle with the word 'Nair' printed across the front of it and a pair of rubber gloves.
Peggy wrapped her arms around me from behind. She whispered in my ear while her lips brushed across my skin. "I did a little shopping while you were at work. I couldn't resist picking up a few special things for my Baby Bird."
After she guided me to stand in the empty bathtub, I turned I saw myself in the large mirror over the sink. A shiver shot up my spine when she snapped on the rubber gloves. She spoke softly, "Baby Bird, your body hair is such a light blonde and so fair, it should be easily removed. I don't expect to have to use this expect once a month."
She didn't ask if I wanted to have my body hair removed. Honestly, I didn't expect her to ask. She decided that it needed to be removed and I was okay with that.
I watched as she squirted a huge dollop of the pink liquid onto her gloved hand. She then rubbed her hands together and approached my naked quivering body. She slathered the cream over my right-hand fingers and up my arm. She got more cream and covered my left hand, fingers, and arm. After that, she worked over my chest, armpits, and back. She had me set one foot on the edge of the tub and squirted the cream onto my leg and rubbed it into my thigh, knee, shin, feet, and toes. After repeating the process on my other leg, she had me turn my back to her while she slathered down my back and cheeks with the cream. I spread my cheeks apart when she coated between them with a thick layer of it.
Turning back to face her, I told her it was starting to tingle. She smiled and told me that meant it was working. Filling her palm with the cream, she covered my penis, balls, pubic hair and up to my belly button. I stood there awkwardly with my legs spread apart and my arms out to my sides, in the tub, covered with the cream that was slowly dissolving my hair and making my skin tingle like crazy! Watching my reflection in the mirror, I looked so pitiful standing spread-eagle in the tub, my skin slowly changing to a light pink color.
After removing her gloves, she tossed them into the trashcan and sat on the closed toilet. She let her eyes wander up and down my body. In a soft voice, she told me I needed to give it time so it would do its work. As it began to tingle more and more, I found myself dancing from one foot to the other. I started whining, telling Peggy it was getting intense and I couldn't take it. She told me to take a deep breath and calm down. She promised it would be over soon. My reflection looked even more pathetic when I began to panic from the burning and tingling.
After what seemed like hours, Peggy moved to the bathtub and adjusted the water to the perfect temperature. She then took the showerhead off the wall and pulled the pin to redirect the water stream. I stood with my arms and legs spread apart and my skin stinging and burning.
Peggy asked if I was ready to get that stuff off and I squealed out the word 'YES'. She started with my hands and worked her way up my arms. As the cream was rinsed away, the majority of my hair left with it. Only a few stray hairs remained. Holding my arms up high, she washed away the hair beneath my arms and then the wispy hairs that once resided on my pale chest.
We both watched closely as she aimed the sprayer at my very limp penis. I whimpered softly as the cream went down the drain with all traces of pubic hair. My little penis was pink and completely free of hair. It looked so tiny!
Peggy moaned, "That is the cutest thing I've ever laid eyes on. You are absolutely adorable Baby Bird!"
She let the sprayer spend several moments on my penis before continuing to pass it down my legs. I changed positions so she could rinse down my back, butt and the backs of my legs. When it was finished, she passed the spray of warm water over every part of my naked body once again, this time asking me to rub my hands over the skin to ensure the cream was gone.
After she had rinsed down the tub beneath my feet, she pushed the pin and the water stream changed back from the sprayer to the faucet. She flipped the drain switch and the tub began to slowly fill with water. When a few inches of water had filled the tub, Peggy took my hands and helped me to sit down in the warm water.
While the tub continued to fill, Peggy retrieved a small stool from the closet. She smiled when she sat down on it. "Oh yes, this will be much better than kneeling on the floor."
Turning to the cabinet under the sink, she opened the door with a flourish. The entire space was now filled with dozens of bottles of shampoo, the pyramid of Camay soap cakes, enema products, callous scraper, nail brush and two bath brushes. Peggy let my eyes wander over the wonderland she'd built in that bathroom cabinet.
She grabbed both bath brushes and told me to feel the bristles. I was already very familiar with the white handled brush. She'd scrubbed my body with it twice and she could make its soft bristles tease my body into a frenzy. But when I touched the black handled brush I pulled my hand away quickly. Its bristles were so stiff! The thought of them touching any part of my body frightened me.
I watched while Peggy put the white handled brush back under the sink. She took a new cake of Camay soap and while unwrapping it explained that most of the time she'd use the white brush. She'd only use the black brush when I was really dirty and needed a serious scrubbing. She dipped the cake of soap and the brush into the bathwater and began to working up a lather. I watched the stiff bristles of that brush cut into the soap and knew it would soon me scrubbing my tender skin.
For the first time, I found myself to be afraid while with Peggy. I bit my lower lip and cowered into the furthest corner of the tub. She must've known how frightened I was. She told me that after visiting the hovel I had lived in, she was glad she'd picked up the new brush while shopping. She said she wanted to scrub away all traces of my old apartment and the black brush would do the job.
The brush had worked itself into a giant mountain of suds. The room smelled of Camay soap and Peggy had a playful look in her eyes. After shutting off the water, she scooted her stool toward the center of the tub. Reaching out, she took hold of my wrist and began to pass the stiff bristles of the brush over my forearm. She moved the brush over my hand and then clear up my armpit. All the while, being very gentle and not pressing down very hard at all. After my arm had been completely scrubbed, she went over my arm again and scrubbed more vigorously. The bristles were scratching against my hairless skin, but it wasn't painful.
After those first two scrubbings, Peggy lathered-up the brush again and this time, she scrubbed much harder. I was biting my lip and squirming around in the warm water. Those stiff bristles bit into my skin and scratched back and forth while Peggy scrubbed. I told her it hurt, but Peggy told me it needed to be done. She told me it would all be over soon.
After rinsing my arm, I think we were both shocked at how pink it was. It looked like it would glow in the dark. Peggy smiled and told me that's what truly clean skin looked like. She barely hesitated before re-lathering the brush and going to work on my other arm. She scrubbed me three times, gradually getting firmer with the brush with each scrubbing. From there she scrubbed my shoulders, chest, and stomach. It was during this time that I began crying. That brush was scratching my skin and hurt like crazy! Tears rolled down my cheeks and I begged her to stop. But Peggy was relentless and never paused or eased up on the pressure she was scrubbing my naked body with.
As she proceeded over my body, she stopped scrubbing each area three times and only did it twice. The first pass being firm enough to bring color to my skin and the second to make me squirm in the water and try to escape that terrible black brush. But that day, I learned how strong Peggy was. She kept a firm hold on my slippery body while attacking me with that brush.
While I sat crying my eyes out in the tub, Peggy lathered up the brush and went to work on my back, sides, and armpits. I arched my back, wiggled and tried to squirm away from her. But she held on and scrubbed me aggressively. When she finished, she released my arm and used a cup she'd set on the corner of the tub to rinse all the bubbles from body. She gently rubbed her hand over my back and whispered, "Just a little more to go Baby Bird. You'll soon me squeaky clean, just the way I like you to be."
After I'd calmed down a little and was no longer bawling, Peggy helped me to stand up in the tub. I saw myself in the big mirror and was shocked at how red and angry the skin on my upper body looked. I could plainly see where she had stopped scrubbing. The difference between the bright red, scrubbed skin and my pale lower body was startling. I only had a few seconds before Peggy began scrubbing my legs. I danced around while she kept a firm hold on my nearest wrist. She never let me get far enough away to escape those terrible bristles.
After having me turn around, she went to work on the backs of my legs. Tears began flowing from my eyes almost immediately. While she scrubbed, she told me she may have to get a few hooks put in the ceiling so she could tie me up during my baths with the black brush. Having always had fantasies of being tied up, I was shocked my penis didn't get stiff! But she used such a firm hand with that black brush, I could imagine her being much more aggressive with it if I couldn't squirm around as much.
After lathering up the brush again, she continued. From the backs of my legs, she moved right up to the cheeks of my butt. I squeezed my legs and cheeks together while she scrubbed around my hips and over each cheek. When that skin was glowing an equal shade of red, she wet the brush and began to lather it up again.
She spoke just loud enough for me to hear her over my bawling. "Baby Bird, I need you to spread your legs for me. And Honey, I need you to pull your cheeks apart with your hands. Can you do that for me Sweetheart?"
In between sobs, I gasped, "But it hurts!"
She said, "I know Sweetheart. But it has to be done. Now be a good boy and do as you've been told."
The water splashed around my feet when I turned away from her. My hands were shaking when I reached back. As soon as my fingers spread my cheeks apart, I began crying and bawling like crazy. Peggy kept lathering up the brush and spoke in a calm, but firm tone. "Baby Bird, I need you to arch your back and push your bottom toward me. I can't scrub it if you don't present it properly."
Peggy rose up off the stool and stood behind me. She laid her hand on my lower back immediately began scrubbing between my cheeks aggressively. There was no warm-up scrubbing. She applied as much pressure as she could and scrubbed up and down between my cheeks. I pulled away after she'd dragged the brush along the inside of one cheek only a few times. I whined, telling her that it hurt really bad. She rubbed my cheek with her hand and told me there was just a little more. But I'd have to hold still.
After several moments, I finally reached back, spread my cheeks with my hands and rolled my hips back toward her. She looped her arm around my side and held onto me firmly from behind. With her other hand, she once again attacked my spread cheeks. I was crying and begging her to stop. When those stiff bristles drug across my ultra-sensitive, wrinkled hole it felt like I was being electrocuted. Every nerve ending in my body was alive and firing.



After thoroughly scrubbing my butt, I was left sobbing and needing to be helped so I could sit back down in the tub. My bottom was tender to sit on and I had to be careful. Once I was laying down, Peggy moved her stool to the end where my feet were. After placing the callous scraper and nail brush on the floor near her foot, she lathered up the black bath-brush and took my first leg in hand. She started scrubbing where she left off around my knee. I tried to pull it away several times, but Peggy held onto it firmly. I squirmed around and splashed the water while she attacked me with the brush. When she got to my foot, she shifted position until she'd secured my ankle under her armpit. She clamped down firmly when she began scrubbing the bottom of my very ticklish foot. I screamed and thrashed around wildly. It was torturous. It was cruel. And thankfully it ended rather quickly. After dipping the leg into the water, she pulled it back out and went to work with the callous scraper. She scrubbed and scraped every callous on my foot. She dipped my foot under the water a few times during the process. Lastly, she took the nail brush and really scrubbed my nails savagely. She repeated the process on my other leg and foot which was didn't hurt any less.
Peggy then went under the sink and retrieved a white, poofy loofa sponge. She moved her stool to where my head rested in the tub and lathered up the loofa with the quickly diminishing Camay soap cake. She slipped her hand behind my neck and helped me to sit up on my bottom.
She reminded me we were almost done. There were only a few more places on my body that needed cleaning. The idea of her cleaning my penis with the aggression she'd shown that day truly frightened me.
As she moved the loofa toward my face, I squeezed my eyes shut and held my breath. Peggy scrubbed my entire face, ears, and neck. She went over the entire area twice to be sure nothing had been missed. I gasped for air several times and was always rewarded with a mouthful of soap suds.
She told me to hold still after she'd finished with my face. I sat there with my eyes still squeezed shut, struggling to breathe through my mouth. The next thing I felt was something being poured onto my head. I whimpered softly and my penis stiffened. Peggy giggled softly and whispered, "My Baby Bird likes to have his hair washed, doesn't he?"
I whimpered between sobs, "Yes."
Peggy used her fingernails to scrub the shampoo into my hair. Judging by the suds moving down my body, I guessed she used most of the bottle again. She took her time and scrubbed my scalp and hair for much longer than she ever had before. There were moments when she really scratched hard with her fingernails. But for the most part, it was very nice.
After pulling her hands away, I cracked open one eye and could only see pearly white bubbles. Reaching up I rubbed away the burn but didn't peek again. Peggy whispered, "Baby Bird, there is only one place on your body that needs scrubbed. Do you know where that it?"
I didn't say anything. I just nodded my head.
She had me rise up onto my knees in the water so my penis was just above the surface. I knelt there in the tub, covered in bubbles and unable to see. I knew what was coming and it scared me. I began sobbing before she even took the brush to my poor, shriveled up penis. Peggy told me to be a brave Baby Bird. She told me this was the last place that needed scrubbing. She promised this was the last bad part.
Peggy reached behind me and gently pressed her finger against my wrinkled hole. I wasn't expecting that and when it popped inside my body, I squealed. It felt so good! Peggy worked her finger into my bottom to the second knuckle, only then did she attack my poor penis with the black brush. My bottom squeezed down hard on her finger and I think I heard her moan. She scrubbed my entire pubic area with that brush for far too long. She must've made twenty passes over that tender skin.
When she'd finished, she slipped her finger out from inside my bottom. She rinsed off the brush and put it away under the sink. From then on, she would only get the black brush out if she intended to use it. She turned her attention back to me and used the cup to rinse the suds from my body. When I was able to open my eyes, I saw Peggy kneeling on her stool and she was wet. I'd splashed water onto her.
As I began to apologize for splashing her, she cut me off. She didn't apologize for scrubbing me so furiously. But she told me it had to be done. She needed to wash away all traces of my apartment. She explained that we were starting a new life together and she wanted me to be squeaky clean. She asked me to rub my fingers together and they did in fact squeak! That made me giggle and began to cheer me up.
The water in the tub was getting chilly and Peggy soon moved the switch so it would begin draining. I stood up and she rinsed off all the stray bubbles with the cup. Taking my hand, she then helped me step out of the tub. She got a fresh, fluffy towel and sat on the seat of the toilet. I stood between her legs while she dried me off. During the process, my pink, hairless penis became very erect. Of course, she noticed and paid it a little extra attention with the towel.
Peggy asked me to get the Baby Lotion and Powder from the counter. When I'd returned, she had put the towel in the laundry basket she kept in the closet. Taking the lotion, she squirted out a big glob into her hand and commented how much she loved the smell of that brand of lotion. She rubbed the smooth, clean smelling lotion into every nook and cranny on my body. She even had me lean against the wall and lift my foot onto her lap so she could rub the lotion into my feet and between my toes. It tickled, but it was a good tickle this time. While moisturizing my bottom, she slipped a finger inside of me and slid it in and out several times. I squirmed on her finger and squealed out how good it felt.
After I was thoroughly moisturized, Peggy picked up the powder. She dusted my body with the clean smelling powder and gently rubbed it into my hairless and very clean skin. When she was finished, I felt so clean and fresh. If she had given me my enema's it would've been the cleanest I'd ever been, and I told her so.
Peggy rose up off the toilet and together we walked to the sink. She stood behind me with her hands on my hips. She looked at my reflection and whispered how cute I looked. She told me this is how she loved to see me, freshly scrubbed, squeaky clean and powdered. My penis was rigid and throbbed while she spoke. Peggy smiled while reaching around to get my comb from the drawer. As always, she combed it neatly with a severe part to the right. I bit my lip while she replaced the comb and picked up the perfume.
"Baby Bird, I hadn't planned on buying perfume for you. But when I passed the make-up counter on my way out of the store, I couldn't resist. The lady behind the counter helped me choose this scent. After I explained the perfume was for my precious boy, she suggested we move to the cologne counter. But I told her I wanted to get you perfume, not cologne. She smiled and we spent the next hour deciding on the perfect scent while I told her all about you and how we'd met."
I quivered and my stomach did a somersault when I learned that Peggy told someone else about our relationship. "Um, Peggy, how much did you tell her about me? And the things we've done?"
She smiled while opening the perfume. Placing her finger over the bottle, she turned it upside down. Raising that finger to my nose I was delighted by the soapy, cotton candy scent. Peggy dabbed that finger behind my ear. After moistening her finger again, she applied more behind my other ear. She repeated the process along both sides of my neck, the insides of my wrists and that magical place between my penis and wrinkled hole.
While she worked, she told me she'd shared only a few things about our relationship, the very best parts. And that was enough to make the lady behind the counter blush. I whimpered and my back arched. I whined, "Peggy!"
She smiled and while still looking at each other in the mirror she suddenly became serious. "Sweetheart, this is your home now. And I've been thinking about the sleeping arrangements. I would like for you to sleep in my bed with me every night and I'm sure you will most nights. But I know everyone needs their privacy. So I thought we could decorate the bedroom right next to mine for you. The question I have is whether you'd like it decorated like a boy's room or a girl's room?"
Looking up at her reflection in the mirror, I whispered, "I can choose?"
She smiled and squeezed me from behind, "Of course you can choose." She lowered her voice to a soft whisper and said, "I hope you choose a girl's room. I've always wanted a pink, frilly room in my home."
I bit my lip and my penis throbbed hard. I looked up at Peggy and said, "I love you, Peggy."
She smiled, told me she loved me too and embraced me from behind. I squirmed in her arms and told her I wanted a girl's room.
Her fingertips began tickling my sensitive skin while she spoke in an excited voice. "While I was out today I saw the most precious white, canopy bed just dripping in lace. It had a dresser, a vanity and a bedside table in the set too. Sweetheart, I can't wait to get the walls painted a soft shade of pink! And that room has the biggest closet we will fill with the most adorable, cutest clothes we can find!"
She stopped talking very suddenly when she notices my penis was dripping. She leaned in and kissed my neck, "Looks like there is a little part of you that is feeling neglected."
My hips ground back against her and I whispered, "It is feeling a little left out."
With a tease in her voice, she went on, "Are any other parts of you feeling ignored?" As she spoke those words, she slipped a finger between my cheeks and pressed it against my wrinkled hole.
I squeaking and jumped and then giggled. Peggy whispered in my ear, "Sweetheart, I want to try something new. Something I've never done before."
I half moaned, "What do you want to do?"
She told me to open the bottom drawer in the cabinet. I bent forward at my hips and pulled open the drawer. Inside I found a long, thin bullet shaped vibrator, a second thicker vibrator that was just as long, and a tube of lubricant. While I remained bent over staring into the drawer, Peggy bent close to my ear and whispered, "Get the little vibrator and lube."
I reached out and picked up the skinny vibrator in one hand and the lubricant in the other. I stood up and saw myself holding them in the mirror. She whispered in my ear, "Do you know what I'm going to do with those things, Baby Bird?"
I whispered back while still staring at my reflection. "Yes."
Peggy turned and got a fresh towel from the closet. She then laid her hand on my lower back and guided me out of the bathroom. She paused for a moment in the hall while she decided where to take me. I was eventually guided to the kitchen. She spread out the towel on the kitchen table and helped me to crawl up on it.
She had me position myself on my knees with my bottom up high and my shoulders flat on the table. She stepped away from the table and looked at my naked, hairless, freshly scrubbed body that was aching for her attention. In a very calm voice, she said, "I must be the luckiest woman alive."
She then sat in the chair directly behind me. Opening the lubricant, she squirted a big glob onto her fingers and carefully rubbed it in and around my desperate wrinkled hole. By the time I was thoroughly lubricated, my little penis was drooling onto the towel beneath me. Peggy then squirted out another big blob of the clear, slippery lubricant onto the vibrator and rubbed it in along its length.
Peggy positioned the tip of the vibrator at my little hole but made no effort to penetrate me. She asked in a throaty growl, "Are you ready Baby Bird?"
I arched my back and rolled my hips toward her, presenting my bottom to her. I whimpered, "Yes. Please."
Kneeling on the kitchen table, naked, hairless, squeaky clean and utterly horny. I arched my hips back even farther, as far as I could. And Peggy slowly began to apply pressure until the thin vibrator penetrated my virginal hole. I moaned out loud and as I reached to touch my penis, Peggy told me not too. She said she'd take care of everything. She wanted me to kneel there and enjoy myself.
Peggy slid the vibrator in and out of my bottom a few dozen times before adding more lubricant. She then continued sliding it in and out of me a few dozen more times. My poor penis was leaking like a faucet, my hips were rising up each time she slid it inside me and I was moaning every time she moved that thin plastic phallus.
Peggy asked me what it felt like and I tried to explain how incredibly naughty it felt. I told her I'd never felt anything like it before. I squirmed around on the table and struggled to form complete sentences while she slid that vibrator in and out of me. My penis was as stiff as a pencil and throbbing wildly. I was in heaven and loving everything she was doing to me. And then my world changed forever... she turned on the vibrator.
My penis no longer throbbed, it remained perfectly erect. A long, drawn-out moan left my lips and my hips rolled toward her lewdly. I pressed back against the vibrator until only a little bit of it remained outside my body. Peggy whispered to me the entire time. She told me how cute I looked. She told me I was precious and that she loved me.
When I reached back to touch my penis again, Peggy shoo'ed my hand away. With the vibrator buried in my bottom and bouncing around inside of me, she took hold of my little hard-on and pulled it back between my legs. She pulled it back far enough that it forced me to arch my back even more. I moaned softly while she simply held my penis pulled back, it rested on her fingers and pointed back at her. She didn't wrap her fingers around it or stroke it at all, she rubbed little circles just below the head on the underside of my penis with the pad of her thumb. My precum let her thumb slide over that super-sensitive place with ease.
I couldn't squirm around, I couldn't thrust back toward her. I couldn't form complete sentences. I'd never felt so deliciously horny before. I was frozen in place and being slowly teased toward what I knew would be a very powerful orgasm. The only thing I could do was enjoy the moment like I'd been told to.
While still rubbing those circles on the neck of my hairless penis, Peggy began to slowly slide the vibrator in and out of my eager bottom. The sensation of her thumb on my penis and that stiff phallus vibrating wildly in my bottom was so intense, I heard myself squeal in a high pitch without realizing I was doing it.
In between gasps for air, I starting chanting, "Peggy! Peggy! Peggy!"
In a calm voice, she asked, "Yes Sweetheart?" I kept chanting her name. She eventually asked, "Is something wrong Baby Bird?"
I began chanting her name quicker in a rising pitch. She didn't change the pace of the vibrator penetrating my bottom or the speed she was rubbing little circles onto the neck of my penis. I clawed at the tabletop with my fingers. My face was turned to the side and resting on the towel. My back arched so deeply and my bottom pushed up as high as it would go. Peggy had my penis pulled all the way back between my wide spread legs and teasing the neck of it with the pad of her thumb. And at the same time, she slid that thin vibrator in and out of my bottom while it bounced around inside me. Never in a million years could I have imagined feeling so sexy, so horny, or so loved.
While I continued to chant her name, Peggy said, "Baby Bird, I love holding you in my hand like this. And I love watching your little bottom squeeze down on this vibrator. You are just the cutest little thing! I think I love doing this almost as much as I love giving you baths."
I felt it come on like a tidal wave. My orgasm washed over me and as it began to erupt out of my penis, Peggy buried the vibrator in my bottom, stopped rubbing and lifted my penis back even farther, forcing me to arch my back all the more. I felt like a gymnast spread out on the table with my bottom up so high. My orgasm felt like nothing I'd ever experienced before. My penis felt like a garden hose that Peggy had folded in half and was only letting my cream leave in drops. She was controlling the pace of my ejaculation! Every time I tried to move, she would pull my penis back a bit more and that kept me in place.
Peggy watched my pearly love ooze out of the head of my pink penis. It didn't come out in spurts, she only let it drizzle out slowly. The only contact I had with her, were her fingers holding my penis pulled back. I don't know where her other hand was, but it wasn't on me. I had no friction against my penis. It was simply held in place by her fingers pulling it back so far behind me. As the last of my cream oozed from my penis, I took a deep breath and tried to relax.
Peggy held my penis pulled back for several moments. She asked how I felt and I tried to explain how wonderful it had been. I told her I'd never had anyone do anything like that before. I told her I'd never cum without stroking myself. I'd always had movement and friction. She just rubbed one spot in a circle with her thumb. And when I started to cum, she stopped and just let it happen. I told her it was strange but good, really good.
Peggy slowly pulled the vibrator out while at the same time she let my penis move back into its normal position. Along the way, something strange happened. It almost felt like I was peeing, but it was different. It was all the cum that Peggy had trapped inside me when she pulled back my penis so far. All of that creamy cum spilled out at once onto the towel. I moaned when it happened and felt like all my energy left my body with it.
Peggy moaned and I heard the chair she was sitting in creak when she leaned back. I slowly rolled off the towel and onto my back on the table. I lay there naked, breathing heavily and recovering from my orgasm. I eventually found the strength to lift my shoulders up and lean back on my elbows. I saw Peggy between my naked, hairless, spread thighs. Both of her arms were moving rhythmically below the table, out of my sight. She had a glazed look in her eyes and those eyes were drifting over my exposed body.
For some reason, my eyes were drawn to the towel. On it, I saw the largest pool of creamy cum that I'd ever seen. It looked like three or four of my normal ejaculations. In a soft voice, I asked, "Peggy, did all of that come out of me?"
She moaned and her arms continued to move, "Yes, all of it. I was surprised too. I'd never seen anything like that before."
I bit my lip before whispering, "Are you... I mean, Peggy, are you touching yourself?"
She moaned, "YES!" And then her eyes rolled up into her head and I watched her shoulders twitch and her big boobs jiggle. It looked like the muscles in her body went taut and she twitched a few more times before taking a deep breath and slowly opening her eyes.
I lay there naked on the table and watched her orgasm before my eyes. Until that moment, I'd never seen a woman cum before. I was fascinated and couldn't take my eyes off of her. When she'd recovered, she apologized for doing that in front of me. She told me she hadn't ever planned on letting me see her do that. She went on to explain that playing with my body and draining me like that was more than she expected and couldn't stop herself from masturbating.
I told her it was okay. But she insisted it had been a mistake and promised to never let it happen again. I tried to tell her I enjoyed watching her orgasm. But she cut me off again and told me that would be the first and last time I would ever see that.



Peggy then sat up in her chair, leaned forward and laid her hands on the insides of my thigs. Looking down upon my wilted and exhausted penis, she whispered, "But I'm going to make you squirt at least once a day, every day for the foreseeable future. Baby Bird, I love making you cum. You make the cutest little squeaky noises!" She leaned in and kissed the insides of both of my thighs.
Rising up off her chair, she folded the towel to contain the mess I'd left behind. She then used the clean parts of the towel to wipe my penis. And after folding my knees toward my chest, she wiped the excess lubricant from between my cheeks. I felt so very vulnerable while she cleaned me up. I loved that feeling.
Peggy helped me down from the table and while I took the towel to the laundry room, Peggy wiped down the table with a strong smelling cleaning solution. She then took my hand and led me back to the bathroom. She led me right to the toilet and after lifting the lid, she stepped behind me, reached around and took hold of my soft and squishy penis. Looking over my shoulder she aimed it and whispered in my ear, "I've got you, Sweetheart. Let it go. I've got you."
My arms we bent at my elbows and folded tightly against my chest. I bit my lip and moaned as my bladder let loose. Even though it had happened before, humiliation burned inside me while Peggy held my penis when I peed. While my urine splashed in the toilet, Peggy continued to whisper in my ear, "You're such a good boy. I'm so happy you'll be living with me now. And Baby Bird, I love the way you look without all that terrible body hair. You look absolutely precious."
When I'd finished, she tapped off the last drip and then dabbed my penis dry with toilet tissue. All the while I stood there with my arms pressed against my chest. She reached around me and flushed the toilet and lowered the seat. In a soft voice she whispered while holding me from behind, "Sweetheart, you could use another bath after all that we've done. But I suppose a sponge bath would do the trick. So after I brush your teeth, I'll give you a sponge bath here by the sink. And then it'll be time for you to get to bed. You've had a very eventful day and you need your rest. I have some tidying up to do around the house. But I'll come join you as soon as I'm finished."
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Editor's note: this story contains scenes of incest or incest content.
*****
My marriage was annulled after 5 short months. Mom told me this would happen, but I didn't listen. She knew the girl I chose to marry would eventually grow tired of me. And that is exactly what she did. She flat-out told me that I was unable to satisfy her sexually, emotionally or romantically. She told me she had been screwing her boyfriend the entire time we'd been married. She told me we were getting an annulment. And during that same conversation, she told me he was moving in that afternoon and she wanted me out before he got there.
As soon as I stepped into my childhood home, my mother began the "I told you so" lecture. She informed me that things would be different this time. She wasn't going to let me choose my next girlfriend, obviously, I wasn't capable of making good choices. And to ensure I didn't disobey her, she planned to keep me in a chastity belt until the day of my next marriage. She didn't want me spending time with another slut like my future ex-wife. With that said, she pulled a small box from out of the coffee table drawer and set it on the table. The box was black with no writing on it at all.
Staring at that black box, I remembered reading about chastity devices in a history class I'd once taken. The entire class thought it was crazy that people were once forced to wear things like that. I for one thought it was a cruel way to keep anyone from having sex, but deep down I also found it intriguing and thought about it often while alone at night in my bed. But I'd never expected anyone to really keep me in one!
I didn't know what to do. I had nowhere else to go. I shivered a little and felt my emotions coming to the surface. My marriage had fallen apart, I had to return home and live with my mother and she insisted I begin wearing a chastity belt! It was the worst day of my young life.
When the first tear formed in my eye, my mother wrapped her arms around me and held me against her chest as I sobbed. She whispered in my ear how much she loved me. She told me everything would be okay. She would take care of everything now that I was back home with her. Eventually, my crying stopped and I went to the bathroom to wash my face.
When I returned to the living room, I found my mother still sitting on the couch with her perfect posture, looking as radiant as ever. In her hand, she held a clear plastic 'thing'. It looked abnormal, almost like the plastic shouldn't be able to hold that form. As I moved closer to her, she took the device by a small golden lock that I hadn't noticed before and raised up to her eye level.
"Sweetheart, do you know how this chastity belt will attach to your penis?" she asked in that motherly tone that seemed so out of place considering what she had said.
I shook my head and told her I had no idea. I'd never seen one before. But I had the general idea of what it was for. I tried to tell her I didn't need this, I didn't deserve this. But she would have none of it. She had her mind set and there was nothing I could say or do to change it.
"Well, this might be a little embarrassing for you, but I need you to lower your pants and underwear. Because if you are unsure how to put this on properly, I want to show you how to do it. And, you should be aware, that I'll have to check it once or twice a week to be sure you aren't trying to take it off without my permission. And I'll also have to figure out a way to clean it. But we'll cross that bridge when we come to it. Right now, I need you to show me your penis."
My mouth fell open and I was at a complete loss for words. I stood before her sitting there on the couch with that little cage resting on her open palm. I felt shivers run all over my body and I began to perspire. "Um, mom, seriously? I mean, it's not right. Are you sure about this? Isn't it against the law or something?"
"Stop being such a worry wart. Just drop your pants before I get upset."
Images of living on the street with nowhere to go flashed through my mind. I was stuck. I didn't have another choice. With trembling fingers, I slowly undid my pants, hooked my thumbs under my pants and underpants and slowly lowered them to mid-thigh.
My semi-hard penis caught my mother's attention and she smirked. While gazing at my thin modestly sized penis she began, "Sweetie, didn't anyone ever let you know you should trim your pubic hair? The hair looks longer than your penis. Not to worry, I will make an appointment with someone I know who can address that situation."
While looking into my eyes, she held the chastity device in her hand and pointed to different parts of it as she explained how it would 'mount' on me. After she had pretty much told me how it would go on, she warned me, "I'm going to touch you now."
Her hand reached up with its long perfectly polished fingernails, two of her fingers moved my penis in roughly the same position the cage would keep it in. She held the cage up beside my still semi-hard penis, "Well, I might have overestimated your penis size. But for now, this should work until I can get a size smaller." Thankfully she ignored how it grew rock hard. How could it not? I could feel her warm breath on it, the touch of her fingers, there was no way I could not get hard!
She pulled her hand away from my penis with a quick smile and then went to work. She removed the lock and then slid this hinged ring off. The ring had three, white plastic pins sticking out of it. What was left in her hand was a plastic tube with small slots for ventilation. The tube was formed in a sharp radius with a slightly larger place for the head of a penis at the end of it. On the other end, there was a flange with holes for the rings' plastic pins to slide through. Honestly, the sight of it scared me.
With a sparkle in her eyes, she looked from the cage to my erect penis and then into my eyes. She smirked before suggesting I excuse myself to the bathroom so I could masturbate. I needed to me flaccid in order to put the cage on. She told me to use a tissue to catch my mess. And she went on to tell me to clean myself really well before coming back out to see her.
I'd never been so embarrassed. My own mother was telling me to masturbate! She had always spoken freely about sex. We had dozens of sex talks over the years and she routinely made it clear that masturbation was perfectly normal. But she had never told me to go masturbate!
She often told me she masturbated regularly. And I'd once snooped through her dresser and found a very long, fat vibrator hidden in the bottom drawer. The image of my buxom, full-figured mother, with her exaggerated hourglass figure, masturbating with that vibrator had plagued my fantasies for years. Even while with my wife, the idea of my mother with that vibrator invaded my mind while we made love.
While still an emotional mess from my wife throwing me out, tears welled up in my eyes while I turned to do as I'd been told. But my penis remained rock hard and bobbed from side to side as I waddled to the bathroom, holding my pants at mid thigh.
I closed and locked the bathroom door behind me. Looking in the large mirror, I saw a completely broken man. Tears were streaking my cheeks. My shoulders were slumped and my breaths were coming in gasps. Reaching down, I wrapped my finger and thumb around my stiff penis and began to slide them up and down. I stood there watching myself masturbate. I looked so pathetic. My penis began to soften under my fingers and I began to consider walking back out to my mother without cumming first.
But I nearly jumped out of my skin with I heard a soft knock on the door. My mother's soft voice asked, "How are you doing Sweetheart? Are you almost done?" I hadn't heard her walking on the hardwood floors at all.
I whimpered softly as my cock became rock hard once again. Hearing my mother's voice ask those questions through the door was enough to not only get me fully erect but drive me to the brink of orgasm. I began masturbating quickly, my finger and thumb flying up and down along the length of my penis.
Staring at myself in the mirror, I tried to accept that this is where I belonged. I was destined to remain living under my mother's control for the time being. She had always known what was best for me. She even predicted how my marriage would end. If she wanted to keep me in a chastity belt until she found an appropriate person to become my bride, then I would accept that. The idea of my mother touching my penis helped me to accept my fate. And knowing she would hold the only key to the cage my penis was kept in was tremendously arousing.
I let go of my pants and let them fall around my ankles. My skinny legs and narrow waist were covered with a thin layer of light blonde hair matching the color of my pubic hair. And if mother followed through with what she'd said, my pubic hair would soon be gone. A chill shot up my spine at the thought of that.
Another soft knock on the door interrupted my thoughts. In a soft, raspy voice, mother said, "I can hear you breathing heavily Sweetheart. Don't forget to catch your mess in toilet tissue."
I reached down and paused when I saw the neat triangle the last sheet was folded into. Mother had always folded the last square of tissue into a triangle. And while living with her, I was expected to follow suit. It became a habit after doing it for so long. Even now, I couldn't stop myself from folding the last square of tissue into a triangle. It didn't matter where I was. I did it at home, at work and even in public restrooms.
While still stroking my penis, I pulled off several sheets from the roll and held them in front of my drooling penis. A wet, sloppy sound echoed in the room while I stroked myself. Knowing my mother was just outside the door and could definitely hear that sound, only spurred on my arousal. I fell back against the wall while still staring at myself in the mirror when my orgasm began. I heard myself moan when the first glob erupted from my penis. It was quickly followed by a second and then a third.
While still in the throes of bliss, I heard my mother's voice. "That's my good boy. It feels good, doesn't it? Enjoy it, Sweetheart. It's going to be a while before I schedule your next one." She paused but I could hear her breathing through the door. The idea of my mother scheduling my orgasms was surprisingly exciting. The more I thought about my mother keeping me chaste, the more I accepted that it was what I deserved. It began to make sense in my mind. Being kept with minimal orgasms would make me appreciate them all the more. When mother found a proper wife for me, it would be almost like I was losing my virginity all over again. I was afraid and excited at the same time.
As I squeezed out the last little bit of mess into the tissue, mother spoke once again, "I'll be waiting in the living room. Remember to clean yourself really well before you come out to see me." I listened to her heels click down the hall toward the living room.
I whimpered softly when I dropped the tissue into the toilet and watch it get flushed away. That very well may be the last orgasm I have for a good long time. I reached down and folded the last square of tissue on the roll into a neat triangle. The act of doing that made me smile. It was what my mother wanted. And I knew I wanted the same things she wanted. She loved me, I was her only son and she wanted the very best for me.
When I began to think about how to clean myself, I considered trying to do it with a washcloth over the sink. But I gave up on that and decided I'd take a quick shower instead. I stripped quickly, opened the frilly shower curtain cover and adjusted the water temperature. When it was all set, I stepped into the tub and closed the curtain. The scent of flowers and perfume from the same feminine bath products I'd used while growing up made me feel safe and loved. After washing myself from head to toe, paying special attention to my shriveled up penis, I almost picked up the pink razor and tried to shave off my pubic hair myself. But I decided not to, knowing mother had a plan for it.
After drying myself off, I tidied up the bathroom before putting my clothes back on. I left my shoes and socks off, setting them neatly in the hall outside of the bathroom. I stood there just outside of the bathroom trying to muster my courage. I knew I'd have to walk out there eventually. But I was struggling to take that first step. The ideas and fantasies that had helped me to orgasm just moments before had faded. Now the fact that my mother was going to lock my penis in a chastity belt became very real.
I knew I should stand up from myself. I should tell her there was no way she would ever lock my penis up. But she had raised me to follow orders and do as I'd been told. That was another problem my wife had with me. She knew I could never make a decision for myself or stand up for what I thought was right. I always did what I was told to do and relied on her to make the decisions. Early on in our relationship, she enjoyed making all of the decisions. But she eventually decided that she wanted a 'real man' to take care of her.
Swallowing hard, I looked down at my feet and stepped into the living room. Glancing up, I saw my mother sitting on the couch with her back perfectly straight. She had a grin on her face and commended my decision to shower before coming to see her. When I stood right in front of her, she reached up and while undoing the button on my pants, she said: "Let's get this over with."
Her long fingernails raked the skin on my hips when she pulled my pants and underwear to my knees. I felt tears welling up in my eyes again but said nothing. She picked up the plastic ring from the coffee table and quickly looped it behind my scrotum. It hugged my penis and scrotum snugly. She then used a feathery touch to guide my penis into the curved cage. The hole for the lock lined up at the same time the ring and cage set together. Mother picked up the lock, slipped it through the hole and clicked it shut.
I stood there with my penis trapped beneath a clear plastic cage. I whimpered softly. Mother continued to hold my caged penis in her hand. She looked up into my eyes and spoke in a tone which let me know she was being very serious. She told me that I was a clever boy and could probably figure out a way to get out of the cage. But if I did, she would get a metal cage to put me in. And if I found a way out of that one, she'd find a more creative way of keeping me chaste. She told me she was doing this for my own good. She couldn't stand the thought of me winding up with someone who didn't appreceiate me for who I was. She only wanted the very best for me and that was the reason she was doing this.
Still holding my caged penis in her hand, she went on to explain that over the next few days she would take me to have my pubic hair removed. She would also schedule my orgasms on a calendar which she would hang in my childhood bedroom. Mother gently squeezed my cage and balls when she told me that she'd be checking my cage for damage to be sure I wasn't being naughty. These checks would not be scheduled and could happen at any time.
That's when my knees buckled and my pants and underwear fell around my ankles. Mother smiled while her eyes wandered up and down my naked lower half. She lifted her other hand and laid it on my naked hip. She bit her lip seductively before saying in a soft voice, "I think I'll have you strip during the inspections of your cage. I wouldn't want you to hide anything from me. And if I do find that you've been tampering with this cage, it'll be that much easier to punish you. I'm sure your cute little butt remembers my leather belt."
With a grin, she squeezed my caged penis again. She went on to say, "Oh yes Sweetheart. You're living under my roof again and you'll need to follow my rules. And if I see so much as a scratch on this cage or lock, I'll beat your little ass so thoroughly you won't be able to sit down for days. Do you understand me, young man?"
I nodded my head and whispered that I understood. Mother lowered her hands to her lap and after looking me up and down once more, told me to go get myself unpacked in my old room. As I pulled up my pants, she told me she was really going to enjoy having me live at home with her again.
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When Tammy first approached me and asked me out to dinner, I nearly fainted. No one had ever asked me out before. I'm not really the sort of boy who attracts the attention of the opposite sex. At twenty years old, I stand 5'4" and weigh just over 120lbs. Everything about me is small. I've been told I have a baby face with big blue eyes and a little button nose. I have thick, light brown hair with a natural wave to it. With my extremely fair skin, I've always stayed out of the sun which has left me very pale.
Tammy, on the other hand, was larger than life. In her late thirties, she stood six foot tall in the heels she wore. Her long, platinum blonde hair was pulled back in a thick braid that hung below her waist. She had breasts the size of cantaloupes, wide hips and thick thighs. Her bright red lipstick and black mascara were both applied heavily. And her fingernails were so long they extended beyond the end of her fingers by nearly an inch. When she asked me to join her for dinner, she spoke loudly and with supreme confidence.
During that first date, Tammy began comparing me to someone named Kerry. When I asked about it, she told me Kerry was just someone she knew. But she compared me to Kerry so often it made me feel funny. You're just as cute as Kerry. You eat like a bird, just like Kerry. Kerry has long eyelashes just as like yours. You have the sweetest little lips, just like Kerry. Kerry doesn't like fish either. It's so cute, Kerry always tries to pay when we go out too. It went on and on.
After a very romantic dinner in a restaurant I'd never heard of, Tammy drove me to her home. It was a 40-minute drive and in that time, she peppered me with questions about my family, my education, my job and my lack of past sexual experiences. She was the sort of woman I couldn't be dishonest with. She was so mature, beautiful, confident and smart. Whatever she asked, I answered with complete honesty. That was another thing I apparently had in common with Kerry.
That evening I gave my virginity to Tammy. It was fast and over far too quickly but I couldn't help it. She was so big, soft and warm. It was perfectly lovely. She didn't cum, I was too small and inexperienced to even get her close to having an orgasm. I spent the majority of those few precious moments sliding between her lips and occasionally getting lucky and poking inside of her with my stiff little penis. She never laughed or giggled. She held me in her arms and told me I made love just like Kerry.
Three nights later, Tammy took me out again. Over dinner in an equally romantic restaurant, she confessed that Kerry was another boy she 'spent time with'. When I asked if they had sex. She smiled and told me they had. I asked if he was her boyfriend. She told me we were both her boyfriends. I began to pout and she told me that is how Kerry reacted when he learned about me.
The entire time we were at that restaurant, Tammy explained that Kerry and I were both very special to her. She said she'd met Kerry a day before she met me. She had taken Kerry's virginity the night before she'd taken mine. She said she felt like the luckiest woman in the world to have two, cute, young men to play with.
As the evening progressed, I somehow stopped being so worried about Kerry and started to enjoy my time with Tammy. It probably had something to do with her hand on my thigh. Or maybe it was the way she kept kissing me right there in the restaurant. Her public displays of affection made me squirm! It didn't hurt that she kept whispering in my ear, telling me how excited she was to get me back into her bed.
We wound up at Tammy's house again that night and while we made love, she kept bringing up Kerry. She told me he humped himself against her just like I did. She told me he had a cute little penis just like mine.
It didn't matter what she said, I loved climbing on top of her warm, soft body and sliding my penis between her lips and into her pussy. She was so big and I was so small. She was so confident and I was not. She was mature and wise and I loved her. Tammy held me in her arms while my penis slid around her big, meaty pussy. When my penis did manage to slide inside of her, I don't think she could feel me. She never reacted at all. Those encounters were about me getting off. While at the same time, she was working toward a goal I knew nothing about.
Several nights later, Tammy took me out to dinner again. While we waited for our food to be delivered, she opened her giant purse and pulled out two, small gift wrapped packages. After looking at the labels, she handed one to me and put the other back in her purse. She told me the other package was for Kerry. She told me he'd get his surprise the very next night when they went out together.
I asked her again about Kerry. I wanted to know if they were as serious as we were. I wanted to know what it was she wanted. She told me they were just as serious as we were. He meant just as much to her as I did. It hurt to hear those words, but I somehow kept from crying. I loved her so much that I couldn't get upset with her for seeing someone else. I cherished our time together and never wanted to stop seeing her.
Tammy told me to open my present. So right there in the restaurant, I carefully opened the wrappings to find a pair of white bikini panties trimmed in lace. I wadded them up in my hands to hide them from anyone who may be looking. Tammy leaned in close, licked my ear and whispered softly. She told me to go to the little boy's room and change into them. She told me she really wanted me to wear them for the whole night. To help me make the decision, she told me she knew Kerry would do it the next night when she gave him his present.
Not willing to be outdone by Kerry, I hid the panties in my fist as I made my way to the restroom. I chose the stall on the far end and quickly slipped off my shoes, pants, and underwear. I then slid the cute pair of white, satin panties up my legs. I stood there and admired the way my little hardon poked the panties out away from my body. After hearing noises outside the door, I quickly got dressed and washed my hands. Being unsure of what I was supposed to do with my boy briefs, I made a quick decision and dropped them in the trash.
When I slipped back into the booth beside Tammy, she immediately asked if they fit and how they felt. I blushed and told her they fit perfectly and they felt very sexy. She smiled and told me she knew I'd love them. For the rest of that meal, I squirmed beside Tammy while enjoying the feel of satin against my rigid penis. She let her large, warm hand slide onto my lap to be sure I was still stiff several times throughout that meal. After feeling my penis throb against her hand, she whispered things like, "I didn't see a lump, but you are still hard!" or "I can never tell if Kerry has a little hard-on by just looking either. You two are so much alike!"
Tammy took me home with her again that night and we again made love. That time, instead of sliding between the lips of her pussy, she used body oil on her thick thigh and let me hump myself against it. In that position, I was able to kiss, lick and suck on her big, brown nipples while I humped my penis against her leg. It was amazing.
As I neared my orgasm, Tammy told me in a soft voice that she wanted me to meet Kerry. She told me it was time the two of us got to know each other. She told me we were both her 'special boys' and she loved us both. But when she was with Kerry, she missed me. And when she was with me, she missed Kerry. She wanted us to spend time together.
I squealed loudly that night when I squirted on her big, slippery, thick thigh. I lay on top of her gasping and trying to catch my breath as the spasm of my orgasm continued to rage through my body. Tammy pulled me into her arms and I slid along her thigh and through the creamy mess I'd made. She held me in her warm embrace and told me she knew Kerry and I would get along perfectly, we were too much alike not to.
That night, I didn't commit to anything. I was starting to get the idea of what Tammy's dream relationship was. She wanted to be able to take both Kerry and me out at the same time! All of my relationship experiences were with Tammy. She was the one and only person I'd ever kissed, not to mention the sex! I didn't want to lose her, but I was afraid of what bringing Kerry along on our dates meant. Would she take us both home?
Tammy called me two days later and was anxious to tell me how Kerry had reacted when she asked if he'd like to meet me. Apparently, he said he would. He was reluctant and nervous, but he agreed to meet me. I had no choice, I had to agree to it too!
That next night Tammy picked me up and when she did, Kerry was already in the car. Tammy had me sit in the backseat with Kerry so we could get to know each other.
What was most shocking about that meeting was how similar Kerry and I were. He stood within an inch of my height, he had the same build and we must've weighed within a few pounds of each other. He had big green eyes, while mine are blue. He had a cute little nose just like mine. While my hair is light brown, his was a darker brown. When we shook hands, it was like shaking my own hand! His hands were soft and free of callouses too. We could have easily been brothers!
The conversation came very easy between the two of us. By the time Tammy pulled into the restaurant parking lot, Kerry and I were in the backseat having a great time! We all climbed out of the car and on the way to the restaurant door, Tammy asked each of us if we were wearing the panties she'd bought for us. With absolutely no shame, Kerry and I both chirped, "Yes!" at the same time.
Once seated in our booth, Tammy sat beside Kerry on the end, leaving him and I sitting together. Tammy told us both how happy she was that we were getting along so well. She said she knew we would. Glancing down between Kerry and I, she went on to say that she didn't expect to see us holding hands so quickly!
Kerry and I both looked down and realized we were indeed holding hands. Neither of us made a move to pull our hands away. On the contrary, we squeezed each other's hands and giggled. There was definitely an attraction between the two of us. And at one point, our eyes met and we held each other's gaze. If the waiter hadn't come along when he did, I'm sure we would have kissed.
Of course Tammy missed none of this. She could feel the sexual tension, just like we could. Kerry and I were both afraid of what we were feeling. Neither of us had ever had an attraction to the same sex. But the desire was unmistakable. I know his penis was just as stiff as mine. And Tammy's pussy must've been positively drenched watching her two special boys flirt with each other so shamelessly.
After the waiter delivered our meals to our table, Kerry and I just nibbled on our food. Tammy ate slowly while enjoying watching the two of us interact. She paused between bites at one point and asked in a soft voice, "Peyton, is your little penis stiff?"
I whimpered softly. Looking first at Tammy, then to Kerry, and back to Tammy, I whispered, "Yes." While squirming in the booth.
Tammy smiled warmly. Looking away from me to Kerry, she asked, "Kerry, how about you? Is your little penis stiff too?"
He stared at Tammy for several moments before glancing at me. His eyes lowered to my lap, then back to my face. He slowly turned to look back to Tammy before whispering, "Yes."
Tammy smiled at both Kerry and I. In-between bites of her dinner, she spoke to both of us. She explained that she had been very nervous about our meeting. She told us she was very happy we were getting along so well. She really wanted to two of us to like each other and was thrilled we'd hit if off so well.
While waiting for the waiter to bring our check, Tammy suggested Kerry and I hold hands while she explained what would happen when we left the restaurant. After lacing our fingers together, Kerry and I looked at each other for a brief moment. I'm sure both of us had a very good idea about what Tammy was going to say. And I'm sure neither of us was considering leaving.
She said she'd never imagined she'd be lucky enough to find two, such special boys. She explained that we both made her very happy. And together, she knew the relationship would be magical. Tammy said she'd reserved a suite in a hotel just across the street. She explained that she wanted our first time together to be very special. Tammy looked first at me, then to Kerry. She told us she was thrilled she was finally going to have her two favorite boys together at the same time.
When the waiter arrived with our check, he stared down at Kerry and me for an awkward moment before handing the check to Tammy. It wasn't until after he'd left that we realized we were sitting very close to each other and holding hands! We both blushed and giggled. While Tammy pulled her credit card from her purse, she told us she thought it was cute to see us holding hands. She suggested the two of us keep holding hands until we got to the suite she'd reserved.
As we slid out of the booth, Kerry and I kept our hands laced together. Tammy followed behind us as we made our way through the restaurant. Couples at several booths stopped talking and watched the two petite boys walk-by holding hands with larger-than-life Tammy right behind us. Once outside, Tammy leaned in between us and asked how it felt to be seen holding hands like that.
Kerry said something about it being embarrassing. I giggled and said it made my penis really stiff! Kerry looked shocked for a split second and then confessed his penis was super hard too. Tammy guided us to the crosswalk and we waited for the light to change while Kerry and I still held hands. We crossed the street and two cars honked at us!
When we arrived in the hotel, we walked by the valet, through the plush lobby and right past the pretty receptionist. Tammy guided directly to an elevator. Once inside, she used a keycard to access the top floor. None of us spoke. We were all lost in our thoughts. We stood in that elevator thinking to ourselves, imagining what the evening had to hold.
When the doors parted, Tammy guided to the end of the hallway and used the keycard to open the door. Kerry's palm was sweating just as much as mine. We were both nervous, but excited. We both obviously loved Tammy and would do anything for her. But she wasn't forcing us to do anything. Kerry and I were looking forward to this new experience just as much as she was.
Tammy led us through the sitting room and directly into the bedroom. She laid down on the bed and invited us to join her. With all of us still fully clothed, Kerry crawled up on one side of Tammy and I got on the other. She gently pulled Kerry toward her and began kissing him, slowly and passionately. While she did that, I sat back on my feet and watched. They kissed for several long seconds and I felt so out of place. Before that kiss ended, Tammy began to unbutton her blouse.
I realized I could be helping, I moved to the end of the bed and removed Tammy's shoes. After I'd gotten them both off, she reached out for me. I moved back to the head of the bed and just when her kiss ended with Kerry, she pulled me in and began kissing me. It was odd to be kissing her seconds after she had been kissing Kerry. But it was still wonderful.
While Tammy and I kissed, Kerry finished opening her blouse and began working her on her slacks. We switched again and while she and Kerry kissed, I worked her slacks and panties down and off. After peeling her giant panties away from her pussy, the scent of her arousal filled the air. Tammy then sat up, breaking the kiss with Kerry and removed her blouse and bra. She laid back down, completely naked with stiff nipples, moist pussy and breathing heavily. She bent both knees and spread her legs wide apart.
In a throaty whisper, she began giving us instructions. She had us kneel on either side of her chest, facing each other. Following her instructions, I reached across her naked body and began to remove Kerry's shirt. At the same time, he did the same to me. Once we were both topless, she told us to quickly strip to our panties. Kerry and I bashfully slid off the bed. While standing on opposites sides, we both removed our shoes, socks and undid our pants. We stood there looking at Tammy and each other. Neither of us willing to strip first.
Tammy finally whispered to both of us, "You boys are so sweet. Okay, you'll do it together. On the count of three. One... Two... Three!"
Kerry and I both lowered our pants and stood back up. We looked at each other and realized even in panties, we were so much alike. Our little penis's were poking against the front panel of the satin, bikini panties. And judging from the appearance it was blatantly obvious that our penis's were very similar in size.
Tammy called us both back onto the bed. We were once again kneeling on opposite sides of her chest, this time wearing only identical panties. Tammy reached up and laid her hands on our lower backs. She applied gentle pressure, guiding Kerry and me toward each other. We were staring into each other's eyes as we got closer and closer to each other.
We tilted our heads to opposite sides as our eyes drifted closed and our lips met. In that enchanted moment, Kerry and I kissed. It was so perfect. It was a moment none of us will ever forget. His lips were so soft and his tongue slid along with mine as if we were made for each other. Our lips broke apart for a few seconds while we caught our breath and we both giggled before kissing once again. Tammy pulled us both against her soft body until our pantied penis's were pressed against her soft breasts.
I can't be sure what Kerry was doing, but I know I was gently humping my very stiff penis against Tammy's breast. Kerry and I wrapped our arms around each other and kissed even more passionately than before. While we made-out, Tammy writhed around beneath us while fondling our pantied behinds.
When our kiss broke for the second time, Tammy told us she was tired of being ignored. She gently guided us both down between her spread thighs. We soon found ourselves laying side-by-side, cheek-to-cheek between her thighs. Kerry and I kissed, licked and sucked on Tammy's meaty pussy lips and clit. From time-to-time, when our mouths got close together, we'd kiss each other and then go back to work on Tammy.
Kerry and I worked so well together. While he focused on Tammy's big clit, I licked up and down along her fat lips. We'd then switch and I'd take her clit in my mouth and Kerry focused on her lips. We repeated this process several times before hearing Tammy moan. Until that moment, neither Kerry or I had ever gotten her aroused enough to moan! We both froze for a second and looked at each other before going back to her pussy with more enthusiasm than before.
Tammy pushed her pussy up toward our faces and groaned, "My sweet, sweet boys, I love you both so much."
Kerry and I responded in unison, "We love you too Tammy."
Kerry sucked Tammy's big clit into his mouth and began tickling it with his tongue. I turned my head sideways and began poking my tongue in and out of her pussy. It was a little uncomfortable and I rotated my body toward Kerry. While I did that, Kerry turned his body toward me. We were soon grinding our panty-covered penis's against each other.
Tammy either felt or saw what we were doing and she moaned loudly and began humping her pussy against our faces. Kerry and I licked and sucked and kissed for all we were worth. I wound up sliding up and licking her clit at the same time Kerry did. Having two tongues tickling her clit proved to be enough to make Tammy cum. Kerry and I witnessed her orgasm for the very first time. Until that moment, neither of us had made her cum before. She came hard and her whole body jiggled and shook as the orgasm washed through her.



Being as inexperienced as we were, Kerry and I kept licking and kissing her clit not realizing how sensitive it had become. Tammy sat up in the bed and pulled her pussy away from us. Kerry and I lay there facing each other, our faces drenched in her juices and our stiff penis's gently humping one another. We were both a little shocked to find ourselves in that position without Tammy's pussy in our faces. And we lay there with our noses touching just looking into each other's eyes. Kerry kissed me first and then I kissed him back. We made out on the bed laying between Tammy's spread thighs.
After catching her breath and recovering from that most powerful orgasm, Tammy said, "You two are simply adorable! You've made me feel so good. And now it's time for you both to feel just as good."
She had Kerry lay on his back beside her. While I knelt by his hip, away from Tammy. She then told me to take his panties off. My hands were shaking when I hooked my fingers under the lacey band. As I pulled them down, I compared the size of my wet spot to his. Both of our panties looked lewd with their large moist spots. I lifted the panties up and slowly pulled them down, exposing his every stiff and throbbing penis. It was just as small as mine in length and thickness. He had a little patch of well-groomed pubic hair and his pink sack of balls looked perfect on his body.
I pulled his panties all the way off his legs and dropped them on the floor. I knelt there looking from Kerry's stiff penis to his eyes and onto Tammy. I wasn't sure what I should do. I know what I wanted to do, but I could never have made that move without being prompted.
In a gentle voice, Tammy asked, "Peyton Sweetheart, what do you think of Kerry's penis?"
I bit my lip, looked from the penis to Kerry and onto Tammy again. In a soft voice, I said, "I think it's really cute."
Tammy asked if I wanted to touch it. I paused for a moment, then looking at Kerry I nodded my head and whispered, "Yes I would. Kerry, may I touch your penis?"
Kerry's hips rose up off the bed and his penis throbbed hard. The pink head swelled up and a fresh drop of his arousal formed on the tip and began its slow descent down the shaft. Kerry moaned, "Yes, of course, Peyton."
Tammy smiled at both of us and reminded us how cute we were. She loved that we were so polite.
My hand was trembling when I reached out toward Kerry's penis. All three of us were watching my hand closely. When my fingertips made the first contact with the silky, soft skin of his penis, both Kerry and I moaned at the same time. I held it in my hand as if it were the most precious thing in the world. I loved how it felt, how soft the skin was and how I could feel the blood pulsing through it. I began to slowly and tenderly stroke up and down. Kerry began squirming on the bed and Tammy held him close against her.
Tammy and I both knew Kerry was getting very close to cumming. I wanted to keep stroking him, but Tammy told me to slow down. I did as I was told and after several moments, Kerry was no longer in danger of cumming. Although more pearly drops of precum were emerging from within and dripping down the shaft.
Tammy looked at me and whispered, "Peyton Honey, why don't you give Kerry's penis a kiss."
Kerry looked like he was on cloud nine. He was moaning constantly and writhing around. He was extremely horny and I knew he could orgasm with very little contact. If I kissed him, there was the very real possibility that he'd cum.
I scooted back a little and bent forward, toward Kerry's penis. Before I did it, I told him I was going to kiss his penis. I intended to place a bunny kiss right on the tip. But it was so soft, and Kerry was so horny, I parted my lips and let his stiff penis enter my mouth. It was all the way in my mouth before I realized it was happening. Tammy ran her fingers through my hair. She began telling us how much she loved us both. As my tongue slid along the underside of his throbbing shaft, Kerry groaned and his hips rose up off the bed. He screamed out, "I'm sorry!"
And then he came in my mouth. His perfect little penis squirted out dollop after dollop of his creamy love. I'd tasted myself before and knew what to expect, but Kerry tasted sweeter and creamier than I did. His juices were so tasty, I hated it when he'd finished. I could have drunk his love by the glassful! I sucked hard on his penis to be sure I got out every last drop.
When I popped up off of his penis, I was all smiles. I had never sucked on a penis before, but I loved doing that to Kerry! Tammy looked so pleased with me. Kerry was snuggled up against Tammy's giant breast with his eyes closed, his body still quivering from his orgasm and he had a silly grin on his face. I knelt on the bed, still wearing my panties that were literally dripping with my excitement. I was breathing in quick gasps and had never been so horny.
Tammy spoke in a deeper than normal voice, "Why don't you take your panties off now, Peyton."
I didn't hesitate for a second, I slipped those lacey panties down and off my body, tossing them on the floor. My penis had never been more excited. I was honestly surprised it didn't squirt when I took my panties off!
Kerry had slowly recovered from his orgasm and was feeling very uncomfortable. Just like me, he always felt ashamed after he'd cum. Tammy and I both knew we had to do something to help him get over those post-orgasm blues. She leaned in and began kissing him while I leaned down and took his penis back in my mouth. It took some time, but I soon heard him moan a few times while his penis stiffened on my tongue. When his hips began writhing and humping up toward my mouth, all three of us knew he was ready to go again.
Tammy took control and while laying on her side near the edge of the bed, she had me lay flat on my back. She then had Kerry crawl over the top of me, with his penis right above my face. And his face right above my penis! Before we did anything more, Tammy asked us how we felt about each other.
I lay there looking up at Kerry's perfect little penis and I whispered, "I really like him."
Kerry said nearly the same thing. Tammy then asked, how we felt about her. Both Kerry and I chimed in and squeaked, that we loved her.
Tammy explained that she loved us too. And she really wanted the two of us to love each other. She then asked Kerry to say 'I love you' to me. I squirmed on the bed when Kerry moaned before saying, "I love you, Peyton."
I didn't need to be asked. I knew what Tammy expected and without prompting, I whispered, "I love you too Kerry." The funny thing about it was I think I meant it!
Tammy said she was very proud of us. She then asked Kerry if he wanted to kiss my penis. I felt his warm breath on my aching penis when he said he did. Just like I had, he asked my permission first. And then leaned down and kissed the head of my penis. He placed gentle kisses along the shaft and kissed each of my little balls. His lips were so soft and his breath so warm. I'd never felt anything so wonderful before!
While he kissed his way back up the thin shaft of my penis, I bit my lower lip, moaned and looked to Tammy. She smiled and nodded, giving me permission to do what I wanted to so badly. I reached up and with one finger, aimed his penis straight down. Parting my lips, I raised my head off the bed and took him back in my mouth.
Tammy lay beside us, watching us together. I was so terribly horny, I couldn't last long. Even without being so horny, I'd never lasted long, not even when I masturbated. With Kerry's penis still in my mouth, I squealed in an oddly high pitch and my back arched deeply. My toes curled up when my little balls popped into my body. I made chirping noises each time my little penis spurted out a burst of its creamy juice. Kerry didn't pull away, he actually took my whole penis in his mouth! It wasn't long enough to make him gag, but it made me feel so safe and loved to be held like that.
While I thrashed about and spasmed through the most intense orgasm of my life, I watched Kerry's penis throb just above my face. It was so stiff and needed attention. I wanted to take him back in my mouth, but I started feeling embarrassed and ashamed. I felt like I wanted to run from the room and hide. I couldn't believe the things I'd done that evening!
Tammy and Kerry knew exactly how I was feeling and I soon found myself in Tammy's loving embrace. My face was nestled against her massive breast and I began to kiss and lick her big, fat nipple. While I snuggled against Tammy, Kerry began kissing me between my spread thighs. He eventually took my penis back in his mouth and sucked on it gently until it was once against stiff and fully erect.
With both Kerry and I erect again, Tammy moved to the center of the bed on her back. She bent her knees and spread her thick, heavy thighs wide. She invited us both between her legs. Kerry and I giggled when we both moved between her legs and began sliding around, both of us trying to penetrate her at the same time. It took some coordination, but we finally got into a groove. Our penis's were both sliding along between the fat, swollen lips of her drenched pussy. Neither of even trying to penetrate her pussy. Instead, our stiff little prongs were sliding along either side of her big clit. With all the moist, hot, slippery flesh sliding together, it was the most erotic thing I could have imagined!
We were all holding each other, kissing all at once. Our tongues were sliding in and out of each other's mouths. The wet, sucking sounds of our love making and kissing echoed around the room. The smell of sex was unmistakable. We squirmed, slipped and slithered together.
I'm not sure who came first, it happened quickly. I know I was in the throes of my orgasm when Tammy's full-figured body began to vibrate and shake, which tossed both Kerry and me around wildly. I also remember feeling Kerry's juices splash over my stomach and penis. And I don't know where mine wound up. But when it was over, Kerry and I remained laying on top of Tammy. We were all kissing each other while trying to catch our breath. We giggled in between kisses and declared our love for each other.
After we'd fully recovered, Tammy said, "I know two boys who have a mess to clean up!"
Kerry and I giggled while we slid down her soft body. We worked together to lick up every trace of our lovemaking from Tammy's body. She dragged her fingernails through our hair while we worked. We both ate our own and each other's cum, not to mention the juicy goodness Tammy's pussy had left behind. While we gave her a pretty thorough tongue bath, we paused often to kiss each other.
When Tammy was cleaned up, Kerry went down on me and licked my penis and the entire area around it. My little penis was about half-hard when he was finished. But there was no way I was going to cum again any time soon.
It was then my turn to clean up Kerry. I licked his stomach clean first and worked downward. I loved the feel of the soft skin of his penis on my tongue. I moved down and licked his cute balls clean and then placed a final kiss on the head of his penis.
We were all very tired. But before we could go to sleep, Tammy had one last surprise for us. She told us to open the top drawer of the dresser. I felt like a little kid on Christmas morning, and bet Kerry did too. We opened the drawer together and found matching Babydoll nighties! One of them was pink with white trim and the other was white with pink trim. Both of them had matching bikini panties.
I quickly reached into the drawer and grabbed the pink with white trim set. Kerry giggled and said he wanted the other one anyway. We both wiggled into our new nighties and panties and posed for Tammy and even did little dances. The nighties were mostly sheer and split open nearly all the way up the front except for one little bow near our chests. Even the panties were sheer and did nothing to hide our little penis's. She smiled and said we looked adorable and was glad they fit so well.
Tammy retrieved a below-the-knee, black, silk nightgown from the bedside table drawer. Both Kerry and I stood there in awe and watched that nightgown slide over her body like a waterfall. The way it was cut made her breasts look positively gigantic and exaggerated her hourglass figure.
We all three got back into bed and pulled up the covers. We'd had a long evening and were all tired. Tammy was on one side spooning Kerry, and Kerry was spooning me. I drifted off to sleep that night being held by both Tammy and Kerry. And even more exciting, while I drifted off to dreamland, I felt Kerry's half hard, penis nestled between my pantied butt cheeks.
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When my Statistics class drew to an end, I raced out of the room while struggling to keep from crying. I'd never gotten anything less than an 'A' on a test. And my very first quiz in my Freshman year at University I'd bombed with a 'B'. I was devastated.
As I dashed down the hallway, I passed a bulletin board and a pink slip of paper caught my eye. It was half covered by a more recent announcement of a faculty luncheon. After lifting the luncheon announcement, I was able to better examine the pink half-sheet. It was an advertisement of sorts for a place called, "Aunt Pamela's Emporium". The font used on the ad was loopy and feminine in nature. Questions were written out on the sheet. "Are you homesick? Do you miss the encouragement of your mother? Do you need a hug? Do you need to be cuddled? Do you need to be scolded? Do you need to be punished? A visit to Aunt Pamela's Emporium may be just what you need." Along the bottom of the sheet, a phone number was listed multiple times, each number was cut so it could be torn-off. Not a single phone number had been removed from the sheet.
I bit my lower lip and tore the phone number from the sheet. I held it in my hand while I walked back to my dorm room. When I was finally alone in my room, I laid the small piece of paper with the number for Aunt Pamela's Emporium and my Stat's quiz on my desk. The handwritten 'B' glared at me and I knew I'd have to call Aunt Pamela.
My own mother had always been distant and rarely showed any signs of affection. She never once raised a hand to me and I couldn't recall ever being punished. I'd always been a good student, well-behaved, small-statured, polite and timid. I have never been the type of boy who needed to be punished, but I had often felt I deserved to be spanked or even worse. Aunt Pamela seemed like the woman I'd needed in my life for a very long time.
I picked up my phone a half dozen time to make the call, but I kept chickening out. After almost an hour, I let the call go through and heard Aunt Pamela's maternal, educated voice for the first time. She sounded very kind and understanding. Her voice was how I wished my mother had spoken to me while I was growing up. I knew I'd made the right decision calling her. But I was very worried about the cost, I was a college student and didn't have much to spend. When I mentioned this to Aunt Pamela, she told me not to worry about the cost, it would work itself out.
Aunt Pamela worked out of her home in a quiet residential area just 8 blocks from my dorm. During our conversation, she told me she'd had a recent cancellation and if I could make it to her home at 2:00 pm, we could have our first meeting. It was only 12:30 pm and I told her I could make it.
Aunt Pamela told me I needed to shower and arrive at her home looking nice. She wouldn't stand for a young man who didn't care about his hygiene or appearance. She warned me to be prompt or she may not let me into her home. She also told me to think about my reason for contacting her. She wanted me to be prepared to tell her why I felt I needed her in my life.
After hanging up the phone, I spent the next hour scrubbing, combing and generally cleaning myself. I even shaved my face, even though I didn't need to. I'd never been especially hairy and only shaved once a week. Even then it wasn't really needed. I put on my best khaki's, a button-up collared shirt, brown leather boat shoes, and a matching belt. I glanced in the mirror on my way out the door and thought I looked good, a little juvenile, but good.
The walk to Aunt Pamela's home went by quickly and I soon found myself standing on her doorstep. Glancing at my phone, I was glad to see I'd arrived 5 minutes early. I tapped on the door timidly and waited. Moments passed before I heard the sound of someone approaching from inside. The door came open and there stood the woman whose image should be displayed by the word 'mother' in the dictionary.
She was a full-figured, substantial woman. She had wide hips, enormous breasts, and thick thighs. Her heavily greying hair was neatly styled in a loose bun. Her face was wrinkled in all the expected places of a woman her age. She had dark blue eyes, a warm smile and perfectly applied, subtle make-up. She stood several inches taller than my 5'4". She wore a below-the-knee, light-blue dress with a white floral print. Her legs were encased in nylons and on her feet, she wore low, white heels. Around her neck was a string of pearls and she wore rings on two fingers, neither of which was a wedding band.
She held out her hand and said, "You must be Leslie." She reached out and offered her hand. I looked up into her eyes and timidly said, "Yes Ma'am." I then reached up and she took my hand without shaking it, she just held it. She briefly squeezed my small hand in hers and I felt her strength and my penis tingled in my pants.
She glanced at the thin watch on her opposite wrist, "You're 3 minutes early. I do appreciate a young man who is prompt." She still held my hand in hers when she led me into her home. Her living room was decorated in the same manner as my grandmother's home had been. There were family photos on the walls, the furniture and decorations were not modern, but a classy, older style. She guided me to the sitting area of the room and took a seat in the middle of her couch. She had me sit close beside her, so close that our legs were touching. She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and boldly asked why I'd called her.
I stuttered and mumbled a response. I wasn't expecting her to get right to the point of our visit. For some reason, I expected us to get to know each other before we got down to business. Aunt Pamela pulled me closer against her and kissed the side of my forehead. She told me I didn't need to be nervous. She told me whatever we discussed would remain between the two of us. She went on to add that no one would ever know what the two of us did in her home. She kissed my forehead again and told me she could be trusted.
For whatever the reason, I believed her wholeheartedly. Her words got me talking and once I started, I couldn't stop. I told Aunt Pamela about my distant relationship with my mother and how I'd longed for us to be much closer. I went into detail about how lonely I was growing up. I told her how I'd always pushed myself to do well in school and how I'd hoped it would make my mother proud, but she never seemed to notice. I explained that I'd never had many friends. She listened to every word I said and asked questions when she didn't fully understand.
After I'd told her I'd never had a girlfriend, Aunt Pamela interrupted and asked if I'd ever had intercourse. I blushed deeply and whispered, "No, Ma'am." She squeezed me against her large, soft body and told me it was nothing to be ashamed of. Without pausing, she then asked how often I masturbated.
I wanted to crawl under a rock! I was so embarrassed! When I tried to tell her I didn't masturbate, she refused to believe it. She had me look her in the eye and asked if I was being honest. She told me she wouldn't stand for a liar. I was so humiliated! But I somehow forced myself to tell her I did it once or twice a day.
Aunt Pamela told me to be clear and use complete sentences. She asked what it was that I did once or twice a day. She held a single finger under my chin and forced me to maintain eye contact while answering her. My voice cracked and my penis became completely stiff while I said, "Aunt Pamela, I masturbate once or twice a day." It was extremely emotional to make that confession and I felt a few tears roll down my cheeks while looking into her maternal eyes.
She told me I was a good boy and that I should always be honest with her. I nodded my head I promised I would. Aunt Pamela held me against her for several moments. We were just sitting together with her arm wrapped around my shoulders. It was the most human contact I'd had in a very long time. The more I snuggled against her, the tighter she held me with her arm. If I had been a cat, I would have been purring.
After several moments, in that calm, understanding voice of hers, she said, "Leslie, Sweetheart, I want you to stand right in front of me on that rug." She motioned toward a round, floral patterned rug in the center of the room. "I want you to hold your hands behind your back, look right into my eyes and tell me why you've come to visit me today."
My legs felt like jelly when I rose off the couch. I took small steps to the center of the room before slowly turning to face Aunt Pamela. Lacing my fingers together behind my back, I fought against my embarrassment to look her in the eye. Biting my lip, I then told her about the quiz I'd taken in my Stats class. I told her I'd never gotten anything lower than an 'A' and the 'B' on that quiz was unacceptable. The longer I spoke, the more difficult it became not to cry. As I neared the end of my wretched tale, I was sobbing uncontrollably.
Aunt Pamela sat on the couch with her hands folded in her lap and her perfect posture listening to my confession. She waited until I regained some control over my emotions before speaking. Without sounding pleased or disappointed, she asked, "Leslie, do you believe you should have done better on the quiz?"
I whimpered the word 'yes' between sobs.
In that same neutral tone, she asked, "You didn't come to here for a hug or for me to tell you everything would be alright, did you?"
I whined, "No!"
She frowned for a split second before asking me to tell her why I'd come to visit her. Just as I began to speak, she cut me off and told me to look her in the eyes. I sobbed and gasped from breaths while raising my chin to look at her. Tears were rolling down my cheeks and my chest heaved with each breath I took. "I, I, I came for a spanking!"
Aunt Pamela let me sob for several moments. She sat there and watched me cry. When I'd regained my emotions to a point, she told me she'd get me a tissue in a moment. But before she did, she wanted to let me know that when she punished a boy, she did it with purpose. It wouldn't be a light, playful spanking. It was going to hurt. I would cry and I may scream. I would have difficulty sitting for a least a day afterward.
I stood before her sobbing and knowing I deserved to be spanked. I struggled to look at her, but a look of disappointment had appeared on her face. The same look I should have gotten from my mother for every grade I'd ever earned below an 'A'.
After giving me another minute to cry, Aunt Pamela spoke again. She explained that she only punished boys in her basement. She went on to say that boys were only allowed in her basement when they were completely naked. And once the basement door closed, there was no turning back. I would receive whatever punishment she felt was appropriate.
My emotions had taken over again and I was all out bawling. While I stood there crying, Aunt Pamela stood up and retrieved a box of tissues from the next room. I hadn't taken a single step for the center of that rug even after she returned. She offered me a tissue and I accepted. While I wiped my tears and blew my nose, she began to unbutton my shirt. I shivered and looked up into her eyes.
In a gentle tone she said, "Leslie, Honey, you know you deserve this. You obviously didn't study very hard. We both know you should've gotten an 'A'. I'm going to give you the spanking you deserve. Do you understand me, young man?"
I nodded my head while Aunt Pamela slid my shirt off of my shoulders. She folded it neatly and laid it on the arm of the couch. She guided me to the couch and after we'd both sat down, she took my legs in her lap and removed my shoes and socks. She folded my socks and slipped them into my shoes.
As I stood back up in front of her, I realized I was about to become naked! She reached out and began to remove my belt. I whimpered softly and my hips squirmed away from her. Aunt Pamela looked up into my eyes with a stern look on her face. She asked what I was doing. I stuttered and tried to tell her no one had ever seen me naked before, except for the doctor. I was worried about her seeing me naked!
She pulled my belt off through the loops of my khaki's. She then unbuttoned my pants and lowered the zipper. While she worked, she told me she'd seen many young men naked before. She asked if I was worried about her seeing how small my penis was. I bit my lip and nodded my head. She looked up into my eyes while informing me that she already knew my penis was teeny-tiny. While she spoke those belittling words, she pulled my underpants away from my petite erection and then lowered them to my ankles with my khaki's. My hands shot down and protected my skinny, little hard-on from her gaze. I shivered with shame while sobbing once again and stepped out of the last of my clothes.
Aunt Pamela folded my pants and underwear and placed them on top of my shirt. Without even trying to get a look at my naked body, she rose up off the couch and took my hand. This left me with only one hand to keep my modesty protected. Tears rolled down my cheeks while she led me to a staircase leading to her basement. I followed her obediently, never once even considering leaving this woman's home. I deserved whatever punishment she felt was appropriate.
As we stepped into the large room that was her basement, Aunt Pamela closed the heavy door behind us. The sound of that door closing sealed my fate. I would be properly punished for the first time in my life. While cupping my little erection in one hand, I looked up at Aunt Pamela and apologized for doing poorly on my quiz.
Her face was still masked with disappointment. "I'm sure you are sorry, Leslie. But saying you're sorry doesn't forgive you for your unacceptable grade." She reached out and cupped my chin in her free hand. "Angel, I'm going to give you the spanking you deserve. This afternoon you'll get a punishment to make up for all the times your mother should have taken you over her knee. It will be a spanking you won't forget for a very long time."
Tears rolled down my cheeks and my chest heaved while I struggled to breathe between sobs. Hearing her mention my mother while I stood naked beside her was unnerving. I could no longer look at her and shifted my attention to the room I'd been brought to.
The basement was windowless but brightly lit. The walls were painted a very soft blue and the ceiling was left painted white. The floor was covered with white carpeting except for a large round area in the very center of the room which was covered with an equally white linoleum. In the center of that circle of linoleum sat a scary looking piece of furniture that Aunt Pamela explained was her spanking bench. A large, comfortable looking chair with a light blue floral print sat just outside of the linoleum. The only other thing in the room was a large wooden cabinet mounted on one wall.
Aunt Pamela sat on the chair and told me to cross the room and open the cabinet. Using both hands to hide my little penis, I took small steps until I stood in front of the cabinet. I glanced back at Aunt Pamela before opening the doors. I began bawling once again when I learned what the cabinet contained. Hanging neatly on the insides of both doors and all along the back of the cabinet were instruments of punishment.
There were paddles, crops, canes, floggers, and straps. All of them in a variety of sizes and designs. I'd fantasized about being punished with all of them. But as I stood there looking at them in real life, the reality of what was about to occur settled in on me. While my teary eyes took in the contents of that cabinet, my hands fell away from my erection. When I turned to face Aunt Pamela, I didn't cover myself. I was going to be punished, that was the only thought on my mind.
While I stood there looking at all the terrifying contents of the cabinet, I never thought about running from the room. Aunt Pamela had warned me that once I entered the room, there was no turning back. Aunt Pamela was so easy to talk to. She insisted upon honestly and I knew, no matter how embarrassing it may be, I would never lie to her. I needed her in my life and I deserved the punishment I was about to receive. I no longer cared if she saw my nudity. In all honesty, I hoped she'd take pity on me after learning how underendowed I was.
Her eyes wandered up and down over my naked body several times. She learned how little body hair I had. She saw my pale, pasty skin and my tiny, pink penis. After studying my skinny, nearly hairless body for several moments before she finally spoke. She told me to choose a leather strap to be punished with. She explained that a strap would be the appropriate tool for the poor grade I'd earned on my quiz.
My eyes were blurry with tears when I turned back to the cabinet. There were four, black leather straps hanging on the inside of one door. They were arranged in order of length. I figured the longest, widest strap would be the most painful. But the thin, split short strap also looked dangerous. Without thinking too much more about it, I reached up and took one of the middle two. It was as long as my forearm and about as wide as four of my fingers. It was split in half, almost to the handle. I carried the strap across the room and handed it to Aunt Pamela.
She held it on her lap and told me I'd chosen well. She said it was the perfect strap to teach me the lesson I needed. Rising up, she took me to the strange bench. The bench had a padded area for my upper body to rest on. There were padded armrests which sat lower and on either side of the area for my body. In the back, there were rests for my knees and skins. The leg rests could be spread apart and were already positioned so my knees would be several inches apart. When in position, I'd be in a position on my elbows and knees. There were Velcro straps in various locations on the bench to ensure I couldn't avoid my punishment.
Aunt Pamela looped her arm around my naked hips while we stood side-by-side looking at that bench. Between sobs, I asked, "Do you really need to tie me down? I'll hold still. I promise."
She pulled me against her large, soft body and reminded me that my punishment was going to hurt. And in her experience, naughty boys could never hold still during a proper thrashing. She went on to tell me being restrained was the last thing I should be worrying about.
With tears rolling down my cheeks, I followed Aunt Pamela's instructions. I knelt on the bench and she secured my legs in place with a strap just above my ankle and another just below my knee. Bending forward, she secured the straps above my wrists and below my elbows. Lastly, she wrapped the straps around my thighs, lower back and just below my armpits. None of the straps were uncomfortably tight. But I was fully aware that I would not be able to avoid that terrifying strap.
When I was adequately secured onto her punishment bench, she knelt down near my face. I was unable to avoid glancing down her dress at her cavernous cleavage. It was the first opportunity I had to do so, and she caught me peeking. As I glanced away and blushed deeply, Aunt Pamela undid the topmost button on her dress exposing even more of her heavenly cleavage. She laid a finger under my chin and guided my eyes back to her chest. With my innocent eyes fixed on the magical place between her gigantic breasts, she slowly undid the next button which allowed me to see the sturdy, utilitarian bra she chose to support her ample chest. My little penis became completely erect and I was transfixed on Aunt Pamela's magnificent chest.
With a warm smile, she stroked my hair and asked what percentage I got on my quiz. Her question brought me back to reality and I bit my lip while fighting back tears. I told her I'd gotten an 84%. She then asked what percentage I should have gotten. I told her no less than 98%. She smiled and told me she wasn't very good at math, but she believed that was a 14% difference. She kissed my forehead and told me I'd be getting 14 strokes from her strap, one for each percent. My sobs turned back into all-out-bawling once again, and she hadn't even struck me yet.



Aunt Pamela rose up and walked behind me. I fought hard to regain control of my emotions, but it was too much. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't stop crying. She stood behind me and off to one side. I felt her rest the leather strap against my bare bottom. She rubbed it across my naked cheeks and told me I needed to count the strokes for her. She was afraid she'd lose count and give me more than I deserved.
She asked if I was ready and I softly whimpered that I was. She pulled the strap away from my cheeks and time seemed to stop. The room was completely silent while I waited for my punishment. The first sound I heard was Aunt Pamela inhaling and then grunting. That was followed by a swishing sound as the strap passed through the air. It seemed to take a very long time before it made contact with my bare cheeks. But when it did, it felt like the skin of my behind exploded from the inside out. I screamed and tears began pouring from my eyes. While I wailed, drool begin to drip from my lips.
I fought against the straps holding me in place. I deserved to be punished, but the pain of that single blow was far more painful than the grade I'd gotten on my quiz merited. I screamed out and begged Aunt Pamela to release me from the bench.
Aunt Pamela calmly reminded me to count. I somehow managed to scream out the word, 'One!' As soon as the word left my lips, she inhaled, grunted and the strap whistled through the air and struck me again. I screamed out the word 'Two!'. The third and forth swings came in quick succession and I didn't have time to count them. But I did manage to scream out 'Five!' when that one came. My butt cheeks felt like they were on fire! With each crack of the leather against my bare behind, it felt like the skin was being split apart. It was far more painful than I ever could have imagined.
After the seventh swing, Aunt Pamela came around near my face. I was crying uncontrollably and still struggled against the straps holding me in place. But no matter how hysterical I'd become, I couldn't miss the fact that Aunt Pamela's glorious cleavage was left exposed for me to admire. The cups of her massive white bra still hid the majority of her breasts from my hungry eyes, but it was the closest I'd ever come to seeing breasts.
Aunt Pamela stroked my hair and kissed my cheek. She told me I was halfway done. She kissed me again and asked if I wanted the remaining seven strokes quickly or spaced apart from one another. I begged her to have mercy and let me go with only the seven strokes. But she knelt beside me patiently, letting the tip of her finger trace the edge of her bra and waited for me to answer her question. I whimpered between sobs that I wanted it to end quickly. She kissed my cheek again and told me I was a very brave boy for taking my punishment so well.
She moved back behind me and didn't ask if I was ready or give me any warning at all. The seven strokes of that strap came quickly and with full force. I screamed and clawed at the bench. I'd never cried so hard before. The pain of that punishment was indescribable. I never imagined anything could hurt that badly. I felt the burning, searing pain in the very core of my body.
After the fourteenth stroke had been applied, Aunt Pamela crossed the room and returned the strap to its place in the cabinet. She turned to face me and I watched while she straightened up her dress and closed the buttons she'd undone. She shut the cabinet doors before returning to my side. Her fingertips brushed over my back before she began unstrapping me from the bench. She told me the punishment was over. She told me I'd been very brave and because of that, she felt I deserved a reward. She asked if I wanted a reward.
While still bawling, I managed to ask her what type of reward. She intentionally avoided touching my extremely tender bottom while her fingertips drifted between my legs and touched my little pouch of balls. She then dragged her fingertip along the underside of my wilted penis. In a gentle voice, she told me she knew how brave boys liked to be rewarded for good behavior.
Feeling her touch on my most private places helped to distract me from the punishment I'd received and stop my crying. I managed to calm down relatively quickly. With her finger sliding up and down along my small penis, I whispered that I'd like to be rewarded very much. She removed her touch and continued to unstrap me. She told me the basement was only for punishments. She'd never reward a boy until we'd left that room. Once I was unstrapped, she helped me to my feet. She had to hold onto me or I would've fallen. My legs felt like jelly after the brutal strapping I'd received. My butt felt like it was on fire. Raising my leg to climb the stairs was almost unbearable and Aunt Pamela basically carried me to the main floor of her home.
Our first stop was the bathroom where she warmed a cloth under the sink and washed my face. I stood there passively while she wiped away the mess. Yes, she had just finished beating me. But the act of her washing my face was so tender and kind, I separated what had occurred in her basement to the woman I was with now.
When she finished, I moved to look at my behind. But she stopped me from doing so. Instead, she guided me to a small room off of the living room. The little room was decorated with a soft, pastel yellow color. The room was equipped with a table and chair with a small chest in the corner. On one wall hung a large television screen. And after Aunt Pamela had helped me climb up on the table on my hands and knees, she turned on the camera hung on the opposite wall behind me. Right there in front of me, in full color on the giant screen was my bright red, angry looking bottom. I clearly saw the edges of where the outer most straps had landed. My cheeks were already bruising in parts and I knew I'd learned my lesson. I'd study much harder for my next quiz.
Aunt Pamela pulled the chair up behind me but was outside of the camera's view. In a soft voice, she told me before I received my reward, she needed to tend to my bottom. She opened a drawer of the chest and pulled out a glass jar with a metal lid. I watched on the large televisions while she set the jar between my knees and removed the lid. Aunt Pamela told me she was going to apply a bit of ointment to my bottom. She said it would dull the pain and speed-up the healing process.
She scooped out a large glob of the clear, oily substance on her first two fingers. She raised those fingers toward my abused bottom and just before she made contact, I flinched. Aunt Pamela reminded me that my punishment was over. All that would happen from that point forward would make me feel good.
I bit my lip and watched as she gently spread the ointment over the outer edges of the red and bruising areas of my cheeks. She then worked in concentric circles closer to the most painful parts. I flinched and squirmed while she gently applied the oily substance. It soon became apparent that it was helping with the tenderness and pain. When she asked me to arch my back, her greasy fingers slid between my cheeks and grazed over my tingling little knot of a hole. I squeaked in a high pitch and arched my back even more.
Aunt Pamela spoke in a soft voice, she asked if I'd ever been touched there before. She already knew I hadn't, but I told her so anyway. She asked if I liked being touched there. I didn't need to answer that question, my hips pushed back against her finger and a soft moan escaped my lips. Her finger didn't penetrate me, she simply slid her oily fingertip over the tight knot of muscle. It was a delicious feeling that made me squirm on the table top.
All too soon, she removed her hands from my body and wiped them on a cloth. My still, bright red bottom was now glistening with the ointment she'd applied. Thankfully, the tenderness and pain had faded a bit. I was now prepared for the reward she'd promised.
From the chest, she retrieved a small, clear crystal bowl. She placed the bowl directly under my little penis. Reached underneath my stomach, she began to caress my stiffening penis. I squeaked and told her that no one had ever touched me like that before either. When I turned my head to look at her, she told me to keep my eyes on the screen in front of me. Biting my lip, I returned my gaze to the large screen television.
Looking at my bruising cheeks on the television wouldn't allow me to completely focus on the pleasure of her gentle touch. The dull pain and memory of the spanking I'd received were displayed larger than life right in front of me! Even with my tortured bottom on display in front of me, it didn't take long for my penis to become completely erect. And when it did, Aunt Pamela pointed it straight down toward the crystal dish.
In a soft voice she said, "Leslie Sweetie, I think you have the cutest little penis I've ever seen! It's absolutely tiny!" Before I could react to her words, she began stroking my inexperienced penis up and down. I felt dizzy and a tingling feeling began to radiate from my stomach. She continued, "I've always loved playing with little ones. Have you ever measured this little guy?"
My back arched and I moaned that I had. She asked how little it was, but before I could respond, she pulled out a small, pink plastic, 6-inch long ruler from the chest of drawers. While aiming my erect penis straight down, she placed the ruler right beside it.
We both looked at the giant screen in front of us and she moaned, "Three inches! You are just precious!" She reached back into the chest of drawers and pulled out a laminated chart. She laid it on the table, directly under my head. It was designed like a bar chart with each of the bars being a penis. On the far right, the images were thick and noted as measuring +12-inches. The penis' shrunk in size and changed from realistic images to cartoon-ish representations as I followed the chart to the left. The smallest, cartoon drawing of a penis on the chart was noted as measuring 3 and a half inches. My little, 3-inch penis wasn't even on the chart!
I whined, "Aunt Pamela!" And then looked back up to the television and watched my little penis drool a large clear drop of my excitement into the crystal bowl. My back arched deeply and when it did, my bright red cheeks spread apart. The pale white crease between them looked so out of place, not to mention my little, pink, balloon-knot of a hole.
Aunt Pamela spoke in a matter-of-fact sort of way, "Leslie Sweetie, you must know that you'll never be able to satisfy a girl with this tiny little thing. It's simply too small and too skinny. There isn't a girl alive that would able to feel this inside her. Angel, you're so lucky that we met. I may be the only woman alive that can appreciate such a tiny, little penis."
I knew every word she spoke was the truth. I moaned and goosebumps popped up all over my naked body. "My Sweet Leslie, it's okay. You've earned your reward. Squirt for me. Let it go. Let this little peepee squirt out all of its cream for your Aunt Pamela."
My back arched and a rather high-pitched moan slipped out from inside my body. I watched on the giant screen directly in front of me as my little penis shot out a long stream of pure white cream. It covered the bottom of the crystal dish and another long stream erupted from inside me and further filled the dish. Aunt Pamela stroked me up and down until the last drop of my cream had fallen into the dish.
After giving me only a few moments to recover, she moved the dish on top of the chart directly below my face. She'd placed the bowl over the smallest penis' on the chart, leaving the giant images of cocks out for me to see. The pool of my cum resembled heavy cream and had an erotic scent. I bit my lip and briefly considered taking a lick of it. But that thought passed quickly when Aunt Pamela positioned a matching crystal pitcher under my penis. I watched on the giant screen as she aimed my little erection directly into the pitcher and told me I needed to flush out my penis after every orgasm. If I didn't, I would be in danger of getting a bladder infection. She kissed my naked hip and said, "Go pee for me. Let it go for your Aunt Pamela. It's okay Sweetheart, let it happen."
I couldn't take my eyes off of the screen in front of me. Aunt Pamela's finger and thumb kept my skinny, little penis aimed right into the fancy, crystal pitcher. I fought against the humiliation of the act that was about to occur. It would happen, there was no denying that. I would pee in the pitcher while this mature woman I'd just met, aimed my penis for me. I only needed to accept the shame of the act.
After swallowing hard and fighting back tears, I whimpered, "I love you, Aunt Pamela!" As those words left my mouth, I released my bladder and the sound of my stream striking the pitcher filled the room. The sound quickly changed as the pitcher began to fill, it became that of my stream striking a pool of liquid. I watched the event occur on the television in front of me. I couldn't believe it was really happening. My back was still arched deeply enough to allow my cheeks to part and expose my little wrinkled hole. My penis was being held by Aunt Pamela's finger and thumb and aimed straight down into a crystal pitcher. And from my skinny little erection, a stream of light yellow urine was spraying downward. The level of my pee was rising slowly, it would wind up accumulating an inch or two in the bottom of the pitcher.
Aunt Pamela kept my penis aimed directly into the pitcher and whispered, "I love you too, my sweet Leslie."
My entire body burned with shame while I urinated into the pitcher. I'd never had anyone watch me go to the bathroom like that. And I sure hadn't ever had anyone hold my penis for me! It was by far the most embarrassed I'd ever been. But the act was also strangely arousing. My penis tingled and swelled throughout the event. When I'd finished and after Aunt Pamela tapped off the last few drips from my penis, she kissed my hip again and told me I was a good boy.
She reached up and tilted the bowl of my cum to one side, making all of it ooze to one side. In a soft, kind voice, she asked, "Sweetheart, does your little wee-wee always squirt out this much cream? Or did you do this to impress me? Because there is nothing more precious than a teeny-tiny penis that squirts out big, adult-sized cumshots."
I moaned softly while still straddling the pitcher between my thighs, looking down at the small bowl containing my cum. I spoke in a soft voice while unnecessarily explaining if I don't touch myself for a day or two, it squirts out in big globs. But if I play with myself a lot, it only comes out in a few drips. But I played with myself last night and this morning. It should have only been a few drips. I couldn't understand why I'd squirted out so much.
She sounded pleased with my answer and while telling me she couldn't wait for my next visit, she reached up and tapped the pad of her index finger against the quivering, wrinkled hole between my cheeks. After I squeaked and my hips jumped up against her finger, she told me if I was a good boy until my next visit, she would introduce me to some of the special toys she keeps for well-behaved boys that enjoy having their bottoms played with. While not penetrating my little hole with her finger, she did rub around the ring of tight muscles with her fingertip. She asked if I was interested in exploring her collection of toys for my behind.
"Yes please!" squeaked out of my mouth. My penis was perfectly stiff and the squishy pink head was pressed against the crystal of the pitcher.
In a kind, understand tone she said, "We will, during your next visit, I promise Sweetheart."
Aunt Pamela helped me down from the table and had me carry the bowl of my cream while she carried the pitcher of my pee. She led me back to the bathroom and I stood nearby while she cleaned both of the dishes with soap and water. After drying them off, we walked back to the yellow room where she put them away in the chest. From there, she guided me back to the living room and took a seat on the couch. Before allowing me to get dressed, she had me turn my back to her so she could examine the damage done to my bottom.
She had me stand beside her knees, facing away from her. I bent forward while Aunt Pamela laid her hands on my hips. She told me I was going to be tender for a day or two. I could feel her warm breath on my bare cheeks and my little penis responded accordingly. It was pointing toward the ceiling by the time she'd turned me around.
I stood right in front of her completely naked with a very stiff penis while she retrieved a fancy looking pen and black, leather-bound book from an end table. She flipped through the pages of the book until she found the first blank page. She wrote down my full name, address, phone number, email address and the blocks of time I would be busy in class. Flipping through the pages to the back of the same book, she found her schedule for the following week and told me she had an opening the following Tuesday at 1:30 pm.
My pink penis throbbed at the thought of spending more time with Aunt Pamela and her eyes zeroed in on it as it jumped. I bit my lower lip and shuffled from one foot to the other. I was still rather embarrassed to have this mature woman see my naked body. It didn't matter that she'd stripped me naked and spanked me. Nor did it matter that she stroked my delicate penis until it squirted and even held it while I peed. I wasn't used to having anyone look at me the way she looked at me.
In a soft voice I told her that when I'd read her advertisement on the school's bulletin board, I got the impression I'd need to pay her. Aunt Pamela smiled while reaching up and tickling the underside of my dainty penis. She told me she enjoyed the company of special young boys such as myself. She explained that she loved to play with little penis' and punish tight little bottoms. I didn't need to worry about paying her with money. I would pay her by always being prompt, honest and never missing a scheduled meeting.
She told me that she expected us to begin meeting weekly. And each week we'd sit at her computer so I could log into my account at the University. She and I would review my grades from the previous week. Aunt Pamela told me I'd be punished for any grade less than 98%. It didn't matter what class or if it was a quiz, test, midterm or final. All of my grades would need to be 98% or better.
Aunt Pamela said she knew I longed for a maternal figure in my life that would appreciate my hard work at school. She knew deep down inside I needed to be punished if I didn't do my best. And more than anything else, she knew I needed to be properly rewarded for achieving the 98% goal she'd set for me. She told me that she would reward me in a way my mother never would. She would take my precious little penis between her fingers and make me squeal and squirt like no one else could. She would introduce me to dildo's, vibrators and plugs for my cute little bottom.
I stood before her with my hands laced behind my back. My little penis was very stiff and drips of my arousal were oozing from the squishy pink head. Those juices allowed Aunt Pamela's finger to slide up and down along the underside of its petite length with ease.
She didn't look up at me. Instead, she kept her attention focused on my throbbing penis. "Leslie Honey, will this tiny excuse for a penis ever be able to satisfy a girl?"
I bit my lower lip while my penis throbbed and a large drop of my juice further lubricated her fingertip. I whispered, "No."
She grinned, "Sweetheart, can you think of anyone who could ever appreciate such a teensy-weensy penis?"
My breathing was coming in gasps as I neared another orgasm. In a higher than normal pitch, I squeaked, "Just you Aunt Pamela! Only you!"



She looked up to see the desperation on my face. I was on the verge of orgasm when she removed her fingertip from my penis. She asked me to make her a promise. Aunt Pamela told me from that moment forward, whenever I masturbated, she wanted me to be naked. And while I played with myself, I was tasked to chant a sentence over and over until I came. "Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
At the same moment I was about to make that promise, she instructed me to practice. She wanted me to masturbate while she watched. I squirmed where I stood and blushed to my very core. Aunt Pamela had done things to me no one else ever had. I had told her things I never thought I'd share with anyone. As I reached around to take hold of my little penis, I felt like crying and giggling at the same time.
At that point in time, I'd never even kissed a girl! The idea of playing with myself while Aunt Pamela watched was incredibly shameful. I'd confess that I touched myself shortly after we'd met. But talking about it and doing it were completely separate things.
Aunt Pamela leaned back on the couch and watched as I wrapped my first finger and thumb around my delicate penis. I was unable to look at her. I was so embarrassed. After I'd rubbed myself up and down a few times, she told me to start chanting. My voice cracked with the first word I spoke. But I forced myself to continue.
While stroking my penis in front of someone for the very first time, I whispered, "Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
She told me to say it louder. I repeated the sentence in a normal speaking volume. She told me to say it again, to chant it over and over. I stood there masturbating in front of her and every time I said the sentence, I raised my voice. I eventually found the strength to look at her. She was leaning back against the couch with her legs crossed gracefully and her hands folded on her knee. She had a playful grin on her face and looked very satisfied.
"Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis!"
As I approached my orgasm, I felt like I was shouting out the pledge. I moved my free hand beneath the pink head of my penis. I couldn't imagine letting myself squirt onto her floor. I cupped my hand and prepared to catch my cream.
"Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis!!"
When my little balls pulled up inside my body and the familiar wave of tingles shot up my spine, I screamed, "I love you, Aunt Pamela!"
My toes curled and my knees turned to jelly. Muscles throughout my body began to twitch and spasm. My eyes rolled up and I stopped breathing until my little penis had dribbled out its first glob of my juice. I kept stroking my penis as it continued to drip out more cream, adding to the small pool in my palm.
When the massive wave of emotions and pleasure had passed with my orgasm, while the humiliation settled in of all that had occurred that day, I forced myself to say it one more time. "Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
She smiled while her eyes drifted over my naked body. "Yes I am, Sweetheart. How could anyone else ever love you with such a tiny, insignificant penis?"
Tears formed in my eyes and a knot of humiliation grew in my chest while she rose up off the couch and approached me. She gently took hold of my hand with its small pool of cum. While looking right into my eyes, she raised it to her lips and quickly slurped up my cum. She released my hand and moved closer to me. She took my head in her hands and tilted it to the side. I watched as her lips moved closer and closer to my own. When they finally met, her tongue snaked out of her mouth and between my lips. She slowly transferred my cum into my mouth and I swallowed it almost immediately.
Aunt Pamela continued to kiss me after I'd swallowed my cum. It was the first time I'd ever been kissed. With the taste of cum still on my tongue, I looped my skinny arms up around her neck while my feeling for her increased exponentially. Her hands slid down my naked body until they circled my narrow waist. The kiss eventually ended and left me gasping. I giggled while looking up at her.
She asked me how my first kiss was. And I squirmed and slithered around in her embrace while trying to tell her how wonderful it had been. She kissed me gently on the lips to put an end to my babbling. She then told me as long as I kept visiting her, I'd get many more kisses just like that one.
Aunt Pamela kissed me once more before releasing me from her arms. She informed me that it was time for me to leave. Another of her special boys was due to arrive soon and she knew how awkward it was for her boys to meet each other.
I hopped around gingerly when she pulled my underpants over my tender bottom. When my khakis were pulled into place, I whimpered and squirmed as they pushed my underpants against my poor bottom. She pulled on my shirt and buttoned it up. We both knew my bottom was very tender and I would struggle to sit on it for some time. So instead of having me sit on the couch to put my shoes and socks on, she knelt on the floor and I braced myself against her while she put them on my feet.
She took my hand and guided me to the front door. She reminded me of my promise and of my next appointment time while opening the door. I bit my lip and told her I couldn't wait until I could see her again. She wrapped her arms around my waist and mine looped around her neck. She hugged me in a warm embrace for a few seconds before gently kissing me on the lips. She then sent me on my way with a very gentle pat on my bottom.
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Nearly a year had gone by since my Mother passed away. Her passing had occurred suddenly and I was not at all prepared. In those 12 months, I'd buried the most important woman in my life, cleaned out everything I'd wanted to keep from my childhood home, oversaw the estate sale and eventually closed on the sale of that house. It was an extremely traumatizing time. I was a complete emotional wreck. And I had no one to console me when I'd needed it the most.
Even after all that time, I still found myself desperately missing her company. One night while I lay in bed, I picked up my phone and with tears in my eyes, texted the words, "I love you Mother" to what had once been her cell number. I wept into my pillow while my heart ached. But I was brought out of my misery by the arrival of a new text message. I dried my eyes and picked up my phone. What I saw shocked me beyond anything I could explain. It was a response from my Mother!
Opening the text, I read the words I'd longed to hear since her passing, "I love you too, Sweetheart". I re-read the words over and over. It was like all my prayers had been answered. I'd found a way to communicate with the woman I loved more than anyone else. But as I sat there in my bed, in the dark, the reality of the situation set in. I knew it wasn't my Mother texting me, she was gone and not coming back. But the question remained, who had sent me the message? More importantly than that, why would this person answer my text like that? They were pretending to by my Mother. And at that moment, I really didn't care who it was, I wanted to keep pretending.
I replied to the last text, "I've missed you so much"
The text came almost immediately, "I've missed you too Baby. But where have I gone?"
Tears welled up in my eyes as I typed, "You died"
Several seconds passed while I sat there holding my phone and crying. Very suddenly, my phone began to vibrate announcing an incoming call from 'Mother'. I let it ring three times before I answered it. The person on the other end of the call was female, but definitely not my Mother. The voice was that of a mature woman with a maternal, caring tone to it.
I was still sobbing when she began speaking. She apologized for pretending to be my Mother and hoped she hadn't hurt my feelings. She asked my name and I told it was Kiley. She then told me her name was Bernice. She explained that she understood how badly it hurt to lose someone you loved. I eventually calmed down and told her how and when my Mother had died. Bernice expressed her sorrow for my loss and consoled me over the phone.
We wound up talking until the early hours of the next morning. She learned I had always been a 'Mother's Boy' and she thought that was very special. I'd never met my father, he'd left shortly after I was born. I told her that I'd only had a few girlfriends throughout my life but none of them were very serious. And none of them were important enough for me to give my virginity too. I told her how I'd dropped out of college when my Mother passed away and still wasn't ready to go back.
She shared with me that her husband had left her for a woman half her age. She told me her two sons were grown and lived on the opposite side of the country. She hadn't seen them since the previous Thanksgiving and wouldn't see them again until the holiday season after next. She was just as alone as I was.
During a lull in our conversation, Bernice gave me permission to text or call her anytime. And as the call drew to an end, I bit my lip and said, "Goodnight Mother." I took a chance referring to her as 'mother' but I really enjoyed using that word again. She replied with, "Goodnight Sweetheart. Have pleasant dreams." I drifted off to sleep that night happier then I'd been in an awfully long time.
We sent texts to each other throughout the next day. And that night, she called me again, we talked into the early hours of the next morning. This continued for a few weeks and I began to feel like my old self again, how I used to feel before I lost my Mother.
During one of our late-night talks, Bernice asked me to send her a pic of myself. I didn't hesitate at all. With her holding on the line, I sat up in my bed, snapped several quick selfies and texted her the best one. I then held on while she looked at my picture.
The words she spoke made me blush. "My goodness, you are a very cute young man." She went on to say that girls my age should be lining up to date me. She sounded just like my real Mother. I giggled into the phone and explained that girls my age were more interested in taller, stronger guys. This led her to ask how tall I was. I told her I was 5'3" and weighed about 110lbs., the same size as my father had been, or so I had been told. Before she could ask, I told her my Mother was a little taller, 5'7".
She told me she was even taller than my mother had been and liked the fact that I was so small. She imaged that smaller, gentle boys needed a Mother longer into adulthood that tall, strong boys. Her sons had both stood in excess of 6 foot. And both of them were completely independent and she rarely heard from them. I heard her voice crack while telling me that, so I quickly told her I was lucky that I'd met her. I told her I was sure we'd continue talking/texting into the distant future.
When I asked her to take a selfie and send it to me, she quickly denied my request. She explained that she was in bed and wearing a nightgown that wouldn't be appropriate to show to such an innocent young boy. I immediately imagined her in a lace-trimmed nightgown which would reveal a cavernous cleavage. And that image in my head caused my penis to swell. She promised to send me a picture when she dressed more suitably.
It took a few days, but the next Saturday she did finally send me a picture she'd taken of herself in a mirror. It showed her from the knees up. She was wearing a tasteful gray skirt and white blouse. She wore a pearl bracelet, necklace, and earrings. Her appearance exceeded any of my expectations. She was beautiful. Her make-up was applied tastefully by a hand with decades of experience. In some ways, she resembled my Mother. She wasn't a petite woman at all. She was very busty with wide hips and thick thighs. Her once black hair was gracefully graying and hung loosely to her shoulders. She was what I thought a Mother should look like.
As I stood there with my phone in my hand, looking at the image she'd sent, my penis swelled once again. I didn't respond right away. I recalled all of our conversations and thought about some of the private things I'd shared with her. Some of which were so private I would have never told my real Mother about them. But she wasn't my real Mother. And I had the desire to tell her even more about my private thoughts and the things I did with myself when I was alone.
She sent a text containing one word, "Well?"
I replied with the words, "You are beautiful." Followed by a blushy-face emoji. That was the first emoji either of us had ever sent. She told me she didn't think she was beautiful and asked what was with the blushy face.
I typed out my reply and before sending it, I swallowed hard and hoped for the best. My reply said, "A certain part of my body has reacted in a way that proves you are beautiful."
It felt like hours before she responded, but it was probably less than a minute. "Did my picture make your little wee-wee stiff?"
My penis throbbed hard and I couldn't resist reaching down and giving it a few squeezes. I typed a single word, "Yes". And after pressing send, I reached back down and squeezed myself some more.
Her response nearly made me squirt. "Prove it"
I didn't respond. I wasn't sure how to respond. And after a few minutes, she called me. I picked it up on the first ring and we both began apologizing to each other. We were both worried about ruining the relationship we'd built. But as we spoke to each other, I continued to squeeze my erection through my pants. After we'd both agreed that we were okay with the conversation we'd just had, I told her I'd never taken a naked picture of myself before. But if I was going to do something like that, she would be the one to get that picture.
Her voice sounded raspy when she responded. She told me she understood. Continuing, she said that when I was ready, she would love to get a picture like that.
I was shocked when I next whispered into the phone, "I'm really horny Mother."
Her voice sounded deeper than usual. I could hear her breathing when she said, "I know baby. Are you touching yourself?"
I whispered, "Yes"
"Sweetheart, I want you to do something for me. I want you to put your phone on speaker and set it down."
I moaned, "Okay." And did as I'd been told.
In that same deep voice, she said, "Sweetheart, take off all your clothes for me. Get naked for Mother."
I gasped and uttered, "Okay Mother." I rose up off my couch and began undressing. I gave her a blow by blow of what I was doing and what article of clothing I was removing. When I stood near my phone naked, I whispered, "I'm naked."
For the next 4 minutes, she listened to me play with myself. She asked me very pointed questions about what I was doing and I explained it as best I could. When she inquired about my penis, I was honest. I told her it was small, about as big around as my thumb and as long as my pinky finger. I told her the hair around it was light blonde, just like the hair on my head. But my pubic hair was thin and wispy and I kept it well groomed.
All too soon, my excitement overtook my body and I squealed in a rather high pitch when my juices squirted out onto my stomach. I lay there trying to catch my breath and deal with the oncoming post-orgasm blues. That is when I heard her soft, loving voice again, "I should have been the one rubbing your little penis. My sweet boy should never touch himself, you should never do that all alone. I need to hold your naked body on my lap and tickle your little wee-wee until you squirt for me. And right now, this is when you need me the most. After you've squirted and made your mess, I should be holding you in my arms while you kiss and suckle my nipple."
I moaned softly, "Yes, I want that too."
She whispered into the phone, "Someday soon, Sweetheart. Someday very soon you'll find yourself naked and sitting on my lap. And I can't wait for that day to arrive."
We continued to talk and text with each other on a daily basis over the next several weeks. I wanted to suggest we meet in person dozens of times, but I could never work up the courage to ask her. Finally one Thursday evening, Bernice suggested she pick me up and take me out for a nice meal the following evening. A shiver shot up my spine when she asked and I immediately accepted her invitation.
Bernice lived in a suburb a little more than an hour away from my apartment. It would be a long drive, but she said I could expect her to arrive at 6:30. When I asked how I should dress, she told me to wear something nice. I immediately knew the clothes I'd wear for her. I'd wear my black dress pants that made my butt look really good, a short-sleeved, white dress shirt, black leather belt, and black dress shoes. Every time I put those clothes on, it made me look even more juvenile than usual. It was the outfit my real Mother had always thought I looked best in.
I spent the hours before Bernice was due to arrive getting ready. I took a bath and scrubbed myself thoroughly. While perched on the side of the tub, I trimmed my pubic hair especially short and shaved around the edges. When I was finished, all that remained was a neat little triangle of light blonde pubic hair. After drying off, I rubbed myself down with lotion, spritzed myself with a soapy smelling cologne, it is actually perfume, but I like to think of it as cologne. It smells clean and fresh, I don't think it's especially feminine.
After combing my hair, brushing my teeth and attending to my finger and toenails, I moved into my bedroom. I slipped on a brand-new pair of underpants and then wiggled into my dress pants. Slipping on my shirt, I buttoned it up and left it untucked. Wrapping the belt around my narrow waist, I buckled it and slid the excess under the belt loops. Socks and shoes were last. When I was finished, I admired myself in my mirror and thought I looked really good. Younger than my 20 years, but still good.
The knock on my apartment door made me shiver. I was about to meet the woman I'd been talking to for so long. I approached my door, rose up on my tiptoes and looked through the peephole. I saw Bernice standing there looking as beautiful as ever. I quickly unlocked the door and opened it wide.
The first thing I noticed about Bernice was her height. She was tall, taller than my Mother, even taller than many men I knew. She stood a few inches over six feet. That left me looking up into her eyes from a foot below. Already feeling younger than my years due to the clothes I wore, standing before Bernice, I felt absolutely tiny.
She was wearing a pretty black dress with white flowers. It was short sleeved with a modest neckline. But her big boobs were impossible to hide. They thrust out the front of her dress like mountains. Her hourglass figure was exaggerated due to her size. Her hips swelled out and her thick thighs slowly tapered to her knees. She wore flats, there was no need for heels. And over her shoulder, she carried a big black purse.
Her graying hair was pulled back into a loose bun which left her gorgeous face unhidden. She had plump cheeks, beautiful blue eyes and her smile showed off her pearly white teeth. The makeup she wore was minimal and perfectly applied. I stood there in awe of this woman and was unprepared when she stepped into my apartment, set her purse on the floor, leaned down and gave me the hug I'd needed for so long. She held my body in her arms while mine looped up around her neck. I almost cried. It had been a very long time since I'd been held.
When our bodies separated, she knelt down on one knee and told me she was so happy to finally meet me in person. I wanted to tell her I was also happy to meet her. But she didn't let me respond, she told me we were running a little late and had to get on our way to the restaurant to make our reservation. She paused to look me up and down. She told me I looked very cute but one thing needed to be fixed.
She reached out, undid my belt and opened my pants. I wasn't at all prepared for that. Yes, I'd spent hours talking and texting with her on the phone, but we'd just met seconds before and she was taking liberties with my pants! For some odd reason, I held my arms up out of the way. While looking me in the eye, she tucked my shirt into my pants. Her big, soft, warm hand passed over my underpants-covered butt and quickly hardening penis. I was in heaven! All too soon, my shirt was tucked in tight and she was closing my pants and buckling my belt. Looking me over once again, she said, "Yes, now you look like a smart, young man."
She smiled and rose to her feet. I don't know why, but I reached up. Bernice smiled down at me and took my hand in hers. On the table just inside my front door, I picked up my phone, wallet, and keys. As I moved to put them in my pocket, Bernice stopped me and said, "Here, let Mother hold those for you. I would hate for you to lose them."
I looked up and my body tingled in an odd way when I set my things in her hand. She opened her purse, dropped my keys inside. Looking down at me she said, "You won't need your wallet or phone tonight." And she set them back on the table beside my door. Reaching down, she took my hand again and we stepped into the hall and closed my door behind us.
We told each other how excited we both were to finally meet while walking out of my building. On the way, we passed my new neighbor, Mrs. Sims. It must've been the way we were holding hands and the difference in our ages that made Mrs. Sims assume Bernice was my Mother. She smiled and told Bernice that she had a very well-behaved son and that she should be proud of me. Bernice smiled and thanked Mrs. Sims, she went on to tell her that I've always been a good boy and she was lucky to be my Mother. Listening to Bernice pretend to be my Mother was strangely exciting. I stood there shifting my weight from one foot to the other while my penis became stiff under my dress pants. The two women continued to chat while I stood there holding Bernice's hand.
Eventually, the conversation ended and Bernice led me out of my building to her huge Cadillac that was parked nearby. She opened my door, helped me inside and then reached across to buckle my seatbelt. While she was leaning across, her big breasts were pressed against my face. I moaned softly and my penis became fully erect. Before closing my door, Bernice leaned in and kissed me gently on the lips. In a soft voice, she said, "I have a feeling we are going to have a very good time tonight."
She then closed my door, leaving me gasping. I was unable to believe this evening was really happening. It felt almost like a dream. Watching Bernice's wide hips and giant boobs wiggle and sway as she walked around the front of the car was hypnotic. And when she opened her door and sat down, the entire car leaned toward the driver's side. Feeling that movement re-enforced the fact that Bernice was bigger, stronger and more mature than I was.
After starting up her car, she headed toward the expressway and I asked where she was taking me too. She smiled over at me and rested her hand on my skinny thigh. Looking back to the road, she told me it as a little restaurant she'd heard about through a friend. The restaurant was about halfway between her home and my apartment. That meant we had a half an hour drive ahead of us. During that time she asked how it made me feel to pretend to be her son for Mrs. Sims. I squirmed a little in my seat and avoided answering her question.
She glanced at me quickly and said she knew how it made me feel. She told me my face was flushed and my hips were wiggling around while she spoke with Mrs. Sims. I blushing like crazy sitting there beside her. Bernice then looked at me and asked, "Did your little wee-wee get stiff while Mother was talking to your neighbor?"
I felt so foolish. She kept talking to me as if I were a small child and it was turning me on. After tucking my shirt into my pants, the encounter with Mrs. Sims and then having her big breast smushed against my face while she buckled me in, my penis was throbbing in my pants. Looking over at her, I worked up my courage and softly said, "Yes, it got very stiff... Mother."
When I uttered that sentence, a wave of acceptance washed over me. It was beginning to feel normal to refer to Bernice as Mother. It was tremendously naughty and felt so good!
She grinned without looking at me and said, "I thought so." She slowly slid her hand further up my thigh until her big, soft hand was cupping my entire groin. She looked over at me and asked, "Sweetheart, why is this little thing still so stiff? Have you been looking forward to meeting me as much as I've been looking forward to meeting you?"
I didn't really answer her. Her hand laying over my erection was too much for me to process. I'd never had anyone touch me like that before. Her hand was resting on my lap while my penis throbbed against her palm. After a short time, my hips bucked up against her hand and I whimpered, "Bernice."
She looked over to me and squeezed my skinny penis. "Not Bernice, tonight I want you to call me Mother. Okay, Sweetheart?" She then moved her hand further down my thigh, she knew how excited I was getting.
I whispered, "Okay Mother." I spent the next few moments trying to calm myself down. Everything was happening so fast. I had never been so horny before. But Bernice didn't want me to settle down. Instead, she asked me how exciting it was to have her tuck my shirt into my pants. I told her it was impossible to explain how wonderful that felt. But I also told her I thought I looked like a little boy with it tucked in so tightly. She grinned and told me that was the point. We talked about the times I'd played with myself while she listened. And as we pulled into the parking lot of the restaurant, she told me that after dinner, she was going to take me to her home. And if I were a good boy, she may take me on her lap as we'd discussed.



I asked if we could just go to her house and skip dinner. But she refused. She told me to wait while she got out of the car and came around to let me out. She once again leaned over me to release the seatbelt which caused her giant breast to smush against my face. She then held my hand while I rose up out of her car. Before we moved toward the door of the restaurant, Bernice used her fingers to straighten up my hair and then re-tucked my shirt into my pants without undoing my belt.
When she was ready, she took my hand and guided me into the building. We were greeted by a mature woman who asked if we had a reservation. Bernice told her we did and we were guided to a little booth in the corner. The restaurant was dimly lit, it was very romantic. All the tables were covered with white clothes and every table had a single white candle burning on it. About half of the tables were occupied and no one even looked in our direction while being guided through the restaurant.
Once seated, we were given menu's and asked if we'd like something to drink. Bernice ordered a white wine for herself and a small glass of milk for me. As soon as the waitress turned away, Bernice slipped her hand onto my lap and felt me throb. She smiled and asked if she had embarrassed me by ordering milk. I told her she did, but I kind of liked being embarrassed like that. I told her that all my life I'd been looked at as if I were half my age. But she was the first person, other than my Mother, to really treat me like that. And it was confusing how it made me feel. But it was obviously confusing in a good way!
Bernice glanced quickly at the menu just before our drinks were brought. She told the waitress we were ready to order. She ordered the Pan Seared Salmon for herself and child's portion of the Crab Macaroni and Cheese for me. I shivered with embarrassment and excitement when Bernice placed that order. When the waitress turned to leave, Bernice leaned close to me and whispered, "A small meal, for my small boy with his small wee-wee."
Bernice then asked to see my hands. When I held them up for her to see. She took hold of them and looked at both sides and even under my fingernails. In a soft voice, she whispered, "It's a good thing your hands are clean or I would have had to take you into the ladies room to wash them properly."
I moaned softly, "My Mother used to do that when I was very young."
Bernice whispered, "I bet she did. But she stopped doing it too soon. You're still too little to go to the men's room all alone. When we're together and you have to use the bathroom, you'll be coming into the lady's room with me."
I shivered and my penis throbbed wildly. I leaned into Bernice closer than ever. "Please stop."
She replied, "Stop what Sweetheart?" And then slid her hand over my groin again.
I whispered, "Please stop teasing me."
She squeezed my little erection and said, "I'm not teasing, Sweetie."
Moments before I would have cum in my underpants, the waitress delivered our meals and told us to enjoy. Just after she stepped away, Bernice asked me in a soft voice, "Should I call her back over here and tell her you need a bib?"
I moaned softly and pleaded with her not too. She smiled and eventually promised me she wouldn't. I sat there trying to calm down. I couldn't remember ever being so horny before. I would've been surprised if there wasn't a moist spot on the front of my pants. While I struggled to calm myself, I wondered if Bernice was as turned on as I was. And that is when I realized her plump cheeks were blushing, the stiff points of her nipples were pressing against her dress and her chest was heaving while she breathed heavily. Yes, she was just as turned on as I was.
Neither of us ate very much and we left with the excess food in boxes. Once I was back in her car, before she had buckled me in, Bernice threatened to strip me naked for the drive to her home. I didn't tell her not too. Instead, I asked, "Would you really do that to me?" Deep down inside I was secretly hoping she would.
Bernice leaned in so close her lips brushed against mine. In a throaty whisper, "That and so much more." And then she kissed me. Not a quick, innocent, bunny kiss. No, this was a real, her-tongue-filling-my-mouth, making my back arch and my toes curl, kiss. When the kiss ended, I was left gasping for breath and throbbing harder than ever.
She left me suddenly, walked around the car and dropped into the driver's seat. She didn't say a word until we were well on our way to her home. Only then did she say, "Baby, I've been fantasizing about this night since the first time we spoke. I need to get you home, naked and on my lap. I can't wait to take you between my fingers and make you squirt."
I undid my seatbelt and scooted across the bench seat closer to her. I could tell she wanted to scold me for undoing my belt, but she didn't. Instead, she wrapped her arm around my shoulder and held me against her. Leaning down, she kissed the top of my head and said, "Sweetheart, I'm going to make you feel so good tonight that you'll never want to leave." She squeezed me against her soft body and I snuggled my face against the side of her gigantic breast.
In a rather high pitch, I said, "Please hurry."
The twenty-five-minute drive to her home seemed to take a lifetime. Neither of us spoke, we only snuggled against each other while she drove. When we did pull into the driveway of her two-story home with its offset garage, I squirmed next to her. I whispered, "This is where you live? It's really nice... Mother."
She pulled me against her soft body while pressing the button to open the garage door. In that kind, Motherly tone, "Yes Sweetheart, this is where we live." The car slowed until the door was fully opened. She then pulled inside and closed the door behind us.
Having her refer to her house as 'our home' made me feel warm and loved. Since I'd lost my Mother, I'd longed to meet someone who would love and take care of me. I needed someone in the world to worry about me. And I found that person in Bernice. Yes, she had her quirks, but she obviously cared for me.
As we left the garage and passed into the kitchen, Bernice stopped and faced me. She dropped down to one knee and laid her hands on my hips. While looking right into my eyes she said, "Sweetheart, you've been a very good boy all evening. You've earned the reward we've talked about. But Honey, I need you to wait in the living room for me to get ready. Can you do that for me?"
I stood there with a throbbing erection and said, "Yes Mother."
She smiled and kissed me gently on the lips. Taking my hand, she led me to the living room and showed me where the remote for the television was. She then kissed my lips gently once more and excused herself from the room.
I sat in the middle of her couch. For a moment I considered touching myself, but quickly put that thought out of my mind. I wanted to be as calm as possible for Bernice. Like every other couch I'd ever sat on, my legs weren't long enough to sit normally, so I folded them underneath my bottom after kicking my shoes off. I flipped through the channels for several minutes until I found a superhero movie I hadn't seen before. I tried to focus on the movie, but my mind kept drifting off to Bernice and what my reward would be like.
When I heard the stairs creak behind me, I turned just in time to see Bernice descend the last few steps. She was wearing a long, white chiffon nightgown. The neckline of the gown was deeply cut and her massive chest was covered with an intricate lace pattern with that same lace material continuing onto the shoulder straps. The huge canyon between her breasts could be seen through the lace. I bit my lip and was unable to take my eyes away from her body as it bounced with every step she took. I was completely mesmerized by this woman.
The words spilled from my mouth, "Oh my God, you're beautiful."
She grinned, "Thank you, Sweetheart. But in this home, we don't use the Lord's name like that."
I quickly apologized and promised it wouldn't happen again.
She soon stood just in front of me and took my hand to help me slide off the couch. She then sat on the couch where I had just been. She didn't say a word while turning off the TV nor when she reached up and began unbuttoning my shirt. I stood there and looked into her eyes. She pulled my shirt up out of my pants and finished the last few buttons and then slid it off my shoulders and down my arms. My pale upper body was on display. My skinny arms, my collarbones, my chest with its little pink nipples, the impression of my ribs under my skin and the hint of my hips bones. Not a single hair in sight.
Bernice smiled and whispered, "You are just adorable."
I blushed deeply and wanted to cover my exposed skin with my arms, but I forced myself to stand there and let her see me. I whispered, "Thank you, Bernice. Um, I'm sorry. Thank you, Mother."
Turning to the side, she quickly folded my shirt much more neatly than I was capable of. Returning her attention to me, she helped me to sit on her knee while removing both my socks. When I slid off her knee and stood in front of her once again, I shivered when she reached for my belt. "Bernice, I'm really glad you're the first person who will see me like this."
While pulling my belt free of my pants she said, "Me too Sweetheart. And I'm sure this won't be the last time I undress you."
She slipped her index finger beneath my pants and quickly undid the button. Taking hold of the zipper between her first finger and thumb, she slowly pulled it down. I was so excited and nervous that my hips were grinding around in circles. She slipped her thumbs under my khaki's near my hips. While looking into my eyes, she slowly lowered them until I stepped free of them. This left me standing in only my pristine white underpants. The little prong of my penis was perfectly evident beneath the thin layer of cotton. And there was a moist spot near the tip of my erection.
In a soft, nurturing voice she said, "It looks like your wee-wee is even smaller than I hoped it would be. When you told me how small it was when we spoke on the phone, I didn't believe you. But you weren't lying. It is teeny-tiny isn't it!"
Had anyone else said those words I would have been crying and running away. But when Bernice said that, it was clear that she not only approved of my small penis, but she was happy that it was so small.
After neatly folding my pants and placing them on top of my shirt, Bernice reached up and hooked her thumbs under the band of my underpants. Looking right into my eyes she asked, "Are you ready Sweetheart?"
I held my arms up out of the way, nodded my head and whispered, "Yes."
She pulled them away from the little prong of my penis and slowly lowered them down my pale, nearly hairless legs. She smiled broadly when my little penis came into view. As I stepped out of my underpants, I stood naked before a woman for the first time. My penis throbbed and jumped and I didn't even consider covering up. I wanted her to see all of me. I needed to show her all of me.
Her eyes never left my body while she folded my underpants and put them with my other clothes. She took hold of my hands and lifted them up high. Her eyes were full of love when she said, "Sweetheart, you are absolutely precious! Goodness gracious, you are every Mother's dream!"
She then pulled me down so I sat across her lap. She supported my neck with one arm and lowered the shoulder strap of her nightgown below her gigantic breast nearest to me. I whimpered softly as she guided my lips toward her dinner plate sized areola. Her nipple was erect and was at least as big as my thumb to the first knuckle. I took it in my mouth and began to suck and kiss it.
Meanwhile, she had reached down and guided me to spread my legs wide apart. With the gentlest of touches, she took my overly excited penis between her finger and thumb. Very slowly and with a feathery touch, she teased my little penis with her fingertips.
In a soft, Motherly voice she said, "I've wanted to do this for so long. And here we finally are. I'm holding my sweet, naked boy on my lap. Your lips on my nipple feel so nice and I can tell your penis is enjoying my touch."
I squirmed around on her lap, kissing and sucking on her big nipple while she teased my little penis. Every time I got close to cumming, Bernice would remove her touch until I'd calmed down. I eventually lost count of the number of times I approached orgasm. I was on cloud nine. I was deliriously horny and it got more intense with every orgasm she denied me. I was moaning and whimpering constantly. I needed to cum so badly. And above it all, I had fallen head-over-heels in love with Bernice.
Bernice was breathing heavily and her voice sounded husky when she spoke. "Sweetheart, we've been at this for more than an hour. Is my precious boy ready cum?"
All I could do was unlatch my lips from her nipple, groan and whimper, "Yes please!"
Using only the pad of her index finger in the small area under the neck of my penis along the circumcision scar, she rubbed small circles slowly and never changed pace. She whispered things to me that I can't recall. My orgasm built quickly and powerfully. It couldn't have been more than a minute before my penis jumped hard and spewed out a line of cum along my stomach. Bernice kept rubbing that same little area while my penis drizzled out several more large-ish globs.
I had never cum with so little friction before and definitely not with only a single finger. It was unlike any orgasm I'd ever given myself. It was insanely powerful. It was how I wanted every orgasm to feel like in the future. My naked body bucked and spasmed on her lap. My toes curled up and my hands were in tight fists. Chills shot out to all parts of my body, radiating from my penis. It was life-changing.
Before I was even able to catch my breath, Bernice pulled my face to her breast and I began to suckle once again. As I began to calm down, Bernice used her fingers to play with my cum. She drew hearts onto my stomach with it. She even drew a line between my little balls and continued downward until the pad of her slippery finger rested on top of my wrinkled hole. That sensation was indescribable. It was like she found a place on my body that I didn't know existed. It made my penis throb and jump hard.
Bernice playfully whispered, "I think my little boy likes to have his bottom played with."
I moaned into her breast while my hips humped up against her finger. Bernice coated that finger with even more of my cum and placed it back on my tight wrinkled hole. She pressed ever so gently until the ring of muscles opened up and let her inside. I pushed her big boob off of my face and gasped. My hips were bucking up hard. I felt so naughty!
I squeaked while gasping for breaths, "Bernice! What are you doing to me?"
She grinned, "Bernice? Who is Bernice?"
I squirmed while grinding my hips against her finger, "Sorry! Um, Mother! Mom! What are you doing to me?"
She smiled down at me laying naked across her lap with my legs spread wide and whispered, "I'm fingering you. What did you think I was doing?"
I tossed my head from side to side. I struggled to put words together. But I managed to say, "It feels so..."
She whispered, "It feels good. I know what makes my special boy feel good. And my boy loves to be fingered."
I was freaking out. I'd never felt anything like that before. My body was bucking around and twitching uncontrollably. Very suddenly, Bernice pulled her finger from inside me and looped it and her thumb around the base of my rigid penis. She began to jack me off at a very quick pace. I'd just cum moments before and she was stroking me at a furious pace!
I'm pretty sure I screamed at one point. I must've tried to stop her. I may have even begun crying, but I can't be sure. What I do know is that in a very short period of time, Bernice made me cum for a second time when I didn't think I could. And that second orgasm sent me into the stratosphere. If that first orgasm could be compared to fireworks, the second orgasm was a nuclear explosion. I remember feeling tingly and lighter than air. But the first clear memory I have was laying across Bernice's lap with her nipple between my lip and her gently stroking my naked body.
When I'd mostly recovered, Bernice helped me to sit beside her on the couch. When she was sure I was okay, she pulled up the shoulder strap of her nightgown and covered her melon-sized breast. She then got up and turned off the lights and shut down her house for the night. She left my clothes downstairs while guiding me to her bedroom on the second floor. After pulling down the covers and helping me to bed. She went to her side and slipped in beside me. She spooned me from behind that night. Holding me in her loving embrace. I hadn't felt that loved, safe and protected in a very long time.
She whispered sweet, loving things to me while we snuggled together. After kissing the back of my neck, she whispered, "You've had a long day Sweetheart. Go to sleep and have sweet dreams. I'll be here in the morning."
Just before I drifted off to sleep I whispered, "I love you, Mom."
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Very early on in our relationship, Becky learned how much I enjoyed anal play. While lying naked across her lap, she was giving me one of her mind-blowing handjobs when she suddenly slipped a finger between my cheeks and touched my wrinkled hole! I obviously wasn't expecting it and that simple slip of the finger forever changed my life.
Eventually, my fiancé, Becky, penetrated me with her finger. She began fingering me while giving me handjobs. One finger became two, and two became three. And then the inevitable occurred, Becky introduced a dildo into our special times together.
I was very hesitant about using that flesh-colored, penis shaped dildo. It was so realistic looking, it even had a scrotum and big balls! That soft plastic dildo wasn't one of the big ones, it was a mere 8-inches long. But it was several inches longer than my penis and at least twice as thick!
My penis isn't necessarily small, it fits my body size. I've never been a big guy. I stand 5'4 and my weight drifts between 105 and 115lbs. My not quite 4" penis is thin, but again, it fits me. Becky, on the other hand, stands several inches taller than me, 5'9" and weighs close to 180lbs. Not only is she physically larger than me, but she is also six years older. She has dark skin from her Hispanic grandmother while I'm extremely pale from my Nordic heritage. She is very busty with a cavernous cleavage I love. She has big, thick thighs that she traps my head between while I'm pleasuring her.
While I pleasure Becky, I have to push my face, lips, and tongue through her long, bushy pubic hair. She keeps it trimmed on the sides to form neat edges to her pubic bush. But she lets it grow and doesn't trim it to length. Her long, bushy, black pubic hair in that big triangle surrounding her womanly slit is my favorite place to explore with my lips, tongue, and nose. When I eat Becky, she likes to tease me about going exploring through her 'forest'.
She has strong feelings about my pubic hair too. She won't allow it. While giving me my handjobs, she would often pull on my hair. She eventually told me she was tired of dealing with it and insisted I have it shaved off. I procrastinated about it for several weeks until the 5-month anniversary of our first kiss arrived. She drove me to a body waxing salon and had my hair removed for me. She stayed in the room while the woman ripped my hair out, one strip at a time. Becky held my hands and let me cry. She still accompanies me to that same salon every six weeks for my maintenance waxings.
When Becky came home with that 8-inch, life-like dildo she was so excited. I, on the other hand, was terrified. It's obvious that I've never been an especially masculine guy with a big ego. But that dildo seemed to drain away what little masculinity I had. I knew once that penetrated me, Becky would want to use it all the time. And I knew that dildo would only be the first thing she used to penetrate my body.
To prepare for that dildo, Becky sent me up to take a shower while she washed off the dildo and got everything ready. I'd never seen her so excited. And I suppose I was excited too, my penis was for sure, it was as stiff as a pencil! While I stood under the warm water washing more thoroughly than usual, Becky popped her head in the room and told me to meet her in the living when I was ready. She also told me to join her naked.
After drying myself off, I rubbed my body down with the flowery scented lotion Becky bought for me. I then powdered all the hairless places on my body that tended to chafe, between my cheeks, under my arms, and all around my pink, bald penis. I brushed my teeth, combed my hair, spritzed my body with the clean smelling body spray she loved for me to wear and then made my way downstairs.
As I descended the stairs, I found the living room to be dimly lit by a dozen or so candles. There was soft music playing. Becky sat in the middle of the couch with a towel beneath her. It was easy to see that she was extremely horny. Her eyes were glazed over and she was breathing heavily. The scent of her arousal already filled the room. She was wearing my favorite nightgown. It was knee-length, white, and silky that proudly displayed her massive cleavage. The dark circles of her saucer-sized nipples and the giant triangle of her dense pubic hair shown through the thin material. On the table beside her sat our large bottle of sexual lubricant, the ominous dildo, and several small hand towels.
When she called me to her, I tip-toed across the room and soon found myself lying face-down across her lap with my rigid penis nestled between her vast thighs, Becky had hiked her nightgown up just far enough to let that happen. She laid the dildo on the couch, just in front of my face and suggested the dildo and I get to know each other while she lubed me up. I laid there staring at that flesh colored cock with its big balls. I knew very soon it would be sliding into my bottom. Very soon, a cock would be fucking me!
I squirmed on her lap and Becky squeezed her thighs together capturing my penis in a warm, fleshy crevice. Becky squirted lubricant onto her fingers and began to rub them between my cheeks and all over my quivering, balloon-knot of a hole. I began humping myself between her thighs at a desperate pace while staring at the dildo resting just inches from my face.
Becky laid one hand on my lower back and gently pressed down to stop me from humping. She whispered in a soft, sexy voice, "Calm down Sweetheart. We haven't even started yet." She giggled at my level of excitement. "Take a deep breath and relax." I did as I was told and she whispered, "Good boy."
She added more lubricant to her fingers and began to slowly finger my little bald hole. I whimpered softly when she added a second finger. She took her time, she was in no rush at all. She withdrew her fingers from inside me and I was left feeling terribly empty. I arched my back, trying to push up against her fingers, but she didn't let that happen. She told me she loved the way my little hole squeezed closed so tightly after she'd removed her fingers. After a short time, she pressed her fingers back in and began to slide them in and out at a slow, leisurely pace.
Each time I squirmed or tried to hump myself between her thighs, she put pressure on my lower back and whispered, "Just relax Sweetheart, don't move. Focus on how good it feels to have my fingers inside of you. Concentrate on that dildo in front of you. It's so realistic looking, isn't it?"
I whimpered softly while staring at that dildo. I could almost imagine blood pulsing through its artificial veins. In a soft whimper I answered, "Yes, it is."
Becky moaned softly and continued to finger me. "It has a big fat head, a long, thick shaft, and those balls are massive. Can you imagine what it's going to feel like with that cock slides inside of you?"
My eyes wandered up and down along that dildo. It could have easily been attached to a man. The more I looked at it, the more life-like it seemed to become. I whined in a soft voice, "It's so real Becky."
She squeezed my penis between her thighs and moaned, "I know, that's why I chose that dildo. I wanted it to look real. And Honey, when that dildo is all the way inside you, I want it to feel like a real cock is inside you."
I rolled my hips up to give Becky better access to my hole stretched around her fingers. I stared at the dildo laying just inches in front of my face. Becky's fingers were sliding in and out of my bottom making me feel so terribly naughty and horny. And my desperate penis was leaking like crazy while captured between her big, warm thighs. It was oozing so much of my juice that the entire area was extremely slippery.
Becky moaned softly, "Sweetheart, you're going to experience how it feels to have a man buried in your tight little ass. I know you've thought about it. I've seen you stare at the bulges of men we pass on the street. I've noticed that extra wiggle you get in your hips when you know a man is checking you out. I've seen you blush when you make eye contact with one of those men. Sweetheart, you're a little cock tease."
I blushed deeply and was at a loss for words. I didn't think she had noticed, but she had. I was ashamed to be found out like that. I had fantasized about being with a man for as long as I could remember. But I'd never acted on the impulse. I covered my face with my hands and began to apologize for keeping that from her. I told her I was ashamed that I felt like I did, but I couldn't help it. No matter how hard I tried, I would eventually find myself fantasizing about being made love to by a man.
I didn't realize it, but I'd started grinding my hips against her lap. At the same time, she began working a third finger inside of me. I was breathing heavily, extremely horny, embarrassed for being called out as a closet bi-sexual and ashamed for being that way. I let my hands fall away from my face but was still blushing. And having that big dildo laying right in front of me wasn't helping to settle me down.
While squirming around on her lap, I told Becky that none of what I'd admitted changed the way I felt about her. I was still deeply in love with her. I wanted to marry her and spend the rest of my life with her. In the heat of the moment, I even promised to do something she'd been pressuring me to do since the day she proposed, I swore I'd take her last name.
In a husky whisper, she said, "Mr. Payson Martinez, I love the way that sounds. My adorable, petite, pale husband with my Hispanic last name. That makes me so happy. Sweetheart, I don't think taking my surname is enough to make up for keeping such a big secret from me. Do you?"
I couldn't answer, I was so embarrassed. I lay across her lap while she fingered me and I stared at the giant penis just inches from my face.
"Payson, sweetheart, I want you to do something we've talked about before. I want you to wear the engagement ring. I'm sure the jeweler could resize it to fit you. I think your little hand would look especially cute with a diamond on your ring finger."
I gasped while still grinding around on her lap. My little hole had stretched around her third finger and I was finding it difficult to breathe properly. I whined, "But Becky!" My hips bucked up to meet her fingers several times before I squeaked, "The girl is supposed to wear the engagement ring."
Her fingers slowly sawed in and out of my behind. My desperate penis was throbbing wildly between her soft, warm thighs and I couldn't take my eyes off of the dildo resting just in front of me on the couch. In a soft but firm tone she said, "My Sweet Payson, the woman usually takes the man's name. You've already promised to take my name. What's the difference between that and wearing your grandmother's engagement ring? Sweetheart, I really want you to do this for me. Promise me you'll wear that big diamond on your finger for the rest of your life."
How could I possibly deny her request? She was the very first woman to ever take an interest in me. I was deeply in love with her. So, after swallowing the very last of my pride, I whispered, "Okay, I'll do it."
She squeezed my little penis between her thighs and used a teasing voice while asking me what I'd do. I shivered as the shame of the moment rushed through my body. My voice cracked when I uttered the words, "I promise I'll wear our engagement ring for the rest of my life."
She whispered, "Because you've promised to take my name and wear my engagement ring, I suppose I can forgive you for keeping that secret from me. But Sweetheart, no more secrets, okay?"
I moaned, "I promise."
She rubbed my back gently with her hand and casually asked if I was ready to be fucked by a man's cock. I whimpered softly but didn't answer.
She whispered, "Sweetheart, you've been fantasizing about this for a very long time. I know you want it. It's okay. Just tell me what it is you want me to do."
I squirmed around and tried to hump myself between her thighs, but she spread them apart. She was waiting for me to answer. In a soft voice I said, "Becky, I want you to use this dildo."
She sighed and told me I needed to ask nicely and be specific.
Swallowing hard, I whispered, "Becky, would you please fuck my little ass with this big cock?"
Becky giggled and whispered, "Good boy." She then picked up the dildo and was about to pull it away. But she paused and lowered it back toward my face. In a soft voice, she suggested, "Why don't you give the cock a little kiss before it pops your cherry."
Her choice of words made me shiver with shame. But I knew Becky well enough to know that she wasn't going to let up. I puckered-up and placed a kiss on the soft rubbery head of the dildo.
She pulled the dildo out of my line of sight. I tried to grind myself between her soft thighs, but they were spread far enough apart that it was a futile attempt. I heard the sounds of lubricant being squirted out of its tube. Becky spoke to me while she worked. She talked about having to get the dildo super slippery. She wanted my first experience to be memorable.
Becky asked me to reach back and spread my cheeks. No matter how ashamed or embarrassed I was, I was far too horny to resist. Reaching back with both hands, I parted my cheeks for her, exposing my little wrinkled hole. I even rolled my hips up to give her better access.
After having been prepared by three of her fingers, I was adequately loosened up. So when Becky aimed the dildo at my little hole it stretched around the fat head of the phallus relatively easily. Not to say that it didn't make me gasp and arch my back all the more. But there was minimal discomfort thanks to Becky warming me up.
We both moaned when she began pushing the dildo slowly inside of me. Becky kept her thighs spread far apart to keep me from humping against her and achieving orgasm. She announced when half of the dildo was inside and paused at that point. She said that was deeper than her fingers could reach. Only a cock could get that deep inside a butt.
After giving me a few moments to become adjusted to being so full, Becky began to work the remaining half of the dildo inside of me. At the moment when I felt the soft rubber balls make contact with my thighs, Becky told me to say my name.
I moaned, "Payson Martinez!"
She held the dildo all the way inside of me and asked, "Who is going to wear my engagement ring and wedding band for the rest of their life?"
I squealed, "I am!"
Becky began to slowly slide the dildo in and out of me. I gasped and rolled my hips while she made slow, sweet love to me with it.
I chirped and squealed, "Becky! It feels so good! Becky!"
She rubbed my back gently and said, "I know Payson Sweetie. My precious boy likes to have his butt fucked, doesn't he?"
I moaned deeply, "Yes."
After sliding the dildo in and out of me several more times, she paused to add more lubricant. When she began sliding it in and out of me again, she spoke in a way like she'd just had the best idea. "Sweet Payson, I know you don't want my brother to be your Best Man. You aren't very fond of him and that's okay. So instead of waiting at the altar with him, why don't we ask your mother to walk you down the aisle to me? I think she'd be thrilled to be a part of her baby boy's wedding, don't you?"
I whimpered while bucking my hips up to meet each gentle thrust she made with the dildo. "But, but Becky. I'm not a bride!"
She continued the slow, deliberate thrusting with the dildo as she spoke, "Aren't you? Brides take their husband's last name. Brides wear diamond rings. Doesn't that make you a bride?"
I whimpered and was about to roll over and put a stop to the madness when Becky squeezed my penis between her meaty thighs. I groaned out loud. It felt so good.
Becky continued to torment me. "Brides wear beautiful white gowns, pretty high heels, lacey veils, and sexy lingerie. They spend the day of their wedding getting their hair and make-up professionally done. Knowing that I suppose you won't be a bride. Unless of course, you want to experience those special things that have always been saved for girls."
Becky was sliding the dildo in and out of my bottom at a steady pace. Each time I got close to squirting, she would spread her thighs apart until I'd calmed down. I was going insane with desire. I whined, "Becky! Don't tease me!"
"Payson Sweetie, are you telling me you don't want to wear a pretty gown and be my bride? I seem to remember a time last Thanksgiving while visiting my parents that makes me think otherwise."
I groaned and my penis throbbed when the thoughts of that day came flooding back.
She continued, "I remember my entire family left to visit my Aunt Maria and the two of us decided to stay behind. Do you remember that Sweetheart?"
I whispered, "Yes!" while grinding myself against Becky's thighs.
With a lilt in her voice, she said, "I do too. That's a day I'll never forget. I remember stripping you naked as soon as my family walked out the door. I remember taking you to my sister's room and picking out a pair of her panties and then dressing you up in her cheerleading uniform. Do you remember the cheer you made up?"
I blushed and squirmed, "Becky, please stop!"
She thrust the dildo into my bottom in time with her cheering, "I'm a Sissy, Yes I am. I'm a Sissy, not a man!"
I whimpered softly while finding it impossible to stop thrusting my hips back to meet the thrusts of the dildo.
In a soft voice, she whispered, "Payson, do you remember how I rewarded you for being such a good cheerleader? I pulled off your panties and laid you down on your back. I lifted your legs up high and kissed you someplace you'd never been kissed before. Do you remember what you said? You told me it made you feel like a girl."
I whined, "It did!"
"And right now, I'm fucking you with a big fat dildo. How does this make you feel?"
I whined again, "Like a girl!"
"Payson Sweetheart, feeling like a girl isn't a bad thing, is it? You enjoyed my special kiss and what we're doing now, don't you?"
I whimpered and felt tears forming in my eyes. "Becky, I loved the special kiss and what you're doing to me right now! You know I do!" I was thrashing around on the couch while Becky controlled my movement with her hand on my back and the pressure with which she squeezed me between her thighs.
"Sweetie, because you love those things so much, I know for a fact that you'd love to walk down the aisle in a gorgeous white gown and veil with beautiful white stiletto heels and the sexiest white lingerie. You'd spend the morning at a salon getting a manicure and pedicure with glamour length extensions on your fingers. You'd get your hair trimmed, highlights added and styled so it bounces when you mince down the aisle."
I moaned, "Becky, you're teasing me!"
"And because I can't see my bride until you're walking down the aisle to me, we'll need to find someone else to accompany you to those things. And Baby, that person will need to join you while you have your body waxed. Can you think of anyone Sweetie?"
My voice cracked, "Becky! Stop it!"
"I think your mom would love to take you! Can you picture it, Sweetie? Mother and son sitting side-by-side in the beauty salon getting your hair and nails done. And then imagine being naked and sprawled on the table, holding your mother's hands while the technician waxes away every hair below your eyelashes."
I began sobbing, I was so ashamed. Not only had Becky known I had homosexual fantasies, but she also knew I had fantasies involving my mother! I laid across her lap and wept while she continued to slide the dildo in and out of my bottom.
She rubbed my back gently and while still fucking me with the dildo, she whispered, "It's okay Princess. I've always known about your secrets. You can't keep anything from me. I can tell when you're lying or not being completely honest. And Sweetheart, I know deep down, you would love to be my bride. You want all the things we've talked about. I bet you've fantasized about walking down the aisle more than most girls have."



I whimpered softly, "I'm sorry Becky."
"Sweetie, you have nothing to apologize for. All of the little secrets you've been trying to keep from me are the things I find most attractive about you. I love that you have such strong homosexual desires. And I love that you wish to wear girl's clothes. And I think it's adorable that you're such a Mommy's Boy. You know your mother is going to be thrilled when we tell her all the changes we've decided to make for our wedding."
With the dildo buried in my bottom, I slowly humped my aching penis between Becky's big thighs. I was still sobbing a little, but I was so horny I couldn't focus on being embarrassed or ashamed.
"Payson, don't get your hopes up too high. I don't know if your mother will hold your hands while you get waxed, I got carried away there. But I can talk to her. I can tell her that you've never done it alone, that I've always been there with you. I'll tell her that she could wait in the lobby, but it would be much better for you if she held your hands during the process."
I gave up at that point. I had lost and I accepted it. In a squeaky whisper, I said, "I want that Becky."
"I know Sweetheart. I've always known." She rubbed my back and squeezed her thighs together. She left the dildo buried in my bottom while I humped myself at a quick pace between her thighs. She let me have my fun for a few seconds before whispering, "I know what my precious Payson needs and I'm going to give you the wedding day you deserve. It'll be a day you'll never forget. Sweetheart, you are going to make the most adorable bride."
In the candlelight in our living room, while I humped my thin, small penis between my fiancé's thick thighs, and she made love to my bottom with a realistic-looking cock shaped dildo, I made many promises. I would take her last name. I would forever wear her engagement ring and eventually her wedding band. We would ask my mother to become an active participant in our wedding ceremony. I hoped she would agree to help me choose the perfect gown, veil, heels, and lingerie. I would ask her to join me on the morning of my wedding so I could have my body waxed, and Becky would try to talk her into joining me in the room to hold my hands during the process. If all went as planned, my mother would accompany me to a salon so we could be pampered with a mani/pedi, hair, and make-up.
Becky helped to keep me on the verge of squirting by squeezing her thighs together and spreading them at the appropriate time. My wrinkled hole was stretched around the dildo she slid slowly in and out of my tush. I was clawing at the couch with my fingers. My toes were curled into tight knots and my back was arched deeply, allowing Becky better access with the dildo.
I was so horny, confused, surprised and ashamed at all that had occurred since I'd laid across her lap. I'd made promises, promises I had to keep. I could never break a promise to her. Becky knew things about me that I thought I'd kept from her. She knew I fantasized about being with a man. She knew I loved to have men stare at me while in public. She knew I went out of my way to attract their attention.
Becky had always known I was a 'Mama's Boy'. I spoke with my mother on a daily basis. On more than one occasion, Becky teased my body while I spoke with my mother on the phone. She often urged me to share intimate details of our relationship with her. No matter how personal or private the topics I discussed with my mother, she was always there to listen and offer suggestions. She understood I wasn't the manliest of boys and was thrilled I'd found a girl to share my life with. Especially since Becky was extremely protective of me.
Images and feelings flashed through my mind while I imagined telling my mother the new plans for my wedding day. I knew she would appear to be concerned at first, while secretly thrilled that I'd have such an appropriate wedding for a feminine boy like myself. Giving up my surname, wearing the engagement ring and even my attire at the ceremony were all things I knew my mother would accept if not be thrilled about. But I wasn't sure how she'd react about my waxing session. Becky wanted her in the same room! If that happened, she would see me naked on my wedding day!
I usually sobbed if not openly cried during my maintenance waxings. Becky was always there holding my hands and consoling me. When it was over, before we left the salon, Becky would rub me down with a special antiseptic cream to speed up the healing process. She helped me into one of her big t-shirts which were drastically oversized on my small frame and took me home.
Now my mother may be in the same room while I had this performed! Would she rub me down with the antiseptic cream? To be perfectly honest, I sometimes fantasized about my mother taking me those appointments. The idea of her seeing me naked and spread shamelessly for my waxing was terribly taboo, but it made my body tingle all over. I knew I'd be horribly embarrassed, but having her see me completely naked and unable to cover-up was impossible for me not to fantasize about.
In a soft whisper, Becky asked, "What are you thinking about, Payson? You've been quiet for a long time. Remember, you promised not to keep secrets from me anymore."
I whimpered softly and pushed my hips upward toward the dildo. Becky started applying a rhythm to her thrusts with the dildo. In and out quickly, then in and out slowly. I moaned and struggled to tell her that I was thinking about what our wedding would be like. I told her my mother would probably be thrilled with the new plans. Becky agreed. She knew my mother well enough that she knew this too.
While still humping my hips up to meet each of her thrusts with the dildo, I asked what she would wear at our wedding. I stuttered, bit my lip and asked if she would wear a tuxedo because I would wear the gown. She answered in a deeper than normal voice. She told me a tuxedo sounded like the appropriate attire for her. She told me she couldn't wait for us to be pronounced Becky and Payson Martinez.
I whimpered, "Payson Martinez."
Becky replied, "It has a nice ring to it, doesn't it?"
I moaned, "Yes it does."
Becky asked me, on a scale of one to ten, how horny I was. I whimpered that I was an eleven. She giggled softly and asked if I wanted to squirt. I told her I did. I told her I was desperate and wanted to cum very badly. Becky chuckled softly again and suggested that before I cum, we get my mother on speaker phone and tell her the change in our plans.
Becky made sure her thick, soft thighs were spread wide apart and there was nothing for my penis to rub against when she suggested we make that call. I moaned deeply and arched my back up as far as I could. The dildo sunk all the way inside me. Goosebumps rose up all over my body. I was frantic with arousal and terrified Becky wasn't teasing. My fingernails dug into the couch and I squirmed across her lap.
When Becky next spoke, it wasn't directed at me. She had picked up her phone and called my mother! They chatted casually while Becky continued to slide the dildo in and out of my tush. The two of them had a close relationship, they shared many of the same interests and even had very similar physical builds. They would often meet for drinks after work. And the possibilities of what they discussed during those get-together's was always frightening to think about.
During a lull in their conversation, Becky told my mother we'd decided to make significant changes with our wedding ceremony. Becky told my mother she wanted to put her on speaker phone so we could tell her our good news together. Becky pressed the speaker button and laid her phone on my naked back.
My mother's voice filled the room, "Payson Sweetie, are you there?"
I tried to sound normal when I told her I could hear her. Becky spoke up and explained that we wanted to tell her about our decisions in person, but we were so excited we couldn't wait. My mother was extremely enthusiastic about our wedding and loved to hear any tiny detail. So it wasn't surprising that she was giddy on the phone while waiting for us to tell her the news.
Becky was careful with the dildo. She slid in and out very slowly, trying to keep the wet sucking noises to an absolute minimum. Becky told me to tell my mother the news. My mother knew Becky had proposed to me. She also knew Becky had asked me to take her name. I never knew how she felt about that, but I was about to find out.
I struggled to sound normal. But just when I began to talk, Becky squeezed her thighs together, trapping my stiff little penis between her warm, soft thighs that were slippery with my arousal. I covered my mouth with my hands. I almost moaned out loud! I held my hips perfectly still while Becky squeezed and relaxed her thighs rhythmically. I fought to get control of myself and before I realized what I was doing, I blurted out, "I'm going to take Becky's name. I'm going to become Payson Martinez."
My mother began speaking without the slightest hesitation. "I've very happy for you two. Especially you Becky. Payson should have agreed to take your name the evening you proposed. We've talked about that at length before. It just seems like the appropriate thing to do." She paused for a few moments before saying, "Payson Martinez. That sounds so cute!"
I squeaked out, "There's more, Mom."
Becky held me in place with her hand on my lower back. She milked my poor penis between her thighs while still sliding that dildo in and out of my body. I was so close to squirting. But I couldn't, not while my mom was listening! Hearing my mother's voice while in that condition was so awkward and naughty. I tried not to think about how I felt or what Becky was doing to me.
My mother spoke up, she asked what else I had to tell her. She was obviously thrilled she was so informed and involved with our wedding. I whimpered softly and worked up the courage to speak.
"You know grandma's engagement ring and wedding band? Well, um, Mom, um, I'm going to wear them, not Becky."
There was a short pause before my mother said anything. When she did, it sounded like she was crying. But they turned out to be tears of joy. "Oh Payson, your grandmother would have been thrilled to learn that if she were still alive."
Before she had passed, my grandmother always spoke to me and treated me as if I were a girl. Even when I was very young, my grandmother gave me gifts more suitable for a girl than a boy. I knew in my heart that my mother was correct, my grandmother would be thrilled that I'd be wearing her ring. Mother went on to say, "And that the one-carat diamond is going to look huge on your little hand and will surely attract a lot of attention."
Mother asked if we had anything else to tell her. Becky spoke up, "That's all for now. But I am trying to talk him into walking down the aisle wearing a wedding gown while I wait at the altar in a tux."
Mother spoke in a soft voice, "That would be... something."
Becky quickly asked, "Don't you think he'd look cute in a wedding gown? I think he'd look adorable!"
Mother replied, "Yes, he would look cute. And he'd fit into those smaller sized dresses. He'd have a much better selection than you or I would. They don't make enough full-figured wedding gowns."
Becky wasn't offended by my mother's comment at all. The two of them had long discussions about finding clothes in excess of size 16. Their choice of stores was extremely limited.
Becky planted a seed in my mother's mind by saying, "Just think, if we can convince him to wear the gown, you could walk him down the aisle." Becky began talking to me then, loud enough for mother to hear, "Payson Sweetie, you're her only child and she has raised you all by herself. You don't want to rob her of the privilege of giving you away at the altar, do you?"
I clawed at the couch, my back arched up so deeply and my legs began kicking wildly. Becky continued to slide the dildo in and out of my bottom without changing the rhythm. I pushed my face into the couch cushion and tried to stop from making any noises at all. My little, bald penis flexed hard and I thrust it between her thick, warm thighs. I felt goosebumps rise up all over my body and knew it was inevitable, my orgasm was happening. Becky couldn't stop it and neither could I.
Becky told my mother that I looked like I was thinking about it. Mother suggested Becky take me to a bridal store so I could see the dresses in my size. Her thought was that once I saw how pretty they were, I would change my mind about wearing one. She insisted I not pick one out, we'd just look. She said it wouldn't be right for Becky to see the gown I would wear on my special day. Mother even volunteered to take me out shopping for my gown, if that is what I chose to do. She pointed out that she wasn't applying any pressure for me to take the part of the bride at all.
While the two of them discussed my wedding day, my little, bald penis throbbed and jumped around between Becky's big thighs. I thrust myself between them while Becky sunk the dildo all the way inside me. I bit my tongue and smushed my face into the couch, I couldn't let my mother hear me orgasm! I tried to remain silent, but I wasn't completely successful. My little penis throbbed hard and my toes curled up in knots. I've always been rather noisy when I orgasm. I thrust myself between Becky's loving thighs quickly and the wet, sloppy sounds of my action echoed in the room. While pressing my face deep into the couch, I moaned, chirped and squealed in a rather high pitch while my body spasmed and my penis erupted.
Mother asked what the strange noise was that she heard. Becky told her it was me, she explained that I was getting excited about my wedding day.
Mother sounded confused, "Excited? What do you mean?" There was a pause of several seconds before mother said, "Oh! Oh my goodness! I better let you two go so you can finish talking about your big day."
Becky told me she'd hung up. But I made her show me the phone before I'd talk. Once I was sure mother was no longer listening, I told Becky I would be really mad at her if I didn't just have an orgasm and if my mother hadn't been so positive about all we'd just told her.
Becky rubbed my back while slowly withdrawing the dildo from inside me. She told me she knew my mother would like the fact that'd I'd be taking the Martinez name and wearing my grandmother's ring. She confessed that she'd hinted about it to my mother earlier in the week over drinks. Becky said she wasn't sure how my mother would react when she suggested I wear the wedding gown, but she was pleasantly surprised by her reaction. As the dildo slipped out from inside my body, leaving me feeling used and empty, Becky told me there was no way out of it now. I would be her bride on our wedding day.
She rolled the dildo up in a hand-towel and used another to wipe the excess lubricant from between my cheeks. I slid off of her lap to my knees on the floor in front of her. Becky spread her heavy thighs and pulled her nightgown up above her dense bush. Her pubic hair was matted down with her juices near her plump lips and giant clit. Her pussy was peeled open like a flower and I reacted to her musky aroma in the expected manner.
The insides of her upper thighs glistened with my creamy love. And I was unable to take my eyes away from her fingertip as she dragged it through one of the larger drips. In a soft voice, she told me to say my name.
I bit my lower lip and whispered, "Payson Martinez".
She raised her creamy finger close to my lips and asked me if I was going to be the bride or groom at our wedding.
My back arched and I whispered, "The bride. I'll be your bride Becky."
As her finger approached my mouth, I slowly parted my lips and looked up at her face. She was smiling while she painted my lips with my cum. I whimpered softly when after she'd coated my lips, she began to slide her finger in and out of my mouth. When her finger was clean, she looped her hand behind my neck and gently pulled my face to her thighs. I began licking and slurping up the mess I'd made. I'd been cleaning up my messes since the first time Becky made me squirt with her fingers. She had convinced me it was what gentle boys did. I struggled with it the first few times, but after doing it so often, I'd come to appreciate its flavor.
While I worked, she began thinking out loud to me. "Ms. Payson Martinez, my sissy fiancé. First thing in the morning we're going to the jeweler to have the engagement ring fitted for your tiny hand. The next stop will be the bridal store downtown. I'll get you measured so we learn your dress size and then we'll browse around for the perfect gown for my sweet, little bride. It will have to be dripping in lace, sequins, ruffles, and tulle. I'm thinking a sexy backless gown with a plunging neckline. And cute little gloves and stiletto heels. Payson Sweetheart, you are going to be the cutest sissy bride to ever walk the aisle, your mother will surely make that happen."
After I'd cleaned her thighs, she pulled me toward her big pussy with its forest of long, dark pubic hair. I wiggled my nose against her fat clit before dragging my tongue along the length of her lips. I sucked her enormous clit into my mouth and tickled it with the tip of my tongue.
Becky moaned softly before continuing her thoughts, "I can only imagine the lingerie your mother will choose for you to wear." She ran her fingers through my hair, "You must realize that you'll need to model the lingerie for your mother. I'm sure she'll want to be sure it fits properly. My Sweet Payson, has your mother ever seen you in panties before?"
When I pulled my face away from her sex, it glistened with her juices. After licking my lips, I blushed before confessing that I'd once 'borrowed' a bikini from our neighbor's clothes line and mother had barged into my room while I was wearing it. She wasn't upset and didn't seem at all surprised. She only told me I shouldn't take things without asking and that if I wanted a bikini of my own, she'd take me shopping for one. Of course, I told her I was just trying it and didn't want one for myself. At the time, I couldn't admit my shameful desires to her.
She pulled my face back against her sex and I went back to work licking, sucking and making love to her with my mouth. Becky talked about how proud she was going to be when I walked down the aisle toward her. She tried to imagine what the reception would be like. She talked about watching me mince about during the mother/bride dance. And just when she began talking about our honeymoon, she grabbed my head firmly and pulled me snuggly against her sex. My entire face slid along between her lips. And her strong, thick thighs clamped down on either side of my head, smushing me against her even more.
Becky kept me pulled against her sex until her orgasm had completed. Her hands were knotted in my hair and her heavy thighs trapped my head in place. After a few seconds, I began to panic. I was having difficulty breathing. My arms and legs began to flail about while Becky floated down from orgasmic bliss. When she let me go, I flopped back off my knees onto my bottom. I sat there with my legs spread in front of me and leaned back on my hands.
When I raised my hand to wipe my juices from my face, Becky stopped me. She told me she loved the way I looked at that moment. I was spread out in front of her. My face was dripping with her juices. My skinny, little penis was perfectly erect with its squishy, pink head pointed at the ceiling. My usually pale skin was flushed with excitement and I didn't even have a single hair to hide my nudity behind.
While I sat on the floor in front of the love of my life, the reality of all that I promised began to settle in. Becky must've known how emotional I was becoming and told me I had nothing to be ashamed of. She reminded me that she loved me because I was so cute, meek and kept such naughty secrets. I squirmed on the floor when she whispered that I was going to make the most precious sissy bride to ever walk down an aisle.
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As a child, I was rather sickly. My mother knew there was something wrong with me and after dozens of appointments with doctors and countless tests, it was determined that I had a pituitary issue. My mother took me to an Endocrinologist who prescribed several different pills to correct for my damaged pituitary gland. He also put me on growth hormone and taught my mother how to perform injections. I was far smaller than other children my age and the doctor warned my mother that I would probably never grow to a normal height. And with my low functioning adrenal glands, I'd never have the energy of a normal person.
Very early in my education, mother decided home-schooling would shield me from the other children and their teasing. She had always been overprotective. But once I began staying home with her every day, her idea of looking out for my safety went to new levels. She never let me do anything strenuous, the only time I was allowed outside was when she was with me and she banned me from playing with other children. My entire childhood was spent at my mother's side.
Two things happened on my nineteenth birthday. My doctor took me off of growth hormone and announced I was as tall as I was going to get. At 5 feet even, I was still small, but thrilled I wasn't 4 feet tall! The second important thing that occurred was my doctor determined I would not begin puberty without assistance. I should have begun going through puberty years before, but everyone hoped my body would do it on its own. It didn't happen. So I began getting weekly hormone injections.
My body began to slowly change after 3 months. By the time I turned 20, we learned my body had begun producing its own low levels of testosterone. After being taken off the injections, my body completed its transition on its own. I'd always been fair skinned with wispy, light blonde hair. And even after going through "the change", I had to search really hard for pubic hair!
At 20 years old, I was 100% a virgin and completely naïve about sex. For the first time in my life, I was experiencing erections and struggling to find private time so I could play with it. Mother seemed to always know when I tried to masturbate. She would knock on the door or barge into the room. She caught me with my skinny, little, three-inch erection between my fingers on dozens of occasions. She would tell me it was a natural thing and I shouldn't be embarrassed. But every single time I tried to masturbate, she would interrupt. It was so frustrating!
For the next two years, I lived under her roof but knew I'd have to leave someday. I couldn't live with my mother forever. But I had no clue what living on my own entailed. I still got ill very frequently, and when I was sick, I got really sick. So sick I could never hope to care for myself. My energy level was still far below a normal person. I'd never had a job, nor would I be able to work a normal 40-hour work week. I would be dependent on others my entire life.
So when I told mother I thought it was time I moved away from home, I was shocked when she agreed. She didn't agree right away. She had to think about it for several days. But she did eventually agree I should try moving away from home. Of course, she insisted on helping me find a place to live. She wanted me to move in with one of her lady friends a few blocks away, but I wanted to move further away than that. I whined and pouted until she finally gave in.
She and I packed up two suitcases with my belongings and made the 2-hour drive to the next town. Before we left, she and I had searched the internet for rooms available for rent and made appointments with three people. The first two ladies were very nice, but for some reason, mother didn't approve. The third lady we met with, Bessie Ackerman, was exactly the woman mother hoped to find.
Bessie was in her mid-fifties and was a substantial woman. She stood at least 5'10" and had to weigh more than my mother's 250lbs. She had giant boobs, thick thighs and wide hips I briefly imaged her carrying me around on. Bessie was a widow, her husband had been a doctor while she was his nurse. She had retired a few years earlier. She had a daughter who ran away from home when she was 17 because Bessie was so controlling and overprotective.
Bessie hadn't seen her daughter in more than 15 years. She told my mother and I she'd always hoped her daughter would return home. And only recently had she finally accepted that she would not. It had taken a long time, but she was ready to close that chapter in her life.
After Bessie had told us about her situation, I sat silently beside mother while she went into great detail about my life and special condition. Bessie interrupted mother shortly after she'd started to get a pen and tablet so she could take notes. After reviewing my medical history and going over each of my medications, mother told her about my lack of education and general upbringing. The last piece of information she shared was that I absolutely no experience with girls and she preferred it to remain that way. She told Bessie that I wasn't mature enough to deal with a typical boy-girl relationship.
Bessie finished scratching down notes and when finished, looked at mother and smiled warmly. She asked if I had any food allergies and wrote down each item as mother listed them off. Bessie then asked about activities I was not allowed to perform. Mother began with all outdoor activities and sports. She said I could assist with some household chores, but I would get tired easily and mother was willing to pay an increased amount of rent to make up for that. Bessie told her that wouldn't be necessary.
She told Bessie I could watch movies and television shows as long as they weren't violent, had sexual references, or foul language. She didn't approve of the horrible things that could be found on the internet and had never allowed me access. Mother told Bessie I didn't have a cell phone for that very reason.
Bessie smiled again while still writing down notes and told mother that she had a corded land-line that I could use to call home. Bessie went on to promise that she'd have me call home every single day. She also promised to call my mother directly if she had any questions or concerns about my health or behavior.
Bessie and mother exchanged phone numbers, email, and home addresses. The two of them discussed the rent amount and due date. They were talking like they'd known each other for years. All the while, I sat right beside mother, not saying a word. But I was terribly excited to finally move out on my own. Sort of. I was also afraid of not living with my mother. I'd spent my entire life with her. The entire experience was bitter-sweet.
After a pause in their conversation, mother said, "Bessie, I believe you are the perfect woman to look over my special boy. With your nursing background and maternal nature, I can't think of anyone more qualified. I know it is a lot to ask, but are you interested in having Finley as your tenant?"
Bessie looked right at me and smiled warmly. She spoke to mother, not me when she answered, "Yes, I'd be happy to look after this precious angel."
There was no lease to sign, it was a verbal agreement. Mother wrote out a check for the first month's rent and all three of us then walked out the driveway to retrieve my suitcases. After closing the trunk, Bessie told mother she had a long drive home. She didn't need to stay any longer.
Right there in the driveway, mother and I said goodbye to each other. We hadn't been apart since I was a small child. When we embraced, tears welled up in my eyes and began running down my cheeks. I began sobbing uncontrollably. Mother bent down, kissed me on the lips and whispered goodbye. She turned quickly, got in her car and drove away.
Bessie wrapped her arm around my shoulders and held me close against her. When mother's car turned the corner and disappeared from sight, I completely lost it and began bawling. Just when I was about to run after her car, Bessie picked up my two suitcases and guided me into my new home. She set my bags down just inside the door and led me to the couch I'd been sitting on moments before. Bessie sat down and pulled me onto her lap. She wrapped her arms around my body and gently rubbed my back.
She whispered softly while holding me on her broad lap. "It's hard to say goodbye, isn't it, Finley. In just a few hours we'll call her up and you can talk to her on the phone. It'll be okay. I'm going to take good care of you. Just like your mother, I'll never let anything bad happen to you."
I eventually calmed down and Bessie took me to the bathroom and washed my face with a warm cloth. Whenever I got overly emotional, mother used to wash my face too. Having Bessie perform that simple act made me feel warm inside. She informed me that the bathroom we were in was all mine. She used the master bath which was adjacent to her bedroom. In my bathroom, the towels, washcloths, rugs, shower curtain, toothbrush holder and cup were all a soft, pastel yellow. Everything else in the room was perfectly white, except for the glistening chrome faucets and handles. It was a very bright and cheery room and I loved it.
From there, Bessie guided me across the hall to what would be my bedroom. As I stepped into the room, I gasped and felt a chill shoot up my spine. It was by far the most feminine room I'd ever seen. It looked like it belonged to a princess. The walls were painted a soft, pastel pink. The bed, night tables, dresser, rocking chair, and vanity were all painted perfectly white. Until then, I'd always slept in a single bed. My new room had a giant, queen-sized canopy bed! It was way bigger than what I was used to. The comforter and pillows were frilly and lacey. There were some teddy bears stacked up in the corner and a shelf with a row of books trapped between ballerina bookends.
Bessie stood beside me, holding my hand letting me take it all in. When I looked up into her eyes, she spoke in a soft, caring tone. "Finley Sweetie, I know the room isn't really decorated for a boy. I suppose we can change it however you'd like."
I didn't respond at all. I knew she had more to say and wanted to give her a chance to finish.
"After all these years, I've accepted the fact that I am responsible for my daughter running away. I was extremely controlling. I chose the clothes she wore. I never let her decorate her room so it matured while she did. I insisted on knowing where she was every minute of the day. I treated her like a prisoner. I'd give anything to have another chance at being her mother."
Looking up into her eyes, I spoke in a soft voice, "My Mother treated me the exact same way and I think she was a very good Mother. She chose the clothes I wore, the TV shows I could watch, she knew where I was and what I was doing every minute of every day. You don't need another chance at being a mother. I'm sure you did a perfect job the first time."
After she'd just consoled me while I cried, I found it was my turn. I tried to wrap my arms around her, but they didn't reach. She sobbed quietly and wrapped her arms around me. She pulled me against her warm, soft body and I felt loved. Loved just as much as I did when with my mother.
Bessie guided me to the rocking chair in the far corner of the room and sat down, pulling me onto her lap, we snuggled together and she told me about her daughter Chloe. She told me Chloe was basically a good girl. She only started getting into trouble as she grew older. She rebelled against the clothes Bessie insisted she wear. She began sneaking out at night. And her grades began to fall. Bessie tried grounding her, taking away her privileges and eventually resorted to spanking her. The first spankings were with her hand, but she learned that wasn't enough and began to use a belt.
While stroking my back, Bessie asked if I'd ever been spanked. I squirmed on her lap and told her I hadn't. She chuckled and told me she didn't think I had. She knew I was very well-behaved from the moment she met me. But she warned me that if I ever behaved poorly, she'd not only give me a firm spanking, she'd call my mother and tell her all about it. A shiver ran through my body and my butt cheeks clenched together at the thought of receiving a spanking. I know Bessie could feel me squirm on her lap, but she completely ignored my reaction to her promise of a spanking.
Bessie rocked us back and forth while reminisced about Chloe for a little while longer. She stopped when I heard her voice crack and knew the emotions were rising up again. She hugged me and said she was very happy that I'd be living with her. She told me how much she missed having someone to take care of.
She held me in her arms and snuggled me against her large, soft body. Neither of us spoke for a time. We were lost in our thoughts. I had something I wanted to say, but I struggled to work up the courage to do it. When I was ready I whispered, "Bessie, do we have to change my room? Can we leave it just the way it is?"
She had me sit up on her lap and look into her eyes. "Sweetheart, the room is pink. Are you sure you want to leave it as it is?"
I snuggled back against her and said, "I have never been in a girl's room and I like it the way it is. Plus, this was Chloe's room. Can't we just leave it the way it is for now?"
She pulled me back against her body, kissed my cheek and told me I was a precious gift she'd needed for a very long time. After rocking back and forth for several more minutes. Bessie decided we should get me unpacked. We brought my suitcases into my room and opened them on my bed. While I took my toothbrush, comb, and other personal items into my bathroom, Bessie began unpacking my clothes. When I returned, Bessie handed me the pile of my underpants. She told me to put them in the top drawer of the dresser. When I opened that drawer, I found it was filled with neat stacks of panties, bras and other lacey things.
I whimpered softly, "Um, Bessie? Chloe's things are still in this drawer."
Bessie stopped what she was doing and walked beside me. "I never thought to pack up her clothes. They've been here this whole time." She closed the drawer and opened the next one. It was filled with neatly folded camisoles, tops, and a few sweaters. The next drawer contained shorts, tights, and two swimsuits. And the bottom drawer had nightgowns and pajamas.
I stood there watching one drawer open after another. All those pretty, feminine clothes had a strange effect on my penis, it became very stiff in my underpants. And I felt my face get warm while I blushed. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't stop my hips from wiggling around.
Bessie took my hand in hers and led me to the closet. She opened the door slowly and what I saw took my breath away. It was a walk-in closet. There were dresses, blouses, skirts, and jumpers in every possible shade of pink, yellow and lavender. There were dozens of pairs of shoes neatly arranged on the floor along the walls.
I'd never really thought too much about girl's clothes before that moment. But as I stood there looking at all the feminine outfits in the variety of fabrics, I wondered what it would feel like to wear them. I'm not sure if I took that first step into the closet on my own, or if Bessie gave me a gentle push. But I found myself standing in the middle of a closet filled with the girliest clothes I could imagine.
In a soft voice, Bessie whispered, "Chloe was a very petite girl. She was about your size when she ran away. I'm positive most of these pretty clothes would fit you perfectly."
I turned to face her while at the same time moving both my hands to cover my erection. It was small enough that it didn't make a noticeable bump, but I still worried about it. Looking up in her eyes, there was no malice, she wasn't trying to embarrass me at all. She was simply stating a fact.
Bessie continued, "Well, I suppose we need to pack all these things away to make room for your..."
I interrupted her a little too eagerly. I cut her off before she could finish her thought. "Maybe we don't have too. I mean, not right away. We don't need to rush. Maybe we could, maybe just pack my clothes again?"
I know I was blushing and felt like I may faint.
Bessie smiled as she stepped into the closet and took me back in her arms. She held my face against her giant chest and whispered, "Finley honey, what are you saying? Do you want to try living in a girl's room and wearing girl's clothes? You can be honest with me. I want you to be happy. Do you want to pretend to be a girl?"
I smashed my face between her breasts and whimpered softly. I couldn't look at her. I was so embarrassed. But I'd never wanted anything so badly. With my face still hidden, I told her I did. I wanted to live in a girl's room and wear girl's clothes and even be treated as if I were a real girl.
Bessie hugged me as the emotions of my confession began to surface. I bit my lip and struggled to keep from crying. With Bessie holding me and rubbing my back, I managed to control myself. But a few tears did dampen her blouse.
She took hold of my arms and stepped away so we could look at one another. Bessie suggested we get started. We walked back to the bed and quickly packed away the clothes I'd brought. Bessie also sent me back to the bathroom to get anything I'd brought that was remotely masculine. When I left the bathroom, the only thing I'd left behind was my yellow toothbrush which matched the room perfectly.
After Bessie had closed one suitcase and packed everything into the other, she paused and looked back at me. Her eyes drifted from my feet to my face. She smiled and said there were only a few more things that needed packed. I realized she was referring to the clothes I was wearing.
Bessie walked to the dresser and chose a pair of white cotton panties with lace trim. She then bent down and picked out a little white and pink, cotton nightie. She crossed the room and sat in the rocking chair. While beckoning me to her, she explained that it was early, but she knew I'd had a long day. She knew I'd be tired and need to go to bed early. And that was why she was putting me in a nightgown.
When I stood before her, she reached out and began undoing the buttons on my shirt. She slid the shirt off my body, folded it neatly and set it on her knee. She asked if I needed help removing my shoes and socks. I told her I could do it and sat on the floor to accomplish the task. Rising up on my bare feet, I knew what was next and just when I moved to undo my pants, Bessie reached out and took over.
I didn't have time to get embarrassed. Bessie undid my pants quickly and then slid them and my underwear down at the same time. I stood there naked in front of Bessie and she joined the very exclusive group of people to ever see me without clothes. My skinny, little penis was very stiff and I kept it behind my hands.
It was embarrassing to stand before this mature woman completely naked. I'd only met her earlier that afternoon. But Bessie made me feel unusually comfortable. Maybe even more comfortable than I did around my mother. So I was blushing like never before, but I didn't feel like she would laugh at me or make fun of my small size.
While she folded my pants and collected my shoes and socks from the floor, she told me I had a very cute body and she was going to keep me in the most adorable outfits. I stood in the room naked while she packed the last of my clothes in my suitcase. Only when it was closed and sitting by the door with my other suitcase did she return. She picked up the panties and nightie she'd chose and sat back in the rocking chair.
Laying the nightie over her knee, she bent forward providing me with a perfect view down her blouse to her cavernous cleavage. She held open the panties for me to step into. I braced myself against Bessie's shoulders while I stepped into my first pair of panties. She slowly slid them up my legs and over my stiff penis. As those panties slid up my legs, I was glad I worked up the courage to ask for what I wanted. When the panties were in place, Bessie gently patted my little erection and whispered that it was right where it belonged. I whimpered softly and nearly squirted.



Bessie then picked up the nightie and after having me raise my arms, let it float down over my body. It was a feeling unlike anything I'd ever experienced. As if floated downward, I felt more delicate than ever before. I truly felt like a girl. I even giggled and spun around on my toes when it settled in place.
The nightie was short, it barely covered my panties. And when I spun around, it flared out horizontally from its high waist just below my armpits. Bessie smiled and cheered me on. I spun around again and knew flashing my body to Bessie would be a common occurrence.
Bessie sent me to the closet to choose a pair of slippers to wear. When I returned, I was wearing big, fuzzy pink slippers. She picked up my suitcases and together we walked through our home to the kitchen. She had me wait while she took my belongings to the garage. She was going to hide them so I wouldn't know where they were.
It took her a few minutes to put my suitcases away. And in that time I thought about how she'd looked at me when I was naked. She told me I had a cute body. No one had ever said anything like that to me before. Everyone had always been worried about me and never said anything about my appearance unless I didn't look healthy. Bessie was the first one to ever compliment me like that.
I made a quick decision and pulled my nightgown off my body. I stood there with my little erection poking against the front of my panties, wearing fuzzy slippers with my nightgown dangling from a single finger. When Bessie opened the door and walked back inside, her eyes lit up when she saw me. She smiled while her eyes explored my body.
In a teasing sort of tone, she said, "You're going to be a handful, aren't you!"
She crossed the room, took the nightie from my finger and guided me to the living room. She laid the nightie on a table and sat in the middle of the couch. With a grin on her face, she pulled me face down across her lap. It was obvious I wasn't in trouble, she was just toying with me.
She rested one hand on my pantied bottom and the other on my naked back. She began to playfully lecture me. She told me that I could run around in just panties or completely naked. But if she went to the trouble of dressing me, she expected me to remain dressed. She told me I'd need to ask her permission before changing or taking off my clothes.
I giggled and squirmed across her lap. I asked if she was going to spank me. While hooking her finger under my panties and slowly lowering them down my legs, Bessie whispered, "Yes I am."
With my panties below my knees, Bessie rubbed her big, warm hand over my butt cheeks. I whimpered softly and felt my penis throbbing hard against her lap. She must've felt it. It was small, but it was poking against her.
Bessie raised her hand off of my cheeks and asked if I was ready. I arched my back deeply and half-moaned, "Yes."
The sound her hand made slapping against my naked cheeks was far worse than it felt. To be perfectly honest, I thought it felt very nice. She raised her hand again and smacked my cheeks again. I squirmed on her lap, grinding my erection against her slacks. She spanked me three more times before announcing that I'd been sufficiently punished. I looked back up at her, arched my back deeply and asked if she was sure. I bit my lip and said I thought I deserved ten spanks.
She smiled down at me, "You are right. And you'll be spending the remainder of the evening naked. Do you understand me, young lady?"
I moaned, "Yes, I understand." Having her refer to me as a 'young lady' made my entire body flush and my penis throb wildly. And the idea of spending my first evening with Bessie completely naked was like a dream come true.
Bessie removed my slippers before sliding my panties off my legs. She left me laying across her lap naked. I felt desirable for the very first time in my life. Bessie was going to make me spend the evening in my bare skin. She wouldn't have suggested that if she didn't want to see me naked. I'd only been living with her for a few short hours. But in that time, she saw all the things I wanted but didn't know. She learned very quickly that I would prefer to wear girls clothes, to live in a girl's room, and even be naked around her. She knew all my conditions, how I'd been raised, and that I knew nothing about sex. But in her presence, I felt perfectly safe. I knew, next to my mother, there was no one who cared about me more.
Bessie gave me those five spanks just a tenderly as the first five. None of them hurt at all. Although my bottom did feel warm. When my spanking was officially finished, I rolled over with the intent of rolling off her lap. But before I rolled off her knees, she pulled me back onto her lap, this time I was face up with my back arched deeply. Bessie's fingers slid over my naked body and forced goosebumps to rise up. I whimpered softly when she neared my throbbing penis. I looked up at her with wide eyes and made a strange squeaky sound when she wrapped her first finger and thumb around my stiff penis.
Doctors and nurses had touched my penis but never had a normal person. I couldn't believe Bessie was really touching me there. Not only was she touching, but she was also rubbing up and down. I was struggling to breathe and my body was twitching wildly.
Bessie whispered down at me while slowly stroking my thin, short penis, "Young lady's should never have little erections. Sweetheart, whenever you get one of these, come to see me right away and we'll deal with it together. Do you understand?"
I squeaked, "Yes! Yes, I do! I promise!"
Bessie looked down into my eyes while continuing to play with my body. I like to believe I laid across her lap for hours. But in reality, it was a minute or less. My body began to tremble and I completely stopped breathing. My little balls popped inside my body and my toes curled up tightly. I thrashed about across her lap while she slowly and lovingly masturbated my little penis. The first pearly white rope of my cream reached above my nipples. The next three decreased in distance until the last one was a little blob that Bessie squeezed out from inside me.
Bessie let me lay there until the spasms and twitches had passed. She then helped me to my feet and quickly guided me down the hall to my bathroom. She sat on the toilet seat with me standing between her spread knees and used tissues to clean up the mess I'd made on myself.
I was naked in the bathroom with Bessie. She had just made me cum with her fingers. I'd asked to sleep in a very girly room and wear girly clothes. I had done so many things I was suddenly ashamed of. The post orgasm blues hit me like a truck. Big tears formed in my eyes and began rolling down my cheeks. I tried to tell Bessie that I was sorry for everything. I told her my mother could never find out. She would never understand. While sobbing wildly, I begged her to get my boy clothes.
Bessie didn't get my suitcases. She took me right back to the couch and I sat on her lap while she held me. I cried and imagined how my mother would react if she learned all that I'd done that day. It took some time, but I finally managed to calm down. And once I did, Bessie explained that sometimes after making me feel so good, I'd get ashamed of all sorts of things. It was natural for a special young lady to feel like that. She went on to tell me that those feelings passed pretty quickly.
I snuggled against her big soft body again. It was something I was quickly learning to love. Being held in her arms, on her lap was a magical place to be. When I'd fully recovered from my bout of shame, I saw my panties, slippers and nightie laying around the room. I bit my lip and bashfully asked if I could get dressed. Bessie chuckled and told me that my punishment wasn't over. I was going to spend the rest of the evening naked.
There was a long period of silence while we were both considering this relationship we'd begun. While I still sat upon her lap, she whispered, "I learned quite a lot about you during my conversation with your mother. She said you'd never had a girlfriend. So I'm assuming you've never been touched like I just touched you?"
I snuggled against her substantial body and said, "No, no one has ever touched me like that before."
She squeezed me against her, "You are so precious. Finley, I think the two of us are going to be very happy together." After a time, she asked, "When was the last time you ate? Would you like me to fix you a snack?"
I looked up into her eyes and answered, "Yes, please. I would like a snack."
She smiled and kissed my forehead, "I know it's early, but you've had a very exciting day. So after your snack, it'll be time for your bath. Do you need help bathing?"
My hips ground into her lap while I considered having Bessie help bathe me. When I spoke, my voice was a few octaves higher than usual. "Maybe... I think so... Yes. Yes, please."
Bessie smiled at me while resting her hand on my bare thigh, "Okay, but after your bath, we'll call your mother."
I shivered and began to panic. My mother couldn't find out about all that had happened since she'd left me with Bessie. She just couldn't! I tried to say something, but my words came out in a jumbled mess.
She hugged me tight and said, "Finley, Sweetheart, I'm sure you are usually very honest. But I believe while you're talking with your mother, you should pretend we've had a very normal day together. Over time, we can let her know some of the things that have happened today."
Biting my lower lip, I looked up into her eyes and whispered, "I think so too."
Bessie's hand slid up and down my thigh while she kissed my forehead again, "Sooner or later, we'll have to begin telling your mother what we've been up too. I'm sure she'll come to visit eventually. Wouldn't it be a shock for her to see you wearing a little dress and panties!"
I whimpered softly, "I'm afraid. I don't want her to ever know. Can't we keep this a secret? Just between us?"
She smiled, "We can for a little while. But we'll need to explain the room you're staying in and the clothes you prefer to wear eventually." She paused before finishing her thought, "Finley, on some level, I'm sure your mother already knows these things. A mother just knows things like this about her son."
After thinking about it for a few moments, I asked, "Do you really think so?"
Bessie replied, "After meeting your mother and all we've done since she left, I'm sure she knows. I don't believe you could hide this from her no matter how hard you tried." Her hand slid further up my thigh until she cupped my small penis in her large, warm palm. "Now let's get you that snack."
Bessie had me stand up and then took my hand. I instinctively covered my little penis with my free hand. She led me to her kitchen and I leaned against the counter while she prepared a fruit salad with grapes, apples, strawberries, and bananas. While she worked, she asked questions about my favorite meals and any foods I wasn't particularly fond of. It was a simple conversation, but it made me feel very comfortable and at home.
By the time my fruit salad was ready, I was no longer nervous about her seeing me naked. And I no longer hid behind my hands. My entire body was left out for her to see. And I loved the way her eyes drifted over my body. My little penis was very stiff when she took my hand and led me to the dining room table. She sat right beside me while I ate.
There were a few times when I thought she was going to take the fork from my hand and feed me. But she never did. As I swallowed the last grape, she took the fork and bowl and returned them to the kitchen while I followed along behind her.
She set the dishes in the sink before taking my hands and asking, "Are you ready for your bath, Sweetheart?"
Looking up into her eyes I squeaked, "Yes I am, Bessie!"
She glanced down to my stiff penis and one of her eyebrows popped up, "Already? Your little peenie is stiff again already?"
I giggled and covered it with my hands. "I can't help it! It just happens!"
She reached down and gently took my throbbing penis in her hand. "It's not a bad thing. I am going to love making you squirt several times each day. Remember, all you have to do is come to me whenever you get one of these pesky erections and I'll take care of it for you."
My voice cracked when I tried to speak. With my penis still being held in her hand, I said, "Thank you so much for letting me stay with you."
She released my penis, wrapped her arms around my body and embraced me tightly. "It's me who should be thanking you. I've lived alone for a very long time and haven't had anyone to take care of. I've really missed having someone else living here that would depend on me for their basic needs. Sweetheart, I am a very lucky woman to have your mother trust me with your well-being. I'm going to take such good care of you."
The embrace lasted a few more minutes before she released me. While holding my hands, she looked right into my eyes and said, "Now let's get you into the tub!" She kept hold of one hand while guiding me back to my bathroom.
She had me sit on the lid of the toilet while she knelt on the floor and filled the tub with steaming warm water. While the water level was rising, she turned to me and asked, "Bubbles?"
I giggled, nodded my head and said, "Yes, please!"
She retrieved a pink bottle from under the sink and poured several glugs into the bathwater near the faucet. Bubbles began to form quickly and before long the entire surface of the bathwater was covered with several inches of sweet-smelling bubbles.
After turning off the faucet, Bessie reached out in my direction. I took her offered hand and rose to my feet. It took me three steps to reach the tub. And while still holding her hand, I raised one leg and dipped my toes through the bubbles to the warm water below. When that foot met the bottom of the tub, I raised my other leg and fully stepped into the bathtub. Bessie took hold of both of my hands while I lowered my body bathwater.
Bessie spoke in a soft voice, "Sweetheart when you were living with your mother, did you take showers or baths?"
I smiled up at her and said, "I took showers. It has been a long time since I've taken a bath."
Bessie returned to the cabinet under the sink and retrieved a clean washcloth, a callous scraper and a new bar of soap in a pink wrapper. I nibbled on my lip while Bessie unwrapped the soap and announced, "In this home, you'll only take baths. And I'll bathe you at least once per day."
Looking up at her with my face surrounded by bubbles, I whispered, "Bessie, I think I'm going to love living with you."
She smiled while moistening the washcloth and then rubbing it against the new cake of soap. A perfumed scent from the soap filled the air and I became a little dizzy. And when she took hold of my wrist and began scrubbing my arm with the cloth, my bottom slid around in the tub. I hadn't had anyone give me a bath since I was little! And the way Bessie was casually washing me was incredibly arousing.
In a soft voice, Bessie said, "Give me your other arm." I quickly gave her my other wrist and she went right to work scrubbing it. I sat naked in the tub and enjoyed Bessie scrubbing me clean. She wasn't overly aggressive, but she was scrubbing my skin with enough force to ensure it got clean. After both arms were scrubbed and rinsed, she lathered the cloth with the cake of soap and told me to get on my knees and face away from her. She then scrubbed my neck, shoulders, armpits, and back. When she finished, I sunk back into the water to rinse myself off.
Bessie took a plastic cup from the cupboard under the sink and dipped it into the tub water. She laid a finger under my chin and gently lifted upward until I was looking straight up. She then poured the water over my hair. She repeated the process several times until my hair was sufficiently wet. Taking a bottle of perfumed shampoo from under the sink, she squirted the thick shampoo directly onto my hair. Using both of her hands, she scrubbed my hair and scalp with her fingernails. Goosebumps rose up all over my body and my penis throbbed while she worked. The suds eventually began to run down my face and fall over my body. When she was satisfied that my hair was clean, she used the plastic cup to rinse me off.
I knew what was next, and I rose up on my knees facing her. My very stiff penis was poking into the bubbles and wasn't at all visible. She took the sudsy cloth and scrubbed the front of my neck, my chest, and my stomach while humming a tune. The cloth got incredibly close to my desperate penis on a few occasions and I squealed out her name every time. And each time it happened, Bessie would ask, "What's wrong, Sweetie?"
I'd whimper back, "It touched my penis! And it is really exciting!"
She would go back to scrubbing my body and tell me, "Patience Sweetheart, we'll take care of that little thing when I'm done bathing you."
After my front, Bessie moved to the other end of the tub and scrubbed my legs. When she got to my feet, she scrubbed them with the cloth and then picked up the callous scraper. She was quite aggressive with that scraper. While she worked she said, "It won't take many baths before you'll be completely callous free. A boy as special as you shouldn't have any callouses. Not on your feet or your hands. No, callouses are a sign of hard work. And while you're living with me, you won't lift a finger."
I whimpered, "I can help with chores, Bessie."
She continued scrubbing and said, "No. I'll take care of everything. You'll just need to look as cute as possible and keep me company. Can you do that for me, Sweetie?"
I giggled and whispered, "Yes, I can!"
After finishing with my feet, Bessie had me stand up in the tub. She had me face away from her, spread my legs and rest my hands on the wall. She took her time working up a thick lather on the washcloth. When the suds were dripping down her arms, she laid the cloth over one hand and went to work scrubbing my upper legs, butt cheeks, and lower back. When she finished with those, easy-to-reach places, she went back and slipped the cloth between my cheeks. The feeling of that soft cloth with her rigid finger beneath it, grazing against my wrinkled hole, was unlike anything I'd felt before. My penis wasn't throbbing, it was remaining perfectly stiff. Goosebumps had risen all over my body and my toes and curled into little knots.
She paused at one point and pressed her finger against my hole. In a husky voice, she asked, "Does that feel good, Sweetie?"
My voice cracked when I said, "Yes! It feels really, really good!"
"I'm really glad to hear that. Sweetie, we can have lots of fun while playing with this cute little button!"
Bessie pressed against my little hole a few more times before removing her hands and dipping the cloth into the bathwater. I stood right where I was, breathing heavily and trying not to squirt. She took the cake of soap and worked the cloth into another thick lather.
She then spoke in a very soft voice, "I need you to turn around, Princess."
I slowly turned around to face her with my back against the wall. My very stiff penis was pointing at the ceiling and frosted with bubbles from the bathwater. Bessie sat there looking at me for several moments. "Oh my goodness. You are a very horny girl, aren't you? You poor thing. Do you want me to make you squirt now?"
I squeaked in a very high pitch, "Yes please!" My hips were squirming around from side to side. My penis was so stiff and swollen. I had never needed to squirt so badly in my entire life.
Bessie reached up with the washcloth and took my anxious penis in her grasp. She didn't move it at all. She simply held my little penis in the washcloth.



In a squeaky voice, I exclaimed, "Bessie!!"
She smiled up at me, "What's wrong, Sweetheart?"
My chest was heaving and my muscles were quickly tightening up, "I'm, I'm going to cum!!"
Still smiling, "I know you are Finley. You're going to squirt out all your juices into my washcloth."
In a loud squeal, "BESSIE!!" And then it happened. Every muscle in my body went completely taut. My little balls were pulled up inside my body and my jaw clenched tightly shut. My legs felt like they were turning to jelly as my penis erupted into the washcloth. Before the second squirt left my penis, I squealed out her name again, "BESSIE!!" The muscles in my stomach tightened and my whole body began to spasm while the third squirt blasted into the soft, sudsy washcloth Bessie held in her hand.
As my orgasm was coming to an end, Bessie began to slowly stroke my penis up and down. The feelings of her actions were extremely intense. My penis was super sensitive and that soft washcloth was sending electric shocks through my body. She only did it a few times and then slowly slid her hand off my penis while pressing against the bottom of it, squeezing out the last drips.
When my penis bobbed out of the washcloth, Bessie looked up at me while opening the yellow washcloth, exposing the creamy mess I made inside of it. She glanced down at the washcloth and then up at me, "Did that feel good, Sweetheart?"
I leaned back against the wall, in a weak voice I uttered, "Yes. Thank you, Bessie."
She smiled while setting the washcloth aside. "There is no need to thank me. I promised your mother I would take care of you, and that is exactly what I'm going to do."
I bit my lower lip and a shiver a shame ran through my body at the mention of my mother. Bessie must've sensed how I was feeling and said, "Well, let's get you dried off so we can go make that call. I'm sure your mother is anxious to hear how we've been getting along."
Bessie's knees cracked when she stood up from the bathroom floor. She said something about getting old, but I wasn't really paying attention. Because when she leaned forward to stand up, I got a peek down her blouse to the wonderland between her gigantic breasts. I blushed when she looked up and caught me peeking. In a soft voice, I whispered, "I'm sorry."
She smiled while sitting down on the toilet seat and taking a large, fluffy yellow towel from the rack. "Sweetie, you don't need to be embarrassed. I know gentle boys, such as yourself, are curious about breasts. Have you ever seen boobs before?"
In that same soft voice, I whispered, "No. Not ever."
After stepping from the tub and standing between her spread knees, Bessie had me lean down so she could dry my hair. She then told me to raise my arms so she could dry my upper body. She moved to my lower body and after drying off my bottom, she reached around a patted my penis dry. "You are absolutely innocent and I think that is a very special thing to be. Your mother did a very good job of protecting you from all the things a gentle boy should be protected from."
Biting my lip, I turned to face her once again. I braced myself against the wall while she finished drying my legs and feet. "Do you know I thought when I moved away from my mother, I would become independent and start to take care of myself. I imagined I would be in my own apartment, living all by myself. But now that I'm here with you, I know I don't ever want to live all alone."
"Sweetheart, you need to have someone take care of you. Both your mother and I know this." She hung up the towel and took my hands in hers. I stood naked in front of her, fresh from the bath. She looked up into my eyes and said, "Finley, you shouldn't be ashamed that you need to be cared for. And you shouldn't be ashamed that you want to experiment with wearing girl's clothes. I think those things make you more special than anyone I've ever met before."
Her words touched me, but also embarrassed me. So I tried to subtly change the subject. My voice was squeaky when I spoke, "Bessie, may I please put something on before we call my mother?"
She playfully smiled and said, "No you may not. You were half naked when I came in from the garage earlier. And because of that, you received a spanking, which I think we both enjoyed. And I forbid you from wearing clothing for the rest of the evening. Before I tuck you into bed, we'll put you back in your nightie and panties. But not before then." Those words went straight to my little penis, which was slowly becoming erect for the third time since my mother had left me in Bessie's care.
Bessie stood up from the toilet seat, took my hand and guided me in front of the mirror. She got a comb from a drawer beside the sink and quickly styled my hair in an androgynous manner. She replaced the comb in the drawer and with her hands on my hips, said, "Chloe's make-up and perfume are quite old. We'll need to go shopping and pick you up all be beauty items a young lady needs. The ladies at the department store make-up counter are going to love you!"
I squirmed my hips under her touch. The concept of being taken out in public for the purpose of buying make-up and perfume for me was terribly arousing!
Bessie took my hand back in hers and slowly led me back to the living room. She sat down in the middle of the couch and pulled me onto her lap. Without a word, she reached over and picked up the corded phone from the end table. Taking the receiver from the base, she had me recite my mother's number while she dialed. She held the phone in the crook of her neck and wrapped her large, warm arms around my naked body while she waited for my mother to answer.
Mother picked-up on the third ring and Bessie greeted her by her first name, Margaret. The two of them briefly chatted about mother's drive home. I was close enough that I could hear everything my mother said. It wasn't long before mother asked, "How is my Finley? Has he been okay since I left? I swear I cried most of the way home!"
Bessie answered, "Margaret, your boy is a little sweetheart! After you left, he was emotional for a short while, but I held him on my lap until he calmed down."
My mother said, "I just knew I'd chosen the right person for Finley to live with. Thank you."
Bessie's hands caressed my naked body while saying, "We got his things moved into his room. He only had those two suitcases, there weren't many clothes at all. I believe he is about the same size as my Chloe. As his mother, how would you feel about him wearing some of her shorts and things?"
Mother's voice sounded warm and happy, "If Finley is okay wearing girl's shorts, I don't have a problem with it either. I'm sure he'd appreciate a larger wardrobe. I always struggled to find boy's clothes that would fit his figure."
Bessie smiled while dragging her finger along the length of my penis, "I'm sure you did." She continued to tease my penis with her fingernail and I had to cover my mouth to keep from making noise. "He's already had his bath and is in his pajamas. I thought to put him to bed at nine o'clock. Is that his usual bedtime?"
Mother laughed. "He had a bath?"
Bessie looped her finger and thumb around my dainty penis and began to slowly stroke up and down. "Of course. Did he take his baths in the morning while living with you?"
Mother continued to laugh, "Actually, he has taken showers for years."
"Well, he didn't complain at all. And I did pop my head in to check on him a few times. He seemed to be enjoying himself. I hope you don't mind. I would never have forgiven myself if he had drowned!"
Mother replied, "No, I don't mind at all. But I can't speak for Finley. Did he look embarrassed when you checked on him?"
Bessie continued to tease my little penis, "Not in the least. Before he got out of the tub, he called me into the room to get him a towel. He was so cute trying to hide his privates beneath his hands."
Mother said, "He can be a bit helpless at times. I hope he isn't too much of a bother."
Bessie released my penis and said, "Well, let me get him for you. I know he's dying to talk to you." She moved the phone away from her ear and called out, "Finley Honey, your Mother is on the phone!"
She waited a few moments before handing me the phone. "Hello?"
"Hello, Sweetie. I hear you've been having a good time with Bessie."
Bessie was dragging her fingernail up and down along my naked and erect penis. I struggled to keep my voice normal, "Yes I have. I think I'm going to really like living here."
"Bessie told me you took a bath. I didn't know you liked taking baths."
I blushed and my back arched while Bessie brought my level of arousal to a peak. "I I I didn't know how much I liked them until today."
"Has Bessie mentioned anything about a bedtime to you? She said she planned on tucking you in at nine o'clock."
I tried to calmly say, "She did say something about a bedtime. And I'm okay with going to bed at nine. It's kinda early, but it's okay."
"Um, Finley, Bessie also said you were in your pajamas. I didn't pack you any pajamas. You've been sleeping in your underpants for a very long time."
Bessie's fingertip began caressing the special place just below the neck of my very excited penis. I bit my lip hard and tried to calm down before saying, "That's what I'm wearing."
Mother's voice sounded concerned, "Underpants? You're wearing underpants in front of Bessie?"
I bit my lip again. I hated to lie to my mother. It didn't feel right at all. "It was either my underpants or a nightgown that Bessie's daughter Chloe used to wear. Should I go put that on instead?"
"Perhaps you should Sweetie. I'm not sure how I feel about you in only your underpants in front of Bessie. You don't want to make her feel uncomfortable."
I paused to catch my breath before answering, "Okay mom. I'll tell Bessie I want to wear Chloe's nightgown. Um, you don't think it's weird that I'll be wearing girl's clothes, do you?"
"Not at all Finley. You know how difficult it has been to find clothes that fit you. Bessie told me earlier that Chloe had some shorts and other things you may want to wear too."
I arched my back while Bessie continued to tease my inexperienced body, "I'm glad you said that. I've seen some of her clothes. And I sort of want to.. I mean... Well, what I'm trying to say is that..."
Mother interrupted, "Finley, it's okay. Wear whatever you feel comfortable in."
I whimpered softly, "Thanks, mom."
"Well Sweetheart, it's almost nine o'clock. You should be heading to bed. You don't want to upset Bessie on your first night there."
I looked up into Bessie's eyes while squirming on her lap, "I suppose so. I love you, mom."
"I love you too Finley. We'll talk again tomorrow. Good night."
"Good night mom."
And Bessie hung up the phone. She looked down upon my naked body and could tell how desperate I was for my next orgasm. But she didn't touch me.
"That was easy enough. Now your mother knows many of the things you were worried about her discovering. Baths, girls clothes, and even me seeing you naked. Do you feel better now Finley?"
I moaned, "Yes. I've never lied to her before and I couldn't stand it. I had to tell her some of the things we've done."
Bessie said, "I'm glad. I want you to be happy and comfortable." She sat up and helped me to my feet. "Finley, your mother was right. It is almost nine o'clock. And I wasn't kidding about your bedtime. Let's get you back into your panties and nightie and tucked into bed."
I whined, "But Bessie! I'm 22 years old! I'm too old to have a bedtime!"
She frowned at me, "Young lady, I don't care how old you are. When I say it's time for you to go to bed, you will go to bed! Do you understand me?"
Her tone frightened me and I quickly squeaked, "Yes, I understand Bessie."
She stood up and looked down into my eyes and asked, "Are you sure? Or am I going to need to give you another spanking?" Her frown slowly turned into a smile while uttering those words.
I stepped closer to her until the tip of my penis touched her thigh. Looking up into her eyes, "I definitely deserve another spanking!"
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Sitting in Samantha's car outside of the theater, my entire body shuddered when she reached into the back seat and brought forth a plain white t-shirt and white flip-flops. She laid them on the seat between us, smiled wickedly and whispered, "Karter, you know what to do. Change into these things."
She was right, I knew exactly what she had in mind. Without a word, I slowly began to take every thread of clothing I wore off of my body. When I sat naked in the passenger's seat, she giggled how much she loved to see me hairless and naked. I slipped on the flip-flops and pulled the t-shirt over my body. Thankfully the shirt was long enough to rest on my upper thighs, keeping my little, pale penis hidden.
My relationship with Samantha had always been unusual. We were more like best friends than boyfriend/girlfriend. But on occasion, Samatha would make a pass at me. She had kissed me, touched me and even made me squirt with her fingers. And in return, she had me finger and lick her to orgasm. I suppose we were 'friends with benefits'. But I never would have dared to make an advance toward her. I didn't have the courage and that wasn't the way we were. Samantha was the one to decide when we went beyond friendship and when we didn't.
Early in our relationship, I'd been coerced into confessing a desire to expose my body. Samantha thought it was adorable and immediately made a rule that I would be naked whenever I visited her home. She loved how I'd blush and cover myself even when it was just the two of us. Within a few months, she'd asked me to move out of my dingy apartment and into the spare room in her home. I agreed quickly and was soon spending the vast majority of my time naked. As weeks went by, my nudity in front of her became routine and lost its erotic edge.
Samantha sensed this too and one weekend, she took my hand and led me naked into her backyard. It was the middle of the day on a Saturday and there were no fences separating the yards! She put me to work weeding a small flowerbed that she kept. I couldn't stop myself from looking around nervously. I counted six houses that would have a clear view of me if they happened to look outside. I can't remember ever being so horny before! Samantha noticed it too and when she reached to touch my penis, it nearly squirted right there in the backyard! No one ever stepped outside that day. But the danger of being seen by one of her neighbors made me want to expose myself all the more.
Sometime after that, Samantha suggested I shave off my body hair. She convinced me that I'd feel even more naked without the hair to hide behind. With her help, we removed every single hair below my eyelashes. When the deed was done, she took me into the living room and sat on her chair. I stood in front of her while she rubbed me down with a sweet-smelling lotion and continually said things like, "You look absolutely precious without any body hair!" and "Oh Karter, we should have done this a long time ago. I love your pale, little body when it's smooth!"
She brought me off with her fingers that night while I stood before her completely naked and hairless. And just before I let go into her hand, Samantha promised to find as many ways as she could to safely expose my perfect little body to other people besides just her. She promised to keep me horny and blushing for the foreseeable future.
I don't know if it was the tone of her voice, the words she spoke or the fact that I was stripped of all my body hair, but I suddenly felt the difference in our ages more than ever. Samantha was nine years older than me. On top of that, she stood five inches taller and outweighed me by more than seventy pounds. She was a truly beautiful woman. With her perfectly styled brown hair, big brown eyes, broad shoulders and wide hips, she was more like my mother than I cared to admit.
Simply walking around the house with nothing on, not even a hair to hide behind, was blissful. I knew I should have been ashamed of myself, but I couldn't bring myself to feel that way. Every time I passed Samantha, she reached out and brushed her fingers across my penis causing it to jump to attention. She kept me horny all day long, and sometimes she'd have me wait several days before permitting relief.
And now, here I sat in a t-shirt and flip-flops about to enter a movie theater and watch a romantic comedy. Thankfully it was the latest showing at 10:30 pm. The parking lot wasn't full, but there were several dozen cars. Samantha left the car and walked to my side. She opened my door and held out her hand. I reached up and took it. Holding her hand gave me the courage I'd need to go through with this.
Hearing the flip-flopping of my shoes as we neared the doors to the theater, knowing I only wore a t-shirt and nothing else, it was incredibly emotional. I was scared, excited, ashamed of myself, nervous and above all, aroused. Just before Samantha opened the door for me, she whispered, "Let's hope you don't get a little woody before we get to our seats." My hands shot forward and I laced my fingers together in front of myself.
There were only a few couples in front of us in line. As we approached the window, goosebumps covered my entire body. I hid behind Samantha while she bought our tickets. With our tickets, Samantha reached down and took my hand again. I used my free hand to shield the bump my penis was making. She led the way into the brightly lit lobby and I felt more exposed than ever before. We stopped near the concession stand and Samantha handed me a $20 bill. She told me she wanted two bottles of water. I looked up at her, biting my lower lip, hoping she wouldn't make me talk to anyone.
Samantha shooed me away with her fingers and smiled. I took the thirteen steps to the counter and ordered the water from the girl behind the counter. She appeared to be about my age and didn't really seem too interested in what I was wearing. I felt Samantha move in behind me when the girl turned to get the bottles from the refrigerator. Just when the girl turned back to face me, Samantha slid her hand up under my t-shirt and began fondling my bare butt! I know I blushed like crazy when the girl told me how much I owed. I quickly slid the twenty dollar bill across the counter. When she moved to the register to make change, Samantha slipped a finger between my cheeks and pressed against my little wrinkled hole! I couldn't stop myself from making a high pitched noise. When the girl turned back with my change, I saw her look at Samantha and follow her arm down to my butt. She smiled a knowing smile, handed me the change and told us to enjoy our movie.
Samantha took the change from the girl and put it in her pocket. Samantha had me carry both water bottles which kept both of my hands busy. With her hand on my lower back, we walked to the older gentleman taking tickets. Samantha handed him our tickets, he looked me up and down while tearing them in half. Glancing to Samantha, he told her our movie was in theater #3. I felt his stare on my backside while we walked away from him.
When we stepped into the theater, we learned the previews were already playing. We stood near the door and waited for our eyes to adjust to the darkness. From where we stood, the seats of the theater were hidden behind a wall. Still holding both water bottles, Samantha moved behind me and slowly began to lift the t-shirt I wore. She whispered in my ear, "Karter, Baby, would you rather I take this shirt off right here and throw it into this nasty trashcan? Or would you prefer to have me soak that t-shirt with those two bottles of ice cold water once we find a seat." She had my t-shirt up to nipple level and I was squirming around, not even realizing I could drop the water bottles. After licking my earlobe, she whispered, "Either way, you'll be leaving this theater wearing only those flip-flops." I whimpered softly when she pulled the t-shirt up even higher. "Who knows, maybe I'll have you walk alongside the car for a few blocks on the drive home? Does that sound like fun?"
She knew me too well. She was pushing all my buttons. Everything she was proposing fell in line with some of the many fantasies I'd confessed to her over the course of our relationship. She knew I wanted everything she said. She also knew I'd never do any of those things alone. I needed her to press me into them. And that is exactly what she was doing.
I didn't respond, I couldn't. I lifted my arms all the way up and she quickly pulled my shirt up and over my head. Without a moment's hesitation, she dropped the shirt into a nearby trashcan filled with soda cups, greasy popcorn tubs, and candy wrappers. To be sure it was unusable, she picked up a half-full cup of soda from the trash and poured it all over my shirt. I stood there in the dark, still holding those water bottles, naked and shivering.
Laying her hand on my back, she guided me down the aisle along the side of the theater. She had me wait while peeking around the corner at the crowd. She came back with a broad smile on her face. She told me there were about 4 different couples scattered around the theater. Returning her hand to my lower back, she urged me forward into the theater lit only by the light from the previews playing. My eyes zeroed in on the clusters of people. No one even looked in our direction while making our way up the stairs. That is until we passed a couple sitting in about the middle of the theater about halfway back. The woman glanced in our direction and quickly returned her gaze to the screen. The only thing I could think of was that I was in Samantha's shadow. With her behind me, there was no direct lighting falling on my body.
There were people in the very back row, so we chose seats about 4 rows from the back. I heard whispering from that back row when we made our way to the middle seats. They had to have seen my silhouette and must've known I was naked! A shiver shot up my spine just as my bare bottom sat on the theater seat.
Once we were both seated, Samantha reached over and rested her warm hand on the inside of my thigh. I glanced around the theater nervously. I honestly expected someone to get a manager and have me thrown out or arrested! But no one stood up or seemed to notice I was completely naked. As I began to settle down and try to concentrate on the movie, Samantha leaned over, licked my earlobe and cupped my rigid, 4-inch erection in her warm, soft palm.
Her lips brushed against my ear while she whispered, "Baby, you can put those water bottles down. You don't need to hold them any longer."
I hadn't realized I still held them in my hands. I leaned forward and set them on the floor. While I was bent over, Samantha slipped her hand under my bare butt and tapped my balloon knot of a hole with her finger. Electric shocks erupted through my body and I quickly sat back upright. Samantha had a huge grin on her face when I looked over at her. She leaned close and in a very soft whisper, she asked if I had ever been so horny before. I looked at her with desperation in my eyes and slowly shook my head from side to side.
She kissed me gently then took my hand and set it on her thigh. She unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans. Then taking my hand, she guided it under her panties until my fingertips met her thick pubic bush. Slipping my hand down farther, her swollen clit bumped my fingertip and she stifled a moan. Moving my hand even lower, her engorged lips were already peeled apart. Her panties were moist and swampy. She was just as horny as I was. I began to draw lazy circles around her Peanut-M&M-sized clit.
She leaned close to me and bit my earlobe. In a graveley whisper, she moaned, "Baby, I know we just got here. And I know how much you'd love to wait until the movie ends and the lights come on so everyone will see how cute you are, but I need your face between my thighs right now. We're leaving."
I sat there with my penis throbbing and leaking its excitement while Samantha closed her pants. She then attracted the attention of the couple behind us when she stood up and offered me her hand. I shivered with shame and arousal while she helped me stand up. Before we took a step, she took me in her arms and kissed me with a passion that made my toes curl into knots. My hips thrust against her body while her tongue dove deep into my mouth. I nearly squirted right there in the theater.
The kiss ended and left me gasping for air. Samantha didn't waste a moment. She guided me to the aisle along the side of the theater. She positioned me against the rows of seats while she stood against the wall. I squeezed her hand tightly when she pulled me passed the short wall we hid behind earlier. She guided me toward the very front of the theater!
I'd never been so ashamed and frightened! As we turned across the very front of the theater, between the screen and the front row, it felt like everyone's eyes were on us and not the movie. When we stood in the middle of the front of the theater, Samantha paused and pulled me against her. Right there in front of all those people, Samantha kissed me again. Another toe-curling kiss that made goosebumps rise up over my blushing body.
Before that kiss broke apart, someone called out something we couldn't quite hear over the movie. But Samantha knew we'd pressed our luck. She took a firm hold on my hand and we darted toward the exit there at the front of the theater. The door flew open and the exterior lighting of the building cast a glow on my naked body. I shivered and felt my stiff penis throb and continue leaking its excitement. Samantha waved to the moviegoers as we stepped out into the night air and the door closed behind us.
She quickly dragged me around the building to where her car was parked. While flip-flopping toward the passenger door, she stopped me suddenly and told me she had an idea. Slipping her hands under my armpits, she helped to lift me onto the hood of her car. The metal was warm against my naked bottom. She had me kick off my flip-flops so I was completely naked. I thought she would help me to orgasm. But she had a different idea. She walked to the front of the car, looked back at me and told me to scoot over until I sat in the exact middle of the hood, leaning back against the windshield. When I was positioned where she wanted me, she made her way to the driver's door.
Before getting into the car, she leaned over and kissed me gently. In a raspy voice she said, "Karter, you are the sexiest boy I've ever known. Just hold on tight, I promise I'll drive slowly."
I whimpered softly, "But Samantha! I can't do this!"
She smiled warmly, leaned across the car and kissed me once more, "Yes you can Karter. I know you can. And I know you're going to love it too. I promise I'll let you back in the car after a few blocks." She then kissed me once more before climbing into the car behind the wheel and rolling down the window.
While I whined and tried to tell her I couldn't go through with it, I felt the car rumble and vibrate under my bare behind when she started the motor. I shivered and held onto the windshield wipers with every ounce of my strength. She put the car in gear and drove slowly along the side of the building toward the front parking lot. I moaned when the lights of the parking lot fell over my bare skin. My naked, hairless penis was throbbing and oozing its juices along its thin shaft. I was beyond horny. I needed to cum so badly! I wanted everyone to see me perched naked on the hood of Samantha's car, but I was also terrified anyone would see me! It was deliciously confusing.
She had to pause before merging onto the main street. And when she did, two cars passed by, both of them honked. There was no denying that whoever was in those cars had seen me naked and spread out on the hood of the car.
Samantha pulled out slowly and took the next left onto a back street. She drove along slowly, the street lights kept my naked form illuminated. After five or six blocks, I turned my head and tapped on the windshield, I really wanted to be let back into the car. But Samantha only smiled and shook her head at me. A total of twelve cars and two trucks passed us and responded by honking. There were 3 groups of pedestrians who witnessed my exposure and cheered me on.
She stuck to backstreets for most of the journey home. We did have to cross three larger streets, but the lights were green and we eased across the intersections without drawing too much attention. When we were 3 blocks from our home, Samantha stopped the car in the middle of the deserted street. She leaned out her window and informed me that I'd be walking the rest of the way.
I slithered off the hood and tried to sneak into the passenger door, but it was locked. She grinned at me and pointed down the street. Cracking the passenger window open, she told me to start walking. I covered my little erection with my hands and made my way toward the sidewalk. Samantha called out and told me to walk in the middle of the street, in the headlights of her car. She also told me to keep my hands at my sides.
I swallowed hard and dropped my hands to my sides. I then tiptoed on my bare feet. When standing in the headlights, I began to make my way down the street. There were lights on in a few of the houses. But the majority of them were dark. When I heard a dog bark nearby, it startled me and I quickly covered my still rigid penis with both hands. From behind me, Samantha leaned out and called to me. She told me to keep my hands at my sides or she would start honking the horn. My hands were at my sides before she finished talking. I started walking down the street again, but I couldn't move very quickly on my bare feet.
After I'd walked the first block without a soul seeing my naked body on the street, I got brave and turned to face Samantha's car in the middle of an intersection. Two of the four corners were equipped with street lights and I stood in the center of her car's headlights. I began to slowly grind my hips from side to side. And imagining music in my ears, I started dancing for Samantha. Being as sexy as I could, I lowered one hand, looping the first finger and thumb around my skinny, bald penis. After stroking myself once, Samantha flashed the headlights and told me to keep walking.
Turning away from her, I kept dancing as I walked. I felt like the sexiest, most desirable person alive. I danced my way down the next street and as I turned the corner onto the street our house was on, I shivered with shame. Most of the people who lived on this street knew me. We'd attended block parties. We'd gathered for celebrations at each other's homes. I knew these people and they knew me!
My bravery vanished and I struggled to keep my hands at my sides. I tiptoed down the street and as I approached the driveway of Mrs. Thomas, memories of the last New Years party came rushing back to my mind. Mrs. Thomas was a very substantial woman in her mid-fifties. At the party, she'd had a little too much to drink and cornered me in a vacant bedroom. She groped my body with her large hands while forcing a kiss upon me. She had me pinned against a wall and would've molested me if a man hadn't walked in to retrieve his coat from the pile on the bed. Mrs. Thomas held me close by her side for the rest of the party. Samantha thought it was cute and even teased me while the inebriated Mrs. Thomas stood beside me, groping and kissing me right in front of her!
Shortly after that night, Mrs. Thomas apologized to Samantha and I for her behavior. Samantha told her she didn't need to apologize. She told Mrs. Thomas that it was cute how well the two of us had gotten along. She went on to explain how much I'd enjoyed her attention during the party. Ever since that conversation, Mrs. Thomas greets me with a hug and a kiss. If Samantha isn't with me, she'll even slip me the tongue and fondle me through my clothes. I've shared all of this with Samantha, but she thinks it's cute that I have an admirer that is old enough to be my mother.



I paused while standing naked in the street right in front of Mrs. Thomas' home. Samantha slowed the car and then brought it to a halt directly behind me. The headlights lit up my nudity like a spotlight. Samantha was close enough that she didn't need to shout. She looked at the lit windows in her home. She told me it looked like Mrs. Thomas was still awake. I stood there silently for several moments. If there was one person I would feel completely safe with exposing my naked body too, it would be Mrs. Thomas. I knew for a fact she would love to see me in my birthday suit.
Samantha dimmed the headlights and called me back toward her car. I tiptoed back near the driver's side door. I stood between the car and Mrs. Thomas' home. Samantha asked if I wanted to go say hello. I nibbled on my lip while forcing myself to hold my hands behind my back. In a soft voice, I told her I did, but I couldn't just walk up there and knock on the door. Samantha's eyes wandered over my naked body, after a few moments a grin formed on her face. She had come up with a plan.
Samantha suggested I tell Mrs. Thomas that I'd locked myself out of the house and I was waiting for Samantha to come home from a night out with her friends and let me in.
A shiver shot up my spine and my penis jumped and throbbed. I whispered that it would probably work. Samantha told me she knew it would. But she told me not to do anything until she had driven the rest of the way home and parked the car. Before driving off and leaving me standing in front of Mrs. Thomas's home in my bare skin, Samantha told me to have fun.
I stood there watching Samantha drive away and didn't make a move until her headlights went out. Turning my attention back to Mrs. Thomas' home, I swallowed hard and began taking small steps toward her door. When I got close enough, I reached out and pushed the doorbell. I heard heavy footsteps approaching the door and then the porch light came on, casting my naked body in what felt like a spotlight.
I stared at the doorknob. When it turned and the door came open, I completely lost my breath. I felt as if I had been electrocuted. Every cell in my body was tingling and my stomach turned with shame. Mrs. Thomas was wearing slippers and a silky robe over her modest nightgown. Her immense breasts covered by so little material captured my attention. They rose and fell with each breath she took. And as her eyes zeroed in on my naked body with my very stiff penis being hidden behind my hands, I witnessed her thimble-sized nipples become stiff and jut out toward me.
In a deeper than normal voice, she asked, "Um, Karter, Sweetie, what happened to your clothes?"
I blushed and squirmed while standing on her doorstep. I was unable to look her in the eye. But I did stammer quickly, "I was just taking the trash out. I didn't mean to lock myself outside. Samantha is out with her friends and I don't know when she'll be home!"
She leaned against her door and said, "Oh my!" Her eyes were wandering over every inch of my exposed flesh. I felt so vulnerable and exposed.
Using every ounce of willpower, I slowly moved my hands away from my little erection and held them together behind my back. Blushing like crazy, I managed to look up into her eyes and say, "I didn't know where else to go. You're the only person I feel safe enough to come too."
Her eyes zeroed in on my throbbing erection and whispered, "Well I'm very happy to hear that. Sweetie, you can pop over here naked any time you'd like."
Standing there, blushing and rotating my hips from side to side while still holding my hands behind my back, I whispered in a soft voice, "Thank you, Mrs. Thomas. I knew you'd understand. I knew you'd be the only person to understand." I almost asked if she would invite me inside, but I stopped myself. I looked up at Mrs. Thomas and said, "I don't know if you remember or not. But we were interrupted at the last New Years party. You were kissing me, touching me and were well on your way to undressing me." My hand had slipped around and I began squeezing and stroking my erection on Mrs. Thomas' porch.
She watched me masturbate and moaned, "I was quite tipsy, but I do remember pieces of that night. And our time in the bedroom is something I'll never forget. But it's best that we were interrupted. If we hadn't been, I may have stripped you naked and done inappropriate things to you."
I looked into her eyes while still squeezing my penis between my fingers, "I think about that night a lot. I like to think what would have happened if we hadn't been interrupted."
She glanced up at my eyes and then her gaze drifted down to my fingers teasing my very excited penis. In a raspy whisper, she said, "I think about that encounter quite a bit too. I like to fantasize if I had my way with you that night, you'd now be living with me and not Samantha." She reached out and offered me her hand.
Biting my lower lip, I reached out and took her hand while she guided me into her home. As the door closed behind us, she kept hold of my hand and turned to face me. There was lust in her eyes. In that same raspy voice, she asked, "Would you like me to find you something to wear, Sweetheart?"
Biting my lower lip again, looking up into her eyes I answered, "No thank you. I'd like to stay naked, if that's okay with you."
She stepped closer to me, backing me against a wall. Her lips were so close to mine when she spoke, "I most definitely want to keep you naked."
A soft moan slipped through my lips when Mrs. Thomas stepped closer to me. So close that my desperate penis touched the material of her robe on her thigh. Between heavy breaths, she said, "Sweetheart, I think we should call Samantha and let her know what has happened. If you were mine, I'd be worried sick if I came home and you're weren't there."
I nodded my head slowly while shifting my hips forward so my penis made more contact with her robe-covered thigh. Very slowly, I began to slide my penis up and down on a small area of her leg. "I suppose that's a good idea. Would you call her for me? I think this will all sound better coming from you."
Mrs. Thomas leaned in so her lips brushed against mine while she spoke, "Of course, Sweetheart. I'll be happy to make that call."
I was so horny and feeling so naughty, I nearly squirted on her robe when Mrs. Thomas's lips met mine. Her considerable arms circled my waist and pulled me against her soft, warm body. Her tongue entered my mouth and began a slow, erotic dance with my own. With my arms around her neck, one of her hands slinked down my back until she held my naked butt in her palm. I whimpered into her mouth while we continued to kiss for several moments.
When our lips smacked apart, I giggled and said, "That is exactly how you kissed me last New Years Eve! Except you tasted like champagne and you were touching me over my clothes."
Her eyes focused on mine and in a perfectly serious voice, "And if we hadn't been interrupted, I would have stripped you naked, just like you are right now."
I couldn't maintain eye contact and glanced away quickly. But I did eventually look back into her eyes and whisper, "Well, I'm naked now."
Leaning in close enough for her lips to brush against mine while she spoke, "That you are, Karter. And you're even cuter than I imagined." She leaned back and her eyes wandered up and down my body before leaning in close, "I love your complete lack of body hair. It makes you look so innocent. Was that your idea, or Samantha's?"
My voice cracked when I said, "Samantha's. It was her idea. She has been helping to shave me once a week for almost a year. She likes me to be hairless."
Mrs. Thomas grinned down at me and whispered, "I'm sure she does. And I must say I like you without hair too."
There were a few seconds while we stood there looking into each other's eyes. My little penis was throbbing and I'm sure it was leaking onto her robe. I was terribly horny after all that I'd been through that night and being in her presence without a thing covering my naked and hairless body.
Mrs. Thomas soon offered me her hand once again and I took it in my mine. Just like Samantha, my hand looked tiny compared to Mrs. Thomas's. She led me to her living room and after sitting on a large, comfy chair, she pulled my naked and very horny body down across her lap. She rested one of her large, warm hands on my upper thigh while picking up her phone with the other. I leaned back against the armrest and snuggled against Mrs. Thomas's soft body.
After being prompted, I called out Samantha's cell number, digit-by-digit while Mrs. Thomas dialed. It took several rings, but Samantha eventually picked up. Being perched on Mrs. Thomas' broad lap, I was close enough to hear her voice over the phone. And the background noises I heard from Samantha's end of the call sounded like she was in her car. She really was going out with her friends.
"Hello Samantha, this is Deborah Thomas from down the street."
Until that moment, I had no idea what Mrs. Thomas's first name was. I smiled and nuzzled against her body while she spoke with Samantha on the phone.
Samantha responded, "Hello Deborah, is there something I can help you with?"
Mrs. Thomas's hand slid further up my thigh until the sides of her fingers were brushing against my little pouch of marbles. I squirmed on her lap and pushed myself against her touch. "Well Dear, I have just had a lovely surprise. Karter appeared on my doorstep."
"He did? Is he okay?" Samantha did a fantastic job of sounding concerned.
"Oh yes, he is fine. But he somehow locked himself out of your house."
Samantha chuckled, "He did the same thing last week. He can be so helpless at times. Is he being any trouble? I can come home right now if he is."
Mrs. Thomas grinned while laying her open palm over my rigid penis. "Oh no, not at all. You know how much I enjoy his company!"
Samantha quickly replied, "You two do have a very special relationship." She paused for a second or two before asking, "Deborah, what was Karter wearing when he arrived at your door?"
Mrs. Thomas left her hand over my penis and it throbbed against her palm. "That's the funny thing. He was naked and terribly embarrassed. I brought him inside and offered him something to wear right away."
Even though Samantha knew how badly Deborah wanted to get me naked, she sounded perfectly sincere when she said, "I'm so sorry you had to see him like that. This is going to sound terrible, but months ago, I learned that Karter liked the idea of people seeing him naked. After I learned that, I began to forbid him from wearing clothes while we're at home."
Mrs. Thomas silently kissed my forehead before saying, "For Heaven's sake, there is no need to apologize. If the boy wants to be seen naked, perhaps I should keep him that way until you pick him up later tonight."
Samantha quickly said, "I think that is a fantastic idea. And if you don't mind keeping an eye on him, I'll be in no hurry to rush home."
Her hand simply sat on top of my penis. It didn't move at all. But her soft, warm touch felt magical. "I don't mind watching over him at all. As a matter-of-fact, I'd be happy to watch him any time you need to go out with your friends. Just drop him off on your way out!"
Samantha giggled, "Are you offering to babysit him?"
Mrs. Thomas giggled too, "I suppose I am."
Samantha replied, "That is so nice of you. When I do go out, I always wind up leaving my friends much earlier than I would like too. Karter has never liked to be left alone for very long, especially at night."
Mrs. Thomas squeezed my stiff penis and asked Samantha, "Is the poor boy afraid of the dark?"
"He is afraid of the dark, but he is also afraid of being left alone at night. It all stems back to how his mother left in the middle of the night when he was just a child."
I bit my lower lip and snuggled back against Mrs. Thomas all the more. The story Samantha had shared about my mother was true. She snuck out of my life in the middle of the night when I was in the 2nd grade. Ever since that night, I've had trouble dealing with the dark and being left alone. Thankfully, Samantha thought my fears were cute and did her best to rarely leave me alone at night. But hearing her say that she always left her friends early because of me rang true. And realizing that made me feel terribly guilty.
Mrs. Thomas changed the hand she was holding the phone with so she could wrap her arm around my body. She embraced me warmly while saying, "Samantha, why don't you stay out as long as you'd like. Don't worry about Karter one little bit. I'll take good care of him. If you'd like, he could even stay the night and I'll bring him home in the morning."
"Deborah, you are a saint! I was just about to drop my girlfriends off at a new club that is supposed to have the best male strippers in the city."
Mrs. Thomas squeezed my body against hers, she knew I'd heard what had been said.
Samantha sounded truly excited, "If you're absolutely sure, I would love to take you up on your offer."
Mrs. Thomas smiled and said, "I'm very sure. And it is no trouble at all. I'll bring him to you in the morning after I've fed him breakfast."
Samantha replied, "If it's really no trouble. Would you mind keeping him until I call tomorrow? Knowing he's safely in your company, I may indulge a bit."
"I don't mind at all. I'll be happy to watch him anytime. Have a good time tonight and we'll see you tomorrow."
The call quickly came to an end. After setting the phone down on the end table, Mrs. Thomas wrapped both her arms around my body. Her lips brushed against my ear while she whispered, "Not only am I your official babysitter, I have Samantha's permission to keep you naked all night long."
I whimpered softly and moaned, "I heard."
Her lips continued to brush against my ear when she said, "I have a feeling I'll be babysitting you on a very regular basis. And now you'll not only be forbidden from wearing clothes at home, but you'll also be naked in my home as well."
I squirmed on her lap. "I'm really happy I came over here, Deborah." As her name left my lips, it felt odd and I immediately regretted using it.
"I'm very happy you knocked on my door too, Sweetheart. But I want you to continue calling me Mrs. Thomas. I am your babysitter after all."
I giggled softly and whispered, "Yes, Mrs. Thomas. I'm sorry, Mrs. Thomas."
She hugged me warmly and after glancing at the clock, said, "Karter, Sweetie, it's getting late. I think it's time we get ready for bed."
As I slid off her lap, I said, "If you say so. You are my babysitter." As the last word left my lips, I stood up in front of Mrs. Thomas. My skinny, four-inch erection was pointing at the ceiling and glistening with the excitement it had been leaking all night.
Mrs. Thomas sat there looking at me for a few moments before she too stood up. Dragging her fingernail along the underside of my overly stimulated penis, she asked, "Do you usually bathe in the mornings or evenings?"
A shiver of excitement shot to the very core of my body. "It depends. Sometimes I do it in the mornings and other times I do it at night."
Taking my hand in hers, she said, "I'm sure you'll sleep much better if you're squeaky clean." And she led me up the stairs to the second floor of her home. She guided me down the hall to the last door which turned out to be the master bedroom. The giant 4-poster King bed dominated the room. Although every piece of furniture was made of the same dark wood. The bed had a perfectly, snow-white comforter and at least a dozen pillows. The ornately carved, vertical columns on each corner of the bed were massive, bigger around than my thighs and nearly touched the ceiling. It was a bed suited for a queen.
The walls of her bedroom were painted a dark red, but textured with white to soften the color a little. The dressers and bedside tables were decorated with items an older woman have. Perfume bottles, old photographs, candles, and a large jewelry box. It was a very warm and romantic room.
But Mrs. Thomas guided me across the room into the master bathroom. That room was painted a soft green with white tile on the floor. After turning on a switch, the light fell from behind a partial wall. I was sent around that wall to find a very large, completely tiled, walk-in shower. On a small shelf were all the items one would expect to find in a mature woman's shower. To the side of that shelf was a built-in bench.
Mrs. Thomas sent me in to shower with a pat on my bottom. She told me she would check on me in a few minutes. So I adjusted the water and was soon trying to decide which shampoo to use when something happened that completely knocked the wind out of me. Mrs. Thomas came around that partial wall to join me in the shower and she was naked! She stood just out of the spray of water and let me look at her for several moments.
My mouth fell open and my penis throbbed wildly. Mrs. Thomas was an ample woman. Light blue veins could be seen through her pale skin on various parts of her body. Her shoulders were broad. Her enormous breasts were easily the size of cantaloupes and her dinner-plate sized nipples were angled slightly downward. Her belly rolled over but didn't come close to hiding her bushy, black forest of pubic hair. Her hips swelled out to balance her thick thighs. She was gorgeous.
After giving me enough time for my eyes to wander over her body several times, I whispered, "You're beautiful."
She smiled and stepped closer to me. She didn't hesitate to choose the most feminine and flowery scented shampoo from her collection. While filling her palm with the pink liquid, she smiled warmly at me and said, "Thank you, Sweetheart."
After working the shampoo into a thick lather between her hands, we switched places so she stood under the spray while she reached out and began to wash my hair. Her fingernails drug along my scalp and brought goosebumps up all over my body. I wanted to touch her. But it didn't feel like I should. So I stood there with my hands at my sides while she scrubbed my scalp.
Once my hair was covered by a mountain of suds and they began sliding down my face, she rinsed off her hands and picked up a bottle of equally feminine body wash. While keeping me out of the spray, she sat on the bench and began to wash my arms, shoulders, chest, and back. Still covered in suds, she had me brace myself against the wall while positioning one of my feet between her spread thighs. Through the suds oozing down my face, I got a brief look at her bushy pussy before I had to close my eyes to protect them from the soap.
Mrs. Thomas washed my toes, foot, shin, knee and up my thigh before switching to my other leg. She repeated that same process with my other leg, leaving me perfectly clean except for the ring around my hips.
In a raspy voice, Mrs. Thomas uttered, "Karter, Sweetheart, I am your babysitter, am I not?"
I blew bubbles from my lips before answering, "Yes, Mrs. Thomas."
Quickly peeking out from behind the bubbles I saw she began to slowly slide her hips closer to the edge of the bench. "As your babysitter, you must do as I say. I make all the rules, do I not?"
When I reached up to wipe the bubbles from my eyes, Mrs. Thomas stopped me. So I stood there with my eyes closed and said, "Yes, Mrs. Thomas. You make all the rules."
"You're such a good boy." Her voice changed then, it became firmer, more strict sounding, "Karter, get on your knees."
A soft moan slipped from my lips. And I didn't hesitate for a second before I slowly descended to my knees, right between her legs. Her fingers from both hands slid through my sudsy hair until she held my head in her hands. She then slowly pulled my face between her thick thighs. Her musky, pungent aroma filled my nose which caused my mouth to water, my penis to throb and the wrinkled hole between my cheeks to quiver and flex.



When my nose sunk into her pubic hair, I parted my lips and slid my tongue up between her swollen lips. When the tip of my tongue encountered her grape-sized clit, I sucked it into my mouth and tickled the tip of it with my tongue. She held my face firmly against her sex with her hands while I braced myself against her thick thighs.
While I made love to her with my tongue, Mrs. Thomas began to talk, "Sweetheart, I'm going to love babysitting you. I may have to talk to Samantha about going out with her friends more often. Maybe I can talk her into having you spend every weekend with me. Wouldn't that be nice, Karter?"
With my mouth concentrating on her pleasure, I could only mumble a reply. Her pussy was even bigger than Samantha's, my chin was sinking into her sex while I licked circles around her clit. The more of my face I used while eating her, the tighter she pulled me against her.
She groaned before saying, "Think of it, Karter, from Friday evening to Sunday evening, you'd be with here with me, running around my home naked." As she finished that thought, I felt her thighs squeeze against my head. Her fingers knotted up in my slippery, soapy hair and pulled my head even tighter against her sex. She began to slide my entire face up and down between her lips. From my forehead to my chin, from her clit to that space between her pussy and wrinkled hole. She was using all of me for her pleasure. And when she crested over her orgasm, it felt like my head was being crushed between her thighs. But I wasn't afraid, I knew this feeling, Samantha did the same thing when she came.
When her orgasm drew to an end, she released my head and let me fall back onto my butt under the spray of the shower. After the soap had cleared from my eyes, I saw her sitting on that bench. Her legs were still spread wide and her lips were peeled open like a flower. I could see her nugget of a clit still protruding between her lips and throbbing. Her massive breasts were resting on either side of her body and the nipples were crinkled up, stiff and poking out.
She was breathing heavily while she moaned, "Karter, Honey, that was the best orgasm I've had in a very long time."
I slid around on the shower floor until the water had rinsed my body free of bubbles. I sat there, facing her, leaning back on my hands, my legs bent and my feet flat on the floor. My knees were spread enough to display my very stiff and throbbing erection. I licked my lips while her eyes wandered over my body again. "I'm glad I could help."
"You are a good boy!" It took several moments, but she eventually, fully recovered from her orgasm. And when she did she said, "Now it's your turn to feel good, Sweetheart. Stand up for me."
I did as I'd been told, she was my babysitter. I had to do what she told me too!
"Good boy. Now turn away from me, spread your legs and bend forward."
Again, I did as I'd been told. Glancing over my shoulder, I watched Mrs. Thomas pour a very large amount of body wash onto my bottom. She remained sitting on that bench when she reached out and gently began rubbing down my cheeks and the crease between them with the soap. I was so horny, it felt like my feet left the ground. The feeling of her fingers teasing my wrinkled hole was incredibly arousing. She never penetrated me, but she did rub and tap on it. My back was arched deeply and I struggled to hold still, it felt so wonderful!
All of a sudden, one of her hands slid down between my legs and gently pulled my erection back toward her. As she pulled my erection straight down and then further back toward her, my back arched even more deeply. When my penis was pointed back at her, she stood up from the bench and used my erection like a handle to guide me under the water spray. When the last of the bubbles had been rinsed from my body she positioned my head directly under the water spray while my hips were well outside of its range.
Still holding my erection back between my legs, she knelt behind me on the shower floor. I tried to bend over like I was touching my toes, but my nose filled with water. So moved back until I was bent at my hips and looking straight down. I heard Mrs. Thomas say something, but the water falling on my head muffled the sounds.
Mrs. Thomas then leaned forward and placed my straining erection onto her tongue. She then reached out and held onto my thighs with both hands. I squealed and struggled to remain standing when she sucked more of my skinny penis into her mouth. When her nose bumped against my cheeks, my hands started freaking out. They were opening and closing all on their own. I rose up on my tiptoes and a strange, very high-pitched squeal left my lips. I had been desperately horny since I changed clothes in the movie theater parking lot earlier that night. It took only seconds of Mrs. Thomas's affection to get me off.
But having my erection pulled back so far, made my orgasm unlike any other I'd ever had. It felt like it was pinched off like a hose. Only when I rose up on my tip-toes and arched my back as deeply as possible did my penis squirt out its love into Mrs. Thomas's mouth. It was such a surreal feeling to have an orgasm in that position. And when she released my legs and let my penis slip from her lips, I found I was unable to stand and dropped to my knees. Mrs. Thomas turned me until I was facing her. She took my face in her hands and kissed me. As soon as my lips parted, she transferred the cum from her mouth to mine.
Until that moment, I'd only tasted a little bit of my cum before. Never had I had an entire mouthful before. And I was shocked at how much of it there was! It was a familiar salty, sweet, thick cream. It wasn't offensive, but just knowing what it was that was in my mouth made me squirm. While still being kissed, I had to swallow twice to get it all down.
When our lips parted, she rose to her feet, reached down, took my hands and helped me up. After adjusting the water to warm it up, she wrapped her arms around me and held me in her loving embrace. For the first time, my hands explored Mrs. Thomas's body. My fingertips traveled over the rolls and folds. I pressed myself against her body while we held each other.
After several gentle moments of being held, she excused herself and left me standing in the shower all alone. I adjusted the water to warm it up for the last time. I'd just finished making sure I rinsed off all the soap when she appeared at the entrance to the shower. She had already dried herself and was wearing her nightgown and robe. In her hands, she held a large, fluffy towel.
I spun around and turned off the water before tiptoeing into her open arms. She wrapped the towel around my body and quickly dried me off from head to toe. After hanging the towel on a nearby rack, she took my hand and lead me to the sink. While standing behind me, I watched in the huge mirror while she got a comb from a nearby drawer. She combed my hair with a severe part to the left.
I giggled, "That makes me look like a little boy!"
She returned the comb to the drawer and said, "Only a little boy needs a babysitter."
She gave me a quick hug before turning to a closet behind us both. She dug around in a few plastic containers before turning her attention back to me. In her hand, she held a brand new toothbrush. Without a word, she removed it from the box and applied a thick line of toothpaste.
She held the toothbrush in front of me, "Sweetheart, you can brush your teeth or I'll do it for you."
I giggled and squirmed back against her body, "You are my babysitter!"
I looked back at her in the mirror and opened my mouth. Mrs. Thomas smiled before laying one hand against my throat and slowly raising the toothbrush toward my mouth. I stood there staring into her eyes while she went to work and thoroughly brushed everywhere in my mouth. I did wind up gagging a few times when she was brushing the back of my tongue and the roof of my mouth. But other than that I found it very nice to have her brush my teeth for me.
After spitting and rinsing the excess paste from my mouth, Mrs. Thomas rinsed off my toothbrush and set it in the holder beside her own. In a soft voice she said, "We'll keep your toothbrush right there for the next time you visit."
She smiled and guided me into her bedroom. She led me to the side of the bed furthest from the door. After removing many of the pillows, she pulled down the covers and asked, "Sweetie, you need to say your prayers."
I looked up at her and said, "I haven't said prayers in a long time."
She patted my naked behind and said, "When you stay the night in my home, you will say your prayers when you wake in the morning, before every meal and before you go sleep. And if you stay with me on a Saturday night, you'll be coming to Mass with me on Sunday morning."
Mrs. Thomas and I knelt down beside her bed. After we said the Sign of the Cross while tapping our foreheads, stomachs and shoulders, she recited the Our Father. When that was complete, she asked if I had any special prayers. In a soft voice I said, "I'd like to make a special prayer for Samantha. And I'd like to make a special prayer for Mrs. Thomas too."
She leaned over and kissed my cheek before offering her own special prayers for everyone in the military, all the people who were sick or dying, the homeless and everyone without someone to love. The last special prayer she said was for me. She was thankful that I'd come into her life that evening and prayed I would be spending a lot more time with her. She finished our prayer by reciting the Our Father once more and ending with the Sign of the Cross.
We rose to our feet and she had me climb into her giant bed. She lovingly tucked me in and kissed my forehead. In a gentle, maternal tone she said, "I have a few things I need to take care of before I come to bed. Why don't you get comfy until I come join you. I'll only be in the bathroom. If you get frightened, just call out to me."
I sounded extremely whiney when I said, "Please hurry."
She kissed my forehead once again before promising she would. On her way out, she turned on the lamp on her side of the bed. She then turned off the big light on the ceiling. I snuggled up under the covers while she returned to the bathroom.
It had been a very long and exciting day. So much had happened and it must've worn me out. Because the next thing I remember is briefly waking up when Mrs. Thomas joined me in bed. The room was dark. I could smell the toothpaste on her breath and feel her body against mine with only her nightgown separating us. I snuggled back into her arms when she spooned me from behind. In a soft voice, she said, "Goodnight Honey. Have sweet dreams." She kissed my cheek before saying, "I love you."
I whispered back, "I love you too."
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The days passed incredibly slowly after my meeting with Aunt Pamela. She dominated my dreams and fantasies. She often crossed my mind while in class and I would wind up with an erection and squirming in my seat with the memory of the spanking she'd given me and the reward I'd earned afterward. Thankfully, my erection was small enough it remained unnoticed even under snug fitting pants.
Aunt Pamela was a wonderful woman who accepted me for the insecure, bashful and petite boy that I was. More importantly, she loved my skinny, 3-inch penis. Being more than twice my age and substantially larger than my 5'4" stature, she was the maternal figure I'd always dreamed of having.
Over the weekend, I walked by her house more than a dozen times. I hoped she would be outside and after seeing me, invite me back into her home. I was tempted to knock on her door. But I knew she wasn't the type of lady who appreciated unannounced guests. So I struggled to be patient while waiting for my next appointment with her.
Since my visit, I'd managed to keep the promise I'd made. I removed every shred of clothing before I began masturbating. And before I even touched my little penis, I began chanting the words I knew by heart. "Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis." Thankfully I didn't have a roommate and was able to strip naked and touch myself several times a day.
When Tuesday finally arrived and I'd gotten out of my 11:00 am class, I rushed to my room and took an extra-long shower. I scrubbed every inch of my body twice, wanting to be perfectly clean for my time with Aunt Pamela. After I'd dried myself off, I pulled on my cleanest, whitest underpants and tried on a few different pairs of pants. None of them seemed appropriate. I was just about to put on the same khaki's I'd worn during my last visit when I remembered a pair of shorts my Grand-Mother had bought for me. I pulled them out from the very bottom of my drawer and knew that Aunt Pamela was going to love them.
The shorts were a light, blue color. They were much shorter than the style other boys were wearing, the inseam was only an inch. They were made from stretchy velvet and fit snugly, so much so, that I had to go without underwear. They had no pockets and zipped up in the back. After wiggling into the shorts, I put on my favorite white, button-up shirt and tucked that into my shorts. I couldn't wear socks with such short-shorts, so I slipped my bare feet into my brown leather, boat shoes. Without back pockets, I couldn't take my wallet. Instead, I slipped the keycard to my room, which was also my school ID, into my shoe beneath my foot.
As I laid my hand on my doorknob, I realized I'd have to walk out of my dorm and across campus wearing the outfit I had on. I looked like a sissy in the little blue shorts. Fellow students would see me. I knew they would whisper to each other as I passed. Some of them may even call me names to my face. But I already knew one thing for sure, Aunt Pamela was the only person who could ever love me.
While thinking only of Aunt Pamela, I turned the knob and left the safety of my dorm room. I kept my chin lowered while I descended the stairs and left my building. I felt people stare at me when I stepped outside. I saw people whisper to each other while looking in my direction. It was so embarrassing. But I kept my chin lowered and watched my feet move along the sidewalk. I walked as quickly as I could, which I later realized made my butt wiggle even more than usual. But I didn't slow down, I wanted to get away from everyone and to Aunt Pamela's home as quickly as possible. In my head I chanted the phrase I found so soothing, "Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
I eventually left the campus grounds and continued to walk quickly along the public streets until I stood in front of Aunt Pamela's home. My little penis throbbed under my shorts as I continued toward her door. I'd been aching to visit Aunt Pamela for an entire week. I masturbated dozens of times while recalling all that had occurred in her home. Every time I masturbated, I chanted the magical words, "Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis." The more often I recited that phrase, the more I accepted it as my destiny.
Before I knocked on her door, I double checked my appearance. Aunt Pamela had made it perfectly clear that she insisted her 'boys' be clean and well dressed, hygiene was of utmost importance. While standing on her doorstep, I ran my fingers through my hair, pulled my shorts up so they hugged my body like a second skin and tucked my shirt in tightly. When I reached up and pressed the doorbell, my little penis throbbed hard and my butt cheeks clenched together while my little hole tingled wildly.
I stood on her doorstep for only a few seconds before I heard her heavy footsteps approaching. The door opened quickly and there stood Aunt Pamela looking as radiant as ever. Her heavily graying hair looked like she'd just come from a salon. She was wearing black slacks that were stretched over her wide hips and thick thighs. I could make out the lacey trim of her enormous white bra beneath the white silk blouse she was wearing. And on her feet, she wore shiny black flats.
Aunt Pamela stood there for several moments looking at me before saying, "Oh my goodness! Sweetie, you look adorable! I love your little shorts!"
I smiled and slowly turned around on my toes. When I turned back to face her, I said, "I hoped you'd like them. They were a gift from my Grand-Mother."
Her eyes continued to wander up and down my body while I stood on her doorstep. "It looks like your Grand-Mother and I have similar ideas on how a boy should be dressed." Reaching out, she took my hand and invited me inside. As soon as the door was shut behind me, Aunt Pamela wrapped her arms around my body and pulled me into a loving embrace.
After kissing me on the forehead, she took my hand and led me to the couch in her living room. While she took a seat, she said, "Sweetheart, I can't get over how adorable you look! Why don't you stand in the center of my rug while we chat, I want to be able to look at you!"
I giggled and squirmed while I stepped onto the rug, right in front of the couch. After turning back to face her, I couldn't stop myself from giving my little penis a squeeze. "I am really glad you like how I'm dressed. I hoped you'd like it, but I was worried you wouldn't." I lowered my gaze to look at my feet before uttering, "I know I look like a sissy."
She smiled while her eyes continued to wander up and down my body. "You are simply precious! The reason I like your outfit so much is that you look like a sissy. You're not dressed in normal clothes pretending to be a normal boy. No, you're dressed appropriately wearing clothes suited for a sweet little sissy."
I whimpered softly while my penis throbbed under my shorts and my back arched. I was at a loss for words.
"Leslie, let's hope you didn't earn yourself a spanking this week. If you did, those shorts won't be able to hide the evidence of your punishment. The bottoms of your cheeks peek out and anyone who looks will know that you're a naughty little sissy."
Reaching back and laid my hands on the exposed flesh of my cheeks. I smiled weakly while saying, "I had a quiz in my Chemistry class and I got a perfect score. That was the only new grade for the whole week."
Rising up from the couch, she said, "We'll see about that." She then took my hand and led me toward a desk in the corner of the room. She sat on the chair and had me sit on her knee and wrapped her arm around my narrow waist. After starting her laptop, she opened the browser and clicked a link to the student log-in for my college. Aunt Pamela watched me log into my account, taking note of my password. It was obvious she was familiar with the school's website because she then maneuvered to the page with my grades with ease. After learning I had been honest about my Chemistry grade, she went on to check all my other classes.
In a soft voice, I said, "Aunt Pamela, I need to tell you something. I considered getting a poor grade on my Chemistry quiz on purpose."
She looked away from the laptop and into my eyes. In a gentle voice, she asked, "Baby, why would you even think about doing that?"
"Well, I wasn't sure if you'd send me away if I didn't need to be punished. And I really wanted to spend time with you."
Aunt Pamela kept one arm wrapped around my waist while moving the other hand to gently cup my erection. "Sweetheart, naughty boys get punished. Well-behaved boys get rewarded. And well-behaved sissy boys who arrive on my doorstep in tiny shorts earn an extra special reward."
I giggled and squirmed on her knee, pressing my stiff little erection up into her palm. "I'm glad I did my best on that quiz!"
"Me too, Sweetie." She gently patted my throbbing erection with her palm. "Now, when you were here last, you made a promise. Do you remember what that promise was?"
Biting my lower lip, I felt myself blush while admitting that I did remember the promise and before she could ask, I said, "And I kept that promise. Every time I played with myself, I was completely naked. And while I touched myself, I chanted, 'Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis.'" I watched her smile before continuing, "All week long, whenever I got nervous or felt out of place, I chanted that phrase and it made me feel better. I chanted it the whole way here. Lots of people were laughing at me and my shorts while I walked. But saying those words made me feel better."
Wrapping both of her arms around my body, she hugged me. "You are the most precious boy I've ever had the pleasure of meeting." She held me for several moments before leaning back, looking into my eyes and saying. "Sweetheart, do you remember when I touched that little button between your cheeks last week?"
Nibbling on my lower lip, I squeaked, "Yes."
She grinned, "Because you did so well on your quiz and wore these little shorty-shorts for me, I think we'll explore that little button between your cheeks today."
A shiver shot up my spine. Ever since the moment she touched my little balloon-knot of a hole, I couldn't wait for it to happen again. It felt so magical, but I was afraid I may like it too much. Boys weren't supposed to enjoy having their butts played with. Deep down inside, I'd always known I wasn't a normal boy, I was a sissy. I knew it, so did Aunt Pamela, and the shorts I wore were proof that even my Grand-Mother knew it. There was no need to pretend I was anything except what I really was. So right there, while perched on Aunt Pamela's knee, all the fear drained away. I was eager to have her explore that special place no matter how embarrassing it may be. Biting my lower lip and forcing myself to look her in the eye, I whispered, "I would like that very much."
While standing up from the desk and moving back to the living room, she patted my bottom with her hand and said, "I knew you would."
She took a seat on the couch and had me stand on the rug in the middle of the room. She crossed her legs gracefully and rested her hands on her knee. She grinned and said, "I hate to say this because you look so cute in your little outfit, but I need you to undress."
Another chill ran through my body and my back arched. She had seen me naked before. But stripping while she watched was tremendously embarrassing. I slipped my shoes off, picked them up and set them on the floor near the arm of the couch. Moving back to the center of the room, I turned to face Aunt Pamela and began to unbutton my shirt.
While I was undressing, Aunt Pamela stopped me. She said, "Sweetie, you don't look like you're enjoying this. You're just going through the motions. Smile for me. Swing your hips a little, dance for me. Show me how much you enjoy taking off your clothes for me."
I blushed and said, "I'm sorry. I'll try harder." I imagined the girls I'd watched on the internet doing stripteases. I tried to do what they did. A real smile formed on my face as I began to swing my hips from side-to-side. I continued to unbutton my shirt but kept it closed to conceal my pale chest. When every button was undone and I'd pulled it out of my shorts, I turned away from her and ground my bottom in a circle while sliding my shirt down off my arms. Looking over my shoulder, I learned Aunt Pamela was enjoying my show. I tossed her my shirt and then danced around in a circle wearing only my light blue, velvet shorty-shorts.
Aunt Pamela caught my shirt and began folding it while never taking her eyes off of me dancing. In a deeper than normal voice, she said, "Much better. Between those little shorts and your dance, you're making this old lady very happy."
I giggled while turning my back to her once again. I parted my legs a little and arched my back deeply. Reaching back with both hands I slowly slid the zipper down while rocking my hips from side to side. I glanced over my naked, pale shoulder again and saw Aunt Pamela's eyes watching my every move. Standing up straight, I hooked my thumbs under either side of my shorts and slowly wiggled them over my hips and down my legs. The pale globes of my cheeks emerged from beneath my shorts and I heard a soft moan from behind me. The proof of my punishment from the week before had all but healed.
Aunt Pamela moaned softly, "No panties? You naughty boy!"
Before bending forward to pick my shorts up off the floor, I parted my legs and smiled back at her from between my knees. I knew all of my most private places were out for her to see and she looked like she was enjoying the view.
Standing back up, I turned around and danced toward Aunt Pamela to hand her my shorts. My little penis was as stiff as a needle and poking straight up. Her eyes zeroed in on that part of my anatomy as I approached. She reached out, took my shorts and began folding them while I raised my arms above my head and danced my way back onto the carpet in the middle of the room.
I danced on that carpet for several minutes before she spoke, "Leslie, Sweetheart, I'm going to gather up a few things. But I want you to imagine me sitting on the couch watching you. Keep dancing and don't stop until I get back."
My back arched and I moaned while dragging my hands from my knees, up my thighs, along the sides my stiff penis and up my stomach. When I answered her, I pinched my nipples, "Yes Aunt Pamela, I'll be right here dancing!" She then left me dancing in her living room, completely naked and very aroused.
Imaginary music played in my ears while I danced. Images of the girls stripping on the internet filled my mind. Every time I looked at the empty couch, I pictured Aunt Pamela sitting there watching me with love in her eyes.
I can't be sure how long I danced alone, but it seemed like a very long time. When she returned to the living room, I stopped dancing, feeling suddenly foolish for dancing alone. She was carrying a canvas bag with the word 'Crafts' printed on the side. Over her shoulder was a red & white checkered tablecloth. After telling me what a good little dancer I was, she took my hand in hers and led me toward the back of her home.
While passing through her kitchen, she said, "It's such a lovely day outside, I thought we could spend the afternoon in my backyard."
I froze in place and stopped walking. I pulled back on her hand and said, "But, but Aunt Pamela, I'm naked!"
She looked back and said, "Yes you are. And you look absolutely adorable. But you don't need to worry. My yard is relatively private and I doubt any of my neighbors will see what we're up too."
I continued to resist her while covering my little penis with my free hand, when she pulled me toward the door. But it was a futile effort and all too soon, she'd opened the door to her backyard. I thought taking my first step out of my dorm in my little shorts was difficult, but this was far worse! I was naked and going outside!
As I stepped out onto her cement patio, I felt the warmth of sunshine on my naked body for the first time. I looked around nervously and quickly learned her yard was indeed basically private. In addition to the wooden fence, there were large bushes and trees around the yard's perimeter.
Aunt Pamela led me off the patio, toward an octagonal, raised wooden deck in the middle of her lawn. On the raised deck sat a sturdy looking, round table and four chairs. While I stood beside her, naked and covering my little erection with both hands, she spread the red-and-white checkered cloth neatly over the table. She then took my hand and guided me onto the tabletop.
I whined, "You're not going to play with me here, are you?"
Once I was positioned on my knees with my shoulders flat on the table, she said, "As a matter of fact, that is exactly what we're going to do. Doesn't the sunshine feel nice?"
While I stuttered and stammered about the sun feeling good. She set the craft bag on one of the chairs. The first thing she pulled out was a plastic bottle with the words "Sexual Lubricant" printed on the side. She held the bottle for me to see before placing it back near my knees. Reaching back into the bag, she withdrew a long, skinny, pink dildo. It was twice as long as my penis and a little bit skinnier. Going back to the bag, she brought out a second dildo that was just as long, but purple and even thicker than my penis. Returning to the bag one last time, she pulled out a bullet-shaped plug that flared in and then out to a wide, narrow base. At the butt plugs thickest point, it was even wider than the biggest dildo.
I was at a loss for words and only whimpered softly. Aunt Pamela placed the pad of her index finger over the tip of my little penis and began to rub in small circles. "I know a precious boy who is excited about having his bottom played with. Your little peenie is leaking like crazy!"
She reached back into the bag and pulled out a familiar crystal bowl. After positioning the bowl directly under my penis, she picked up the lubricant and asked if I was ready. She didn't wait for me to answer while squirting out a big glob and rubbing it all over the smallest dildo. Squirting out even more lubricant on her fingertips, she grinned at me before her hand moved out of my line of sight.
When her slippery fingers made contact with my wrinkled hole, I couldn't stop myself from squealing out loud. My back arched deeply and my shoulders rose up off the table. I heard Aunt Pamela purr, "That feels good. Doesn't it, Sweetie. Yes, you are going to love what I have planned for you."
After she'd adequately lubricated my special place, she wiped her fingers on a hand-towel from her craft bag. She then picked up the long, thin, pink dildo which glistened in the sunshine from the lubricant covering its surface. I whimpered softly when my eyes fell upon it. My stomach was doing somersaults and my penis was dripping its excitement into the crystal bowl. I knew where that dildo was going!
I didn't see Aunt Pamela's face when she spoke. I was unable to look away from the pink dildo she held before my eyes. "Leslie, are you ready for your reward?"
A soft moan left my lips while my hips squirmed around lewdly. My voice squeaked when I responded, "Yes Aunt Pamela."
"You are such a sweet, well-mannered boy. I'm sure your Mother and Grand-Mother are both very proud of you."
My little penis continued to drip its excitement into that bowl while I stared at the glistening dildo and listened to Aunt Pamela bring up my Mother and Grand-Mother! I'd never imagined being in that situation, being that horny and talking about my Mother and Grand-Mother! But there was something about talking about them that felt so appropriate. I whimpered softly, "I hope they are."



Aunt Pamela moved the dildo away from my face and the second before it touched my tight little knot of a hole, she moaned, "Besides those adorable little shorts, have you ever received any other sissy gifts?"
My shoulders rose up off the table and another high-pitched squeak passed through my lips when Aunt Pamela applied just enough pressure to let the skinny, pink dildo stretch me open. I gasped, "Yes!"
"That is just precious. Tell me about another special gift you have received?"
With my back arched so deeply and my toes curling up tightly, I perched on that table on my hands-and-knees while more and more of that skinny dildo disappeared inside my body. I squealed out loudly, "Panties!"
"Who bought your panties? Was it your Mother or Grand-Mother?"
Drops of my creamy precum were falling like rain into the crystal bowl beneath my achingly stiff penis. I felt beads of sweet perspiration rising all over my pale body. I squeaked, "My Mom! Mother! She bought me panties!"
Aunt Pamela began to slide the dildo in and out of my special place. I moaned out loud the first time she did it. I felt so naughty being naked, outside, in the middle of the day, with a mature lady I'd met a total of two times, having a dildo slide in and out of my bottom and talking about my family! But the growing pool of cream in the bowl was proof that I was enjoying myself.
"Your Grand-Mother bought you velvet sissy shorts and your Mother bought you panties. Tell me, Sweetheart, why did you receive those sissy gifts? What was the occasion?"
I was unable to answer right away because Aunt Pamela began sliding the dildo all the way inside me and then all the way out. My little hole squeezed shut quickly and she applied gentle pressure to tease it open. Over and over she made love to me with that dildo. It was magical. I felt like I was glowing and sparkly.
After a time, I was able to respond to her question. But I was terribly excited and my voice cracked, "Halloween!"
Aunt Pamela buried the pink dildo deep inside my bottom and left it there. She went to her pile of goodies and retrieved the purple dildo. The pink one began to slide out from inside me and she pushed it back in. She began to switch from lubricating the purple dildo to keeping the pink one from sliding out of me.
While she worked, I confessed, "The shorts were part of an outfit."
"An outfit you say?"
Biting my lower lip and grinding my hips, I whimpered, "It was a sailor suit. I wore it last Halloween. It came with a shirt, a tie, and a sailor hat."
Aunt Pamela had looped her finger and thumb around the long, purple dildo and was sliding her hand up and down along its length. "Leslie, why didn't you wear the whole outfit over here today? I would have loved to open my door and see my favorite little sailor standing there."
I squeaked, "I couldn't walk all the way across campus like that!"
She reached back, slid the pink dildo out from inside me and set it somewhere behind me where I couldn't see. Taking the purple dildo in her hand, she aimed it at my wrinkled bullseye and gently pressed harder and harder until the little hole stretched all the way around the rigid purple phallus. At the moment I'd stretched around the thickest part, Aunt Pamela said, "There is only one thing I would have loved more than having you arrive in your little sailor outfit. Can you guess what that would be?"
The purple dildo was slowly sinking all the way inside me. I squirmed around on my hands-and-knees, my back was arched so deeply and my little penis had dripped enough to form a small pool in the bowl beneath it. In that strange high-pitch, I squeaked, "No."
Aunt Pamela laid her hand on my cheek and turned my head so I was looking at her. In a raspy voice, she asked, "Leslie, Sweetheart, have you ever worn a dress?" As the last word of that sentence left her lips, the purple dildo bottomed-out inside of me.
I groaned louder than I planned on, "Yes!"
Aunt Pamela caught a drop of my precum on her finger before it finished its fall into the bowl. She brought that finger to my lips and applied the cream as if it were lipstick. While I licked my lips, she said, "I thought so. Now if you had arrived on my doorstep in a little dress, I'd be on the phone right now talking to your Mother. We'd be talking about you moving out of the dorms and into my spare room."
I began to thrust my hips back toward the dildo each time she sunk it inside of me. It felt so good, I couldn't remember ever feeling so feminine before. Confessing so many things to Aunt Pamela, things I never dreamed I'd share with another living soul. But Aunt Pamela wasn't judgmental at all. She understood and accepted me for who I was.
In a soft voice, I said, "Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
She slowly withdrew the dildo from inside me and set it beside the pink dildo in a place I couldn't see. She picked up the butt plug and quickly applied lubricant along its flared, bullet shape. She grinned and said, "Especially if that tiny penis is hidden under lacey panties and scandalously, short dress."
My shoulders fell to the table and I looked at Aunt Pamela's face while she prepared to penetrate me with that plug. I uttered the words once again while staring into her eyes, "Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
She glanced away from my eyes and began the excruciatingly slow process of sinking that butt plug into my body. In a gentle voice she said, "Leslie, I've had young men visiting me for quite a long time. There have been dozens upon dozens of them. But you are the sweetest and most polite of them all. You're the only one to arrive in such cute shorts. And Baby, your penis is half the size of anyone else's."
When the widest part of the plug stretched me open, my fingers and toes spread wide apart, my eyes popped open and a squeak rushed out from my lips. She held the plug right there at its widest part, keeping me stretched open for several seconds. In a panicky voice, I chanted, "I am a sissy! I have the tiniest penis! Aunt Pamela is the only woman who will ever love me and my tiny penis!"
She eventually allowed the plug to sink all the way inside me until the flange was pulled in snugly between my cheeks. I gasped, rose up on my hands-and-knees and my back arched deeply once again. I felt so full! And my penis wasn't throbbing, it was perfectly rigid and staying that way.
Aunt Pamela moved the crystal bowl from beneath my penis to under my face. She laid her hand on the back of my neck and said, "Be a good sissy and lick the bowl clean."
I'd tasted myself on several occasions in the past. I honestly found the taste of my precum to be very pleasant. With my butt up high, I lowered my shoulders and began to lick the bowl. I found myself wiggling my hips around while I cleaned the bowl with my tongue. I felt so sexy being outside, naked in the middle of the day, plugged, licking a bowl clean of precum in the presence of my Aunt Pamela.
After Aunt Pamela had wiped the excess lubricant from between my cheeks with the hand-towel, she wrapped the dildos up in the towel and put them and the lubricant away in her craft bag. She then leaned in close to my ear and asked me to close my eyes, but keep licking.
After I'd done as she told me too, she began to whisper, "I want you to imagine how you look right now. Completely naked, on my patio table in my backyard, the sun shining down on your flawless skin." She reached back and tapped on the plug in my bottom with her finger. "This plug filling your cute little ass. Your adorable, teeny, tiny penis is so stiff and leaking. And you're licking that bowl clean of your creamy love. Can you see yourself in your mind?"
My back arched and I squeezed my cheeks together which caused the plug to suck in further inside me. I kept my eyes closed, but moaned, "Yes. I see myself."
Her voice was slightly deeper and raspier than usual, "Leslie, I want you to picture me sitting here beside you in your mind. Can you do that Sweetheart?"
I took a big lick from the bowl and the taste of my love filled my mouth. Before going back for another lick, she appeared in the image I had in my mind. I whispered, "Yes, I see you too."
She wasn't touching me at all. I knelt there on that table with my hips grinding around lewdly, licking a bowl with my eyes closed. She whispered, "I want you to imagine a little more. Leslie, Sweetheart, I want you to imagine your Mother and Grand-Mother sitting around this table with us."
I moaned deeply and felt like I may squirt out my juices with no help at all. But the feeling slowly passed and I whimpered, "I see them. My Grand-Mother is sitting here in front of me and my Mother is sitting across from you."
Aunt Pamela told me she was moving the bowl out from under my face, back to below my penis. She kissed my ear and whispered, "I was wrong Leslie, I'm sorry. I'm not the only woman who will ever love you and your tiny penis." She then touched her fingertip ever so gently on the squishy, slippery head and began to draw lazy circles. "Your Mother, your Grand-Mother and I are the only women who will ever love you and your tiny penis." She paused to let those words sink in before whispering, "Say it."
I groaned and my back arched deeply. When I opened my eyes, Aunt Pamela told me to keep them closed until she told me to open them. Of course, I did as I'd been told and closed my eyes. As soon as I did, I pictured all three women sitting around the table witnessing my nudity and extreme arousal. My voice sounded squeaky as I chanted, "My Mother, my Grand-Mother and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis." I gasped before I continued and began chanting it.
In my mind, I pictured all three women sitting around the table watching me get closer and closer to squirting. They were all going to watch my tiny penis squirt into that crystal bowl. Aunt Pamela's finger moved to the underside of my squishy, pink head to stroke up-and-down in that magical fraction-of-an-inch along my circumcision scar with a single finger.
I'd just finished the chant for the third time when goosebumps rose up all over my body. My back arched deeply, while my fingers and toes curled up tightly. I squealed far more loudly than ever before when the first dollop of my cream burst out of my body. When that happened, I squeezed my cheeks and the plug sunk deep inside of me. Which caused the next little rope of my cream to shoot out at a high velocity. I moaned loudly as the third, fourth and finally the last strings of my love fell into the carefully positioned bowl.
I was left gasping for breaths. A thin layer of perspiration covered my entire body and I was exhausted. But, before I lost my nerve, with my eyes still closed, I did something that made my entire body tingle. I looked in the direction of Aunt Pamela and said, "I love you, Aunt Pamela."
I then looked in the direction ahead of me and uttered, "I love you, Grand-Mother."
Lastly, I looked at the place across from Aunt Pamela and said, "I love you, Mother."
In a soft, raspy whisper, Aunt Pamela said, "We love you too, Leslie. Keep your eyes closed for a little while longer."
I heard a clinking sound from the direction of her Craft Bag. She moved the bowl around and I felt the familiar feeling of the crystal pitcher being moved between my spread knees. I then felt a hand on my neck, urging me to lower my shoulders. Lowering my upper body downward, my chin soon bumped into the crystal bowl.
Aunt Pamela had positioned my still stiff penis inside the pitcher, resting against the crystal, so it pointed downward. She kissed my ear and whispered, "Your Mother, Grand-Mother and I all want to see what a good sissy you can be. Lick the bowl clean and go pee for us."
In my mind, I saw all three women sitting around that table anxiously waiting for me to do as I'd been told. The shame of the situation burned in my stomach and made my little penis throb against the heavy crystal pitcher. I rested there with my mouth hovering above the dish of my creamy cum for a moment or two. I felt the sunshine on my bare body and listened to a breeze rustle the leaves in the surrounding trees.
A soft whisper in my ear from Aunt Pamela brought me back to the moment. "Did you hear your Mother tell you how proud of you she is?"
I moaned softly and before I stuck out my tongue to take my first lick, she whispered again, "Your Grand-Mother just told me how excited she is to take you shopping for a whole new wardrobe of sissy clothes. Short-shorts, jumpers, dresses, skirts, blouses and panties."
Somehow, I managed to keep my eyes closed. But my shoulders came up when my back arched deeply. I whimpered, "I would love that so much, Aunt Pamela."
She replied in a gentle, understanding tone, "I know Sweetheart. We all know. Baby, we just want you to be happy."
After biting my lip, I lowered my face until my chin bumped against the crystal bowl. I didn't hesitate this time, I slipped my pink tongue out of my mouth and took a long lick of the cream. The salty-pungent flavor of the still warm creamy cum was somehow comforting. I savored the taste for a brief moment before going back for more.
Very suddenly, I felt a tap on the plug buried in my bottom. I moaned softly and ground my hips lewdly. The gentle tapping against the plug continued rhythmically. In my mind, all three women still sat around the table watching me. They were all so proud of me and what I was doing.
A soft whisper, very close to my ear startled me, "Don't forget to go pee. Keep licking and go pee. Let it happen, my sweet Leslie."
It was more difficult than I thought it would be. I had to concentrate to make that happen. The three women around the table were all smiling and urging me to do as I'd been told. Eventually, it happened, I licked up a nice, big tongue-full of cream and at the same moment, my bladder let go. Even with my penis resting against the side of the pitcher, I could hear my stream of urine shooting into the pitcher, making a splashing sound.
I pulled my tongue into my mouth and swallowed. Aunt Pamela continued to tap on the plug and whispered in my ear, "Don't stop Sweetheart. Keep licking and peeing. We're all so proud of you."
It felt so unnatural, but I slipped my tongue out and licked the bowl again while still peeing. I did it over and over, the sound of my urine in the pitcher growing louder and louder as my bladder emptied inside of it.
Aunt Pamela said, "You look like a kitten drinking milk from a bowl. Your Mother thinks we should get you some cute ears and a little tail."
I moaned into the bowl at hearing those words. But after letting the idea of my Mother suggesting I dress up like a kitten sink in, I did my best 'purr' before returning to the bowl to finish cleaning it. After swallowing a few more mouthfuls of my cream, I finished peeing and squeezed out the last drips. I then slid my tongue all over inside that bowl, making sure it was perfectly clean.
In a soft voice I uttered, "Aunt Pamela, I'm finished. May I please open my eyes now?"
She spoke in that caring tone of hers that I loved so much. "Not quite yet Sweetie. There is one thing left to do. And I want you to keep your eyes closed and image looking right at your Grand-Mother while it's happening. Can you do that for me?"
I nodded my head and said, "Yes."
Aunt Pamela explained that she was moving the bowl out from under my face. She then told me she was going to move the pitcher out from between my legs. I arched my back deeply and spread my knees so she could more easily remove it. I felt the crystal pitcher slide out from between my legs. Aunt Pamela asked me to tell her what I saw.
I studied the image in my mind and explained, "I see myself, I'm naked and in your backyard. I'm on my hands-and-knees on your patio table that is covered with a red-and-white checkered table cloth. You're sitting on one side of me, my Mother is on the other side and my Grand-Mother is sitting right in front of me. All three of you look very happy and pleased. And you are all telling me how much you love me."
Aunt Pamela rose from the table, I felt and heard it happen. She moved around behind me and I suddenly realized what was left to be done. I arched my back, parted my knees and presented my bottom to her. She reached out with both hands and took a firm hold on the base of the plug resting between my cheeks and buried deep inside of my body.
Her voice sounded raspy again when she spoke, "You're right Sweetheart, we are all telling you how much we love you." She began to pull on the plug and I felt the pressure against the tight ring of muscle. "Leslie honey, look right at your Grand-Mother. She wants to watch your expression while this plug is pulled out of you. Keep looking right at her."
The image in my mind was perfectly clear. I was looking at my smiling Grand-Mother. I was looking right into her eyes. When I felt the plug stretching my hole to its widest point, my mouth fell open and a moan slipped from my lips. Aunt Pamela let that widest part slip back inside and began to tease me with it by stretching me around it and then slipping it back inside.
She began talking again, teasing my mind with her words, "Sweet Leslie, you must know how badly your Grand-Mother has wanted to see you like this. Naked and so very horny. Yes, your Grand-Mother has been waiting to see you in this condition for a long time."
I didn't realize it until I felt her touch, but my penis was extremely stiff. I'm not sure if it went soft and then got hard again or if it had stayed stiff the whole time. But when Aunt Pamela freed up one hand from the plug and wrapped her finger and thumb around the base of my penis, she squeezed tightly and began to stroke my little penis up and down.
She began again while I knelt on that table, "While you lived at home with your Mother, she used to peek into your room while you played with this tiny, little penis. She has listened to you moan and watched you squirt out your cream. Baby, she is your Mother. You could never hide anything from her."
I moaned and my back arched when she nearly let the plug slide out of me before pushing it all the way back in. All the while, pulling up and down on my little penis like she was milking a cow with extremely small nipples. Her words were teasing my mind. And that afternoon, while on her patio table in her backyard, I finally began to accept that I was a sissy and the strong women in my life were there to help me along the way. They wanted me to be the best sissy I could be.
Aunt Pamela began to slide the plug all the way in and all the way out. My little wrinkled hole would relax and then be stretched wide open around that plug. And at the same time, her finger and thumb were wrapped tightly around my little penis and slowly pulling up and down along its petite length.
Her words began to tease my mind once again, "All those nasty websites you visit when you're alone, your Mother, Grand-Mother and I know about them all. We've been monitoring your internet activity all along. We know about your secret sissy wish-list. We know about the videos you watch, the pictures you've saved and the stories you read."
The plug began to slide in and out of me a little quicker and her finger and thumb began to squeeze tighter and move quicker. I felt it building up inside of me like a volcano.
Her voice invaded my mind once again, "Leslie, you don't need to keep secrets from us. You can tell us all those things you think about when you're alone and touching yourself. You need to tell each of us those things you fantasize about."
A warm breeze blew across my naked body and I heard an extremely high-pitched sound echo around her yard before I realized it was coming from inside of me. My spine arched and my neck curled back until I felt the sunshine fall upon my face. At the same moment, the biggest, most powerful orgasm of my life hit me like a tidal wave. My toes and fingers were in knots. My entire body was twitching and spasming uncontrollably while my little penis erupted onto the tablecloth I knelt upon. All the while, I kept my eyes squeezed shut and imagined my Mother, Grand-Mother and Aunt Pamela witnessing my bliss.



When it was over, I found myself laying on my back looking up at the blue sky. Aunt Pamela was seated beside me, she was caressing from my chest to my pubic mound with a gentle touch. I laid there for a time enjoying the feelings of warm sunshine and breezes drifting across her yard. I was perfectly relaxed and satisfied.
Aunt Pamela smiled at me and asked, "Are you okay Sweetheart? That was a big one."
My voice cracked when I uttered, "Yes, I'm perfect!"
She smiled and while still letting her fingertips caress my naked body, she said, "Leslie, Honey, I want to start seeing you twice a week. I want you here on Fridays as well as Tuesdays, your schedule will allow you to arrive at the same time on both days."
I squirmed on the table and was about to say how happy that made me, but she cut me off before I could start. "Sweetheart, a sissy is unlike a normal boy. I would only punish a normal boy if he made a mistake. Today was an exception, in the future I will be punishing you during every one of your visits. I know you need discipline no matter how good you've been."
Goosebumps rose up on my body and I bit my lower lip. I feeling of fear rose up inside of me and Aunt Pamela knew it. She smiled down at me and let me think about being punished twice a week, every week.
After several moments, she said, "We'll still go downstairs for your punishments, but they won't be severe enough to leave a mark. I know you're a gentle boy who deserves an equally gentle punishment. But they'll be enough to make you cry. That is unless I learn you've done poorly in school or misbehaved somehow. If that's the case, I'll discipline you accordingly."
I moaned softly and whispered, "I understand Aunt Pamela."
She smiled and let her fingertips dance over my skin while saying, "Before we go inside and get you cleaned up, I want you to promise me a few things. On Friday when you come to visit, I want you to bring along photographs of both your Mother and Grand-Mother. Nice, big framed photographs would be best."
Biting my lip while looking up into her eyes, I said, "I have portraits of each of them on my desk. I can bring those."
She traced my lips with her fingertip and said, "That is going to be perfect Honey. And on Friday, I want you to be wearing as little clothing as possible. I'd like to open my door and see you standing there almost naked, holding those pictures of your Mother and Grand-Mother."
When I parted my lips, she slipped her finger into my mouth. She slid it in and out several times before tracing my lips again. I then asked, "Girl's clothes?"
She replied, "Not girl's clothes. Your clothes. And I would be very pleased if you arrived in something decidedly feminine."
My little, exhausted penis was completely wilted, but it was tingling. And I squirmed on the tabletop and moaned, "I really do love you, Aunt Pamela."
She rose up from her chair and while helping me down from the table, said, "I know you do Sweetheart. And I love you too."
I was asked to collect the tablecloth while she gathered up everything else. There was a rather large moist spot on it from my 2nd orgasm of the day. I folded the cloth over the top of it and then walked around the table folding up all the other edges. I then rolled it all up and took it in my arms. By then Aunt Pamela stood near a flowerbed, she was emptying the pitcher of my urine around a rose bush.
She looked at me with a smile. She said, "Leslie, you look so cute out here with nothing on. Here, give me that tablecloth. Would you run around the yard a few times for me, Sweetheart?"
After handing her the rolled-up tablecloth, I grinned, "Of course, Aunt Pamela!" I then took off and began dashing around the perimeter of her yard on my tiptoes. The whole time I ran, I kept my arms up high so I didn't hide anything. Aunt Pamela watched my every move with a smile on her face.
After I'd run around her yard four times, I stopped to catch my breath. Aunt Pamela told me I was adorable while handing me the pitcher to carry. She then took my free hand and guided me inside. After dropping off the tablecloth in her laundry room, we went directly to her bathroom. She set the crystal bowl, pitcher and rolled-up hand-towel on the counter. After unrolling that towel, both of the dildos and the butt-plug lay upon that towel.
I stood naked beside her and watched as she thoroughly cleaned each item with soap and water. When she picked up the buttplug, I said, "That one was my favorite. It made me feel so..." I was unable to find the right words.
Thankfully Aunt Pamela stepped in to help, "Feminine? Special? Full? Girly? Loved?"
I giggled, "Yes! All of the above!"
While she finished washing it, she said, "I'm glad to hear that, Sweetie. Because this is the smallest of a set of five plugs I have. And I have lots of other toys for your cute little behind!"
I bit my lip and struggled to imagine how big the biggest of her plugs must be. The smallest made me feel so wonderful. The biggest would have to make me feel five times as wonderful!
After setting the plug, dildos, and towels aside, she said, "Speaking of your cute little behind, I think it could use a quick washing before I send you on your way."
She ran a fresh washcloth under hot water and after wringing it out, had me bend forward, reach back and spread my cheeks for her. It would have been utterly mortifying to do this for anyone else. But for Aunt Pamela, I didn't mind it at all. She used that warmed washcloth to wipe between my cheeks, cleaning up all the excess lubricant.
Whispering in my softest voice, "That feels really nice, Aunt Pamela."
Continuing to wipe between my cheeks with that wonderful, warmed cloth, she said, "I know Sweetheart. And someday soon I'll give you a proper bath like your Mother used to give you."
Biting my lip and rolling my back to better present my bottom for her, I said, "I'd like that very much."
She put down the cloth and as I rose to stand, she embraced me in her arms. My naked body was smushed against her much bigger, soft, warm body. I tried to hug her back as best I could. She kissed my forehead and said, "Leslie, my sweet, precious Leslie, I know what it is you've needed your entire life. And I'm going to give it all to you and so much more."
I snuggled against her soft body and whispered, "My Mother, my Grand-Mother and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
She squeezed me and said, "And don't you ever forget it!"
Together, we made our way to the living room. Aunt Pamela sat on the couch while I got dressed. As I wiggled the stretchy, velvet shorts up my legs, she told me again how cute I looked in them. I thanked her while stepping close and turning my back to her.
In a teasing voice, I asked, "Aunt Pamela, would you please zip me up?" While I asked, I wiggled my hips from side to side with each word I spoke.
She chuckled while reaching out and slowly pulling the zipper up the back of my shorts. When it was all the way up, I quickly stepped away and finished getting dressed. I struggled to tuck my shirt in under my shorts, but I managed. After slipping on my shoes, I posed for her and asked how I looked.
She rose up from the couch and said, "You look perfectly adorable." She crossed the room and took me in her arms. She held me for several moments before loosening her embrace. She kissed my forehead and gently guided me toward the door.
I felt suddenly very sad. "Aunt Pamela, do I really need to leave? Can't I stay with you a little longer?"
She grinned and said, "I'll see you on Friday. It's only a few days away." She didn't wait for me to respond before opening the door and ushering me out onto her doorstep.
She stood in the doorway while I stepped out outside. I spun around and looked up at her, "My Mother, my Grand-Mother and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
She stepped outside and gently kissed my lips. Before sending me on my way, she said, "Leslie, when you get to your room, I want you to call your Mother and your Grand-Mother. Tell them you've been thinking about them a lot today. Tell them how much you love and miss them."
I looked up and promised I would call as soon as I got to my room. Just before sending me away with a pat on my bottom, she said, "Leslie, be naked when you make those calls."
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When my stepmother accepted a job in Europe just after my graduation from high school, I was sent to live with her brother, my step-uncle. This wasn't a bad thing. A new city meant a new start. And I could use a fresh beginning. I was never popular at all. I hadn't had a real friend since elementary school. No real significant-other to speak of. Just a few different men around town who enjoyed the occasional company of a younger gay boy with a feminine streak. I suppose I would miss those men to some degree.
My stepmother dropped me off at his home on her way to the airport. He was dressed like he always dressed, khaki's, a polo shirt and dress shoes. He stood close to a foot taller than I did, had crystal blue eyes, a full head of dark brown hair and a surprisingly fit body considering he worked a desk job. I was wearing snug fitting denim shorts that covered me to my knees, a looser fitting white t-shirt, white ankle socks, and fairly new white trainers.
It had been a few years since I'd seen him and to my surprise, my uncle looked me up and down the whole time he greeted me, barely making eye contact at all. Being familiar with that sort of look, I couldn't resist pressing my body against his while we embraced. And clung to him longer than a customary uncle-nephew hug. Even after inviting me into his home and following me to the guest room where I'd be living, I caught him checking out my butt whenever I looked back over my shoulder. That encouraged me to put an extra wiggle in my walk.
That whole first day, I don't think he made eye contact for more than a second or two. His eyes were everywhere else on my body, except where they should have been. It was obvious my step-uncle, who I affectionately began calling 'unkie', appreciated how I'd grown. No longer was I just a little boy, I'd grown into a delicate young man with almost shoulder length blonde hair and sparkling green eyes. The fragile type of boy who attracted the attention of a certain type of man. And apparently, Unkie was that sort of man. It made me giggle just to think about the summer we had ahead of us.
He took me out to dinner that first evening together and we got to know each other better. The conversation came easy and by the time the meal was over, I'm sure we both knew we'd get along really well while living together. When we returned to his home, I excused myself to unpack my things. When finished, I changed into a snug fitting pair of cotton shorts and a t-shirt that left my midriff exposed.
I made my way to the living room and found Unkie watching a movie. Before he realized I was in the room, I pulled my shorts up until they slipped between my cheeks and rolled the hem down to reveal even more of my midriff. The outline of my little penis and pouch of marbles was unmistakable. I tiptoed across the room until I stood between him and the television.
After allowing his eyes time to slowly wander up my body, I grinned and said, "I want you to know that I'm really grateful you're letting me stay with you for the summer."
His eyes wandered up and down my body once more before he told me it wasn't a problem and he was looking forward to having some company. My hips squirmed from side to side while I grinned and agreed it was going to be nice not to be alone and I was excited to get to know him better.
Before I moved to take a seat on the couch, I bit my lower lip and said, "This is your home, so if I do anything that's irritating or if you'd like me to do anything differently, please tell me." I moved my hands behind my back and laced my fingers together. While rolling my hips from side to side, I asked in my most timid and submissive voice, "Unkie, do you have any rules I need to follow?"
He groaned softly while his eyes remained focused on my squirming hips, "I can't think of anything at the moment."
With my chin lowered, I looked up at him and whispered, "If you think of anything, anything at all, just tell me okay?" I then giggled, spun around, wiggled my bottom and sat down on the couch. Positioning myself with my head furthest away from him and my legs parted. He handed me the remote and asked me to choose a movie. I browsed through the selection until I found a romantic drama that I knew was filled with brief flashes of nudity and sexual situations.
Throughout the movie, I caught Unkie checking me out. The combination of his eyes on my body and the graphic nature of the movie was more than enough to make my little penis stiff. After letting him watch my penis throb under my cotton shorts for half the movie, I covered my petite bulge with one hand and stood up. I bit my lower lip and told him I needed to go to bed. With my hips squirming around, I walked close to him, bent at the hips and kissed him on the lips. Before he could react, I whispered, "Goodnight!" And rushed down the hall to my room.
He would have to pass by my door on the way to his room. And I made sure to leave it wide open. I slept naked that night covered only by a thin sheet. And I'd intentionally left the clothes I'd worn on the floor just inside the door. I wanted him to know I was naked. I tried to stay awake. I wanted to pretend I was asleep when he walked by my door. But the travels of the day got to me and I soon fell asleep.
The next morning, I woke up still covered by the sheet. Looking around the room, I saw the shorts and t-shirt I'd worn the night before had been folded and set on the foot of my bed. He did come in and check on me! I couldn't help but fantasize about him sneaking a peek of my naked body. It was so deliciously naughty.
Slipping back into those shorts, I made sure to pull them up between my cheeks and roll the hem down so my hip bones were exposed. I went without a shirt so he could see my hairless chest, the outline of my ribs, my collar bones, and my little pink nipples.
I made my way toward the smell of coffee and found him dressed for work and setting his cup in the sink. I stood in the archway between the kitchen and living room and made a show of stretching my arms above my head. When he turned and saw me, his mouth fell open and I saw his bulge jump.
I giggled and said, "Good morning Unkie." And then bounced across the room, threw my arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips. It was an innocent, bunny kiss. But it was enough to make him gasp softly. It took him a few seconds, but he eventually wrapped his arms around my bare waist. With my arms still around his neck and his still around my waist, I asked him how he slept. He told me he'd slept well and before he could ask, I told him I slept really well too!
While telling me he had to go to work, I felt his hands slowly sliding down my back. His fingertips were technically on the tops of my butt cheeks when he told me he'd be home around five o'clock and I should make myself to home. I told him I'd probably be lazy for most of the day, but that I'd take a bath and be ready for him when he got home. He squeezed me against his body and told me he'd get some take-out on his way home from work.
I giggled and rose up on my tip-toes and kissed him again. He glanced at the clock on the wall and realized he was running late. He excused himself from my embrace and quickly left me all alone in my home for the summer.
My first thought had been to lay out by his swimming pool, but I decided to snoop around my new home first. I steered clear of his bedroom, I didn't want to invade his privacy that blatantly. His kitchen, living room and the bedroom I stayed in held no surprises other than a small collection of softcore porn DVD's hidden amongst his movie collection. The third bedroom is what captured my attention.
A few years before he had been engaged to a woman half his age. Not long after he had proposed, he came home to find her in bed with another man. My uncle threw them both out of the house and never allowed her to return to pick up her belongings. That third bedroom was filled with all that remained of that relationship. It was neatly arranged and looked like a typical guest room at first glance. But opening the drawers of the dresser I found a huge selection of lingerie, swimsuits, cute tee's, little shorts, skinny jeans, and skirts. The closet was filled with dresses, pantsuits, jumpers, and a few formal gowns.
There were several boxes on the closet floor. Two of them were overflowing with shoes and another was filled with feminine bathroom supplies, shampoo, conditioner, bath bombs, brushes, curling irons, blow dryer, etc. There was also a rather large case that was her collection of make-up, she had it all. And now it was mine to play with! It was a sissy boy's paradise! I spent the majority of that day playing dress-up, trying on nearly every piece of clothing in the dresser and closet. A few pieces were too small, but most of the clothes fit me surprisingly well.
After I'd had a late lunch, I moved the box of bathroom supplies from the closet to the bathroom. While the tub was filling, I added a giant lavender bath-bomb from the box. The room quickly filled with a distinctly floral scent that I loved. I'd shaved off my body hair the day before, but I was glad to learn the box contained all the shaving supplies I would need. I slipped off my shorts and settled into the tub. My little penis was stiff and throbbing with excitement, but I forced myself to wash it and not play with it.
While I soaked, I considered all the ways I could tease Unkie. I could begin bathing while he was at home and leave the door halfway open. I could continue to walk around in hardly any clothes. I would greet him with kisses and hugs. Several years before, he had bought me a journal for my birthday and I began writing down naughty fantasies and desires in that book. It was terribly personal and private, but I could leave it out in the open for him to see. My mind ran wild with all the things I could do to turn Unkie on!
When the bath began to cool off, I rose up and dried myself with a fresh towel. I rubbed my body down with the feminine lotion from the box and then brought the manicure kit to the living room. I sat naked on the couch and addressed my finger and toenails. I debated with myself about applying a clear polish and eventually gave in to my desires.
Moments after I'd closed the bottle of polish, my phone rang. I popped up off the couch and made my way to my room while being careful with the wet polish on my toe and fingernails. I couldn't help but smile when I learned it was Unkie calling. I used the pad of my first finger to connect the call on my cell. I then put it on speakerphone.
After a bit of small talk, he asked what I was up too. I giggled, looking down at my naked, smooth body with my stiff little penis and said, "I just got out of the bath and was giving myself a manicure and pedicure."
He responded with, "Aren't you the cutest thing."
After giggling, I dropped my voice to a whisper and said, "Unkie, I need to tell you something. I did some snooping in your spare bedroom. I'm sorry."
His voice sounded raspy when he replied, "It's okay. There is nothing to apologize for."
Still whispering I said, "Your ex-fiance has some really cute things. She has some really sexy things too. Um, would you mind if I wore some of them?"
He sounded a little confused when he began to say, "Honey, those are girl's clothes."
I giggled again, "I know they are girl's clothes!" I then got serious and whispered, "I need to tell you something else Unkie. This morning, while you were at work, I already tried on some of her things."
He tried to stifle a moan and I knew he was turned on thinking about me in girl's clothes.
In my serious voice, "I'm sorry Unkie. I should have asked your permission first. But I couldn't resist playing dress-up."
He groaned before saying, "It's okay Honey. You don't need to apologize. You can wear anything you like in that room. I had planned on throwing all those things away. But now I'm glad I held onto them."
I giggled and thanked him for being so understanding. Unkie then told me he needed to get back to work. I hesitated for a moment while considering what I was about to say. I felt my entire body flush when I said, "I should get dressed. I've been naked this whole time we've been talking!"
He groaned into the phone, "I am going to love every minute we spend together this summer."
I made a kissy sound into the phone and told him to get back to work.
After hanging up, I had a strong desire to masturbate. I somehow denied that desire and after putting away the manicure kit and polish, I went back to the spare room to choose what I'd wear. Browsing through the entire wardrobe, I decided on a tiny, white satin bikini panty and a floral-patterned, silk jumper. The jumper had short sleeves and very short-shorts. The leg openings of the jumper were big enough that I could lift them up and completely expose my sides and pantied penis. There were buttons all the way up the front and the cut of the jumper nipped in at my waist.
I waited until I was completely dressed before looking at myself in the mirror. When I first saw my reflection, a shiver of sissy-shame shot through my body. I looked like the sissy boy I'd always dreamed of being. With my soft and gentle facial features, my collar-length hair and my petite build, I was sure anyone who saw me, would need to question whether I was a girl or a boy.
Until that afternoon, I'd only had access to a few pair of panties. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine I'd have an entire wardrobe to play with! And I couldn't have hoped for a better person than Unkie to wear them for. Until that moment in front of the mirror, I'd only planned on teasing him. I knew he would never make the first move, it wasn't in his nature. But allowing me to wear his ex-fiance's clothes and truly be myself that summer made me want to thank him properly. Maybe, if the opportunity arose, Unkie would get lucky before the summer was over.
With those terribly naughty thoughts dancing in my mind, I returned to the bathroom and began to explore my new make-up kit. Having never had the opportunity to really use make-up, I experimented with foundation, mascara, blush, lipstick and so many other beauty items. I spent a few hours watching videos online to learn the proper way to apply some of the things in the case. I applied and washed off my face a dozen times and knew immediately that I'd have a great time making myself up all summer long.
In the end, I kept it simple with a pink-hued lip-gloss, eyeliner and several spritzes of floral scented perfume. I played with my hair and was tempted to experiment with the curling iron, but decided to hold off until I learned more about it. I really didn't want to burn my hair. I brushed it out and teased it so it fluffed up a little. By that point, I had butterflies in my stomach and my little penis was feeling extremely neglected.
I tiptoed back to my room and took a look at my whole appearance in the mirror on the back of my door. I felt extremely sexy and feminine. The silk jumper and satin panty were so light and airy, it felt like I wasn't wearing anything at all. But the jumper looked really cute on my thin body. The way it nipped my waist gave me the figure I'd always dreamed of having. And my legs looked really long with the help of the tiny shorts.
After admiring myself for far too long, I glanced at the clock and learned Unkie would be home soon. The butterflies in my stomach began to riot and I got very nervous about him seeing me dressed as I was. I didn't know how he'd react. I doubt he was expecting me to appear so feminine. After debating about it with myself for a few minutes, I picked up my phone and returned to my place in front of the mirror before calling him.
It rang only once before he picked up, "Hello there Honey!"
I giggled, "Hello Unkie! Are you on your way home?"
"Yep, I just stopped and picked up Chinese for dinner. I'll be home in about 15 minutes."
I shivered and my voice squeaked, "That sounds great. I love Chinese food." My voice cracked again when I uttered, "Um, Unkie, remember earlier today when you said I could wear anything from the spare room that I wanted?"
That raspy sound returned to his voice when he said, "Yes I do."
My little penis was throbbing and my entire body was tingling as I whispered, "Well, I don't want you to be surprised when you see me..."
I thought I heard him moan before saying, "Sweetheart, I love surprises. Did you get carried away?"
I whimpered softly, "Maybe a little bit."
His voice sounded so sexy, "Ever since our talk this morning, I haven't been able to stop thinking about you wearing a dress. Are you wearing a dress?"
The moan that left my mouth was easily loud enough for him to hear, "No, not a dress. But it's close. Do you want me to change into a dress?"
"No, don't change. Stay just as you are. I'm sure you look perfectly adorable. I'll be home soon."
My voice sounded husky, "I'll be here waiting for you. Please hurry."
The next 10 minutes took a lifetime to pass. My heart was pounding in my chest. My penis was throbbing wildly and ran to the bathroom to lower my panties and dab the moisture away with a tissue. I didn't want Unkie to see me with a moist spot on my jumper!
When I heard his car pull into the driveway, I felt faint for a brief moment, but somehow managed to keep from passing out from nerves and arousal. I listened to his car turn off and the door open and close. I gave him a few seconds to approach the front door before I opened it to welcome him home. I stood in the doorway in my cute silk jumper, teased-up hair, subtle make-up and smelling faintly of perfume. I posed for him while he stood just beyond the threshold and let his eyes wander over every inch of my body. He was holding a plastic sack of take-out boxes in one hand, and a tray with two drinks on the other hand.
After several seconds, he groaned, "I was right. You are absolutely adorable."
I giggled and spun around on my toes, "Do you really think so?"
He nodded his head and didn't say a word. The look on his face was proof enough that he really, really liked the way I looked. I eventually stepped out of the way and let him enter his home. After closing the door behind him and before he set our food and drinks down, I approached him on my tiptoes and gave him a quick kiss on the lips and then a hug. I was careful not to grind my little penis against him in fear of squirting in my panties. He couldn't return the hug with his hands so full, but I loved pressing my silk covered body against him.
While I was still clinging to his body, he became erect and I could feel his hard cock against my stomach. In that raspy, deep voice, he whispered in my ear, "This is the perfect way to be welcomed home."
I rose up higher on my tiptoes and let my lips brush against his neck while whispering, "I'm glad to hear that. I'll be sure to welcome you home like this, every day, all summer long."
His cock throbbed against me from under his pants. And I had to force myself to end the embrace. As I stepped back away from him, I broke the erotic tension by taking the tray of drinks from his hand. Spinning around, I wiggled my butt as I led the way to the kitchen. I didn't need to look back to see if he was checking me out, I could feel his eyes on me.
I asked him to sit at the table while I got things situated. After setting the tray of drinks on the table, I went to the cupboard to get plates and silverware. While I ran around, I asked how his day was.
His eyes continued to wander over my body while he spoke, "It was the best day I've had in a long time. And it's all thanks to our conversation this morning. All day long, I've been thinking about seeing you dressed just like you are."



I wiggled my butt while reaching up to get two glasses so we wouldn't have to drink from paper cups. Without looking back at him, I said, "Are you sure you weren't thinking about me in a dress? You did ask if I was wearing one."
He didn't hesitate to respond, "I thought about you wearing several different things. And yes, there are a few dresses in that closet I'm sure you'd look really cute wearing."
While setting a plate, silverware, and glass down in front of him, I said in my most soft, docile voice, "Maybe after dinner, I could give you a little fashion show of your favorite outfits. Would you like that, Unkie?"
His moan was deep, "Yes, I'd like that very much."
After transferring the drinks from the paper cups into the glasses and dishing the food from the boxes onto plates, I said, "This looks delicious!"
He was staring at me standing beside him when he said, "Yes it does."
I giggled as I took my seat. While we ate, I couldn't resist licking my fork after every bite. And I let my tongue slide around the rim of my glass before taking a sip. I glanced away bashfully every time we made eye contact. My penis was still perfectly stiff under my satin panties and my little wrinkled hole was quivering with desire.
We barely spoke a word while we ate. I did my very best to tease him. While he was unable to keep from staring at my body. When we finished, I asked him to stay seated while I cleaned things up. I rinsed the dishes one-by-one and put them in the dishwasher. With my back to him, I bent at the waist with my legs straight while loading each dish into the machine. After all the leftovers were put in the refrigerator, I turned to face him and caught him with his hand in his lap.
I bit my lower, glossy lip and asked, "Unkie, are you ready for that fashion show?"
He stood up and tried to hide his long, thick erection behind his hands. In a surprisingly calm, normal voice he said, "Yes I am."
I turned and began to walk down the hall to the spare room. As I did, I said, "Well come with me and pick out what you'd like me to model!"
Of course, as I walked down the hall, I wiggled my hips. And I could again feel his gaze on my body. It felt so good to be looked at with such desire. Goosebumps were rising and falling all over my body in waves.
When we arrived in that bedroom, I went right to the dresser and opened the top drawer. Stepping to the side, I asked, "Do you have a favorite panty?"
His eyes popped open wide, "You're not going to model panties for me, are you?"
I stepped in close to him, looked up into his eyes and said, "I'll model anything you want me too. You pick it out and I'll put it on."
He stood there for several moments just looking into my eyes. Then a grin formed on his face. "Well, if you're sure." He began going from drawer to drawer picking out the outfits he liked the most. He chose two different panties, a bright yellow string bikini, a gauzy, white nightie with its own matching panty, and a pair of tiny, denim short-shorts with white crop-top. We moved to the closet and he pulled down a bright pink tube dress and a flirty, sleeveless, white summer dress.
When all of the outfits were laid out neatly on the bed, I slithered into his arms and whispered, "Why don't you wait for me in the living room. I'll come out to you after I've changed."
His arms circled my waist and for the first time, I felt his hands on my upper butt cheeks. His cock was throbbing against my stomach and my little penis was throbbing against his thigh. He leaned down close to my ear and whispered, "I'll be waiting for you."
After he'd left the room and I heard him make his way down the hall and sit in his favorite chair, I slid the silk jumper off of my body and wiggled out of the satin bikini panties I'd worn for most of the day. Standing naked in that room with the door wide open and Unkie just down the hall was wildly arousing. My little bald penis was extremely excited about this fashion show.
Unkie turned on the stereo and browsed the stations until he found one that played the current, popular music I loved. I called out to him, "I like that one! Please leave it there!"
I rated the outfits in order of naughtiness. The least naughty was going to be the denim short shorts and crop top. I chose one of the panties he picked out, a neon pink thong. A shiver shot throughout my body while I slipped that thin cotton thong up over my dainty penis. For a brief moment, I considered running down the hall in just that thong, but I stopped myself. I wanted to make this tease last for as long as possible. I quickly wiggled into the short shorts and pulled the crop top down onto my chest. Taking a quick glance in the mirror, I found out just why he'd chosen that outfit. It looked really, really good on my thin body!
I didn't hesitate. I couldn't wait. I called out to Unkie, "I'm coming out!"
As I stepped out of the room into the hallway, I saw Unkie sitting in his chair in the living room. I walked on my tiptoes and wiggled my hips shamelessly. As I left the hall and entered the living room, I found he had moved the coffee table so the entire room was open for me to pose in. While making my way to the center of the room, right in front of him, I began to dance to the music. While grinding my hips, I lifted my arms above my head and danced around in a circle.
The music was playing soft enough that we could talk in our normal voices. While I continued to dance, I asked, "What do you think Unkie? Do I look okay?"
He watched my every move. I don't think he was even blinking his eyes. He had his hand resting over the long, thick bulge of his hard cock. I can't be sure if he was trying to hide it or fondle it. Either way, seeing how he was reacting to my little show made me want to tease him all the more.
That familiar deep, raspy voice said, "Sweetheart, you look amazing. I've always known you had a cute body. But I didn't realize just how..."
He never finished that thought. It was probably due to the fact that I'd slipped my fingers under my shorts and pulled the straps of the thong up over my hip bones. I danced and posed for him a little longer before blowing him a kiss and telling him I was going to change.
The short shorts and crop top came off my body as soon as I returned to the spare room. I took a deep breath and paused to think about what I was doing. A shiver of shame ran through my body, but it was nowhere near enough to make me reconsider what I was doing. I had never felt so sexy or desirable before. I'd been with a few different men in the past. But none of them looked at me the way Unkie did. Of course, I had never dressed up like this for other men either. Sure, I'd worn panties, but I'd never fully dressed up for anyone.
Leaving the neon pink thong on, even with its growing moist spot, I pulled the flirty white summer dress onto my thin, smooth body. The dress was sleeveless with buttons all the way up the front. It hung to mid-thigh and flared out horizontally to its high waist if I spun around quickly. Before leaving the room, I went to the box of shoes in the closet. I dug through them and found a cute pair of strappy white heels. But I knew I'd look like a dork wobbling around in heels, so I picked out a pair of sparkly white, ballet flats.
I didn't bother announcing myself this time. I strutted out into the hall and felt his eyes devouring my body as I approached him. I played runway-model and posed when I stood before him. I turned my back to him and posed again. Glancing over my shoulder, I began to slowly dance for him.
There was no need for me to ask him how I looked that time. He sat there on the couch, occasionally squeezing his raging erection through his pants and said, "That dress looks so much better on you than it did on her. You look positively beautiful."
His words were doing incredible things to my confidence. I continued to slowly dance around for him. Turning my side to him, I reached down and slowly pulled the dress up to expose the strap of the thong I was wearing. In a desperate, breathy sounding voice, I said, "I really love dressing like this for you Unkie."
After releasing the hem of the dress, I danced for him and watched him squeeze his cock before looking up into his eyes. He wanted me. And I wanted him. The erotic tension in the room could've been cut with a knife.
I watched him continue to squeeze his long, fat hardon while said, "Honey, I'm not sure about this. I mean, you're my nephew. We can't... I mean, we shouldn't... You're my step-nephew, but still..."
After turning to face him, I slipped both hands under my dress and hooked my thumbs under the straps of my thong. While maintaining eye contact, I bent at my hips and slid the panties down my legs. Rising back up, I stepped out of them and bent to pick them up from the floor. I dangled them from my first finger while standing up straight, allowing my very stiff and excited penis to poke against the front of my dress.
In a throaty, sexy voice, I said, "Unkie, let's not over think this." I began dancing again, careful not to let my dress flair out high enough to expose my private parts to him. "Let's just see what happens. We have the whole summer together. Let's not ruin it by worrying too much, okay?"
As I uttered that last word, I dropped the thong I'd been wearing onto his lap. I looked down at it laying over his hand that was rhythmically squeezing his cock. Looking back into his eyes, I whispered, "I'll be right back." I then turned on my toes and strutted from the room.
Once I had returned to the spare room, I leaned against the wall by the door. My breathing was ragged and my entire body was flushed with arousal. I slowly undid the buttons of the dress until they were all undone and I let the dress fall from my naked body. I again considered walking out to him completely naked, but I somehow managed to resist that urge.
As quickly as I could, I tied the bright yellow bikini onto my body. Having never tied a bikini on before, it took much longer than I would have liked. I had to tie the bottoms on tightly to keep my anxious penis from poking out the top. Once I had both the bottom and top tied on, I wiggled into the pink tube dress. Just before I was about to step into the hall, I heard my all-time favorite song come on the radio. I couldn't stop myself from smiling brightly and singing along as I sashayed down the hall. My hips were swinging from side to side while the stretchy dress clung to my body like a second skin. The knots of the bikini I wore beneath it were plainly visible, as were the yellow strings looping around my neck.
When I stepped into my place before Unkie, he groaned, "Sweetheart, there isn't a girl alive who would look better in that dress than you do."
My dancing only lasted a few moments, I was beyond any known level of horniness. I was a dancing, teasing orgasm on the edge. I turned my back to him and hooked my thumbs under the top of the dress. While swaying my hips from side to side, I began to slowly lower the dress. Inch-by-inch, it exposed more and more of my bare flesh. When it sat at on my hips, I arched my back deeply and danced around to face him. I held my arms above my head while I danced in my yellow bikini top and pink tube dress hugging my body from my hips to upper thigh.
While squeezing his raging erection, he moaned in a deep, voice, "Please don't stop now. I'm begging you!"
I answered in a squeaky voice, "Alright, but only because you used the magic word." I bit my lower lip while arching my back. I never thought I'd hear a grown man beg me to strip for him. And I was out of my mind with desire when Unkie spoke those words. Hooking my thumbs under the dress again, I rose up on my tiptoes and whispered, "Are you ready?" He didn't answer. He stared at me with his mouth hanging open while squeezing his cock over his pants.
Excruciatingly slowly, I wiggled my hips and slid the dress down my body until it fell around my ankles. I was left standing before Unkie wearing a little yellow string bikini. My dainty, very stiff penis was poking against fabric. I danced and posed for him in that little bikini and he never said a word. His eyes were devouring my body and I loved every second of it.
I danced myself close to him, so close he could reach out and touch me. He held the thong I'd been wearing in the same hand he was squeezing his cock with. Biting my lip again, I whispered, "I only have one more outfit to model for you."
He groaned softly, "The nightie."
I arched my back and whispered, "Yes, the nightie. Unkie, that nightie is so gauzy you'll be able to see through it. You're going to see my naked body."
When he didn't respond and never let his eyes stop from wandering over my bikini-clad body, I had an idea I couldn't resist acting upon. I turned my back to him and squatted down. Looking back at him, I asked, "Unkie, would you please untie this for me?"
He moaned out loud and reached to untie the strings around my neck. That was the first time I got a look at his bulge without his hands in the way. I saw a large moist spot on his pants at the very end of his long, fat cock. It was so big! Not only was it long, but that lump under his pants was thick. I saw it jump when it throbbed and knew he'd done that for my benefit.
He took a string in either hand and slowly pulled until the knot came undone. Before it fell loose, I held it against my chest with one arm. He then untied the second set of strings that held my top on. I kept it clung to my body. Rising up, I turned my side to him and stood right between his spread knees. Nodding down at my hips, I whispered, "This one too."
I reached down with my free hand and cupped it over my throbbing penis. He slowly pulled on the strings and when the bow came loose, the back of my bikini fell away. The side of my butt cheek was exposed to him for the first time.
He groaned, "You have got the most perfect little ass I've ever seen."
Spinning around so my butt faced him, I kept going until my other hip was presented. He didn't need prompting this time. He reached up and took the ends of the strings in his hands and pulled until the entire back of my bikini fell away. I parted my legs just enough to let it fall between them. I had one arm holding the top of the bikini to my chest and my other hand was holding the bottom against my little erection.
Turning back to face him, I moaned, "The nightie."
He glanced up into my eyes, grinned and repeated, "The nightie."
Strutting from the room, I left the dress laying on the floor. When I had turned down the hallway, I let the bikini top and bottom fall away from my body and held them in opposite hands. From the living room, I heard Unkie groan something.
My little penis was drooling with excitement when I turned into the room. I can't be sure if Unkie got a quick glance at my stiff penis from the side, I hoped he did. He obviously wanted to see me and I was desperate for him to see me!
I tossed both pieces of the bikini on the bed and picked up the gauzy white panties that matched the nightie. I wiggled them up my legs and made sure they kept my very stiff and drooling, pink penis covered. I then raised the nightie up and over my head. It fell over my body and felt like I was wearing a warm breeze. It had thin lacey straps over my shoulders and had no real waist at all. It hung loosely over my body and ended just below my panties. I shivered with excitement when I saw my reflection in the mirror.
The nightie and panties were completely transparent. They left absolutely nothing hidden. It somehow felt like I was even more exposed than when I was naked. I had to take my eyes away from the mirror and hold my hands up high. I was so close to cumming, I needed to calm down before I made my way back out to Unkie. I stood there with my eyes closed, taking deep breaths until I felt my arousal calm to a manageable level.
Opening my eyes, I turned and walked out into the hall. I held my arms at my sides with my elbows bent. I made sure to keep my palms facing down with my wrists bent in an exaggerated sissy style. I sashayed my way into the room while Unkie watched my every move. When I stood before him, I kept my arms up with my wrists bent and slowly turned around in circles in time to the music.
After slow dancing for his pleasure for several moments, I stood facing him and let my hands fall behind my back and laced my fingers together. In my softest, sexiest voice I whispered, "What do you think Unkie?"
His eyes never stopped wandering up and down my body when he answered in that deep voice of his, "Honey, you're the first boy I've ever been attracted to."
I unlaced my fingers and began fiddling with the hem of my nightie. With my chin lowered, looking up into his eyes, I asked, "So you've never been with a boy before?"
He shook his head slowly and groaned, "No, never."
My back arched and I slowly lifted the front of the gauzy nightie above my panties. My voice cracked when I uttered, "But you want to be with me, don't you Unkie?"
"Dear Lord, yes I do."
Swaying my hips from side to side while raising the nightie above my nipples, I asked, "Unkie, I want to be with you too. I want to feel you deep inside of me. I want you to make love to me as if I were a girl."
He groaned deeply and moved to undo his belt. But I quickly yelped, "No! Not tonight!" He looked up at me with big puppy eyes. I softly said, "Tonight I just want you to look. I want you to see all of me. And I want you to dream about me tonight and fantasize about me tomorrow while you're at work." As I finished that sentence I slowly lifted the nightie off of my body and let it float to the floor by my side. This left me standing before Unkie in only gauzy, transparent panties.
He moved his hands away from his belt and went back to squeezing himself. He almost sounded whiney when he asked, "Sweetheart, will you please take off your panties too?"
I squeaked, "There is that magic word again! Of course, I'll take them off for you." Hooking my thumbs under the sides of the panties, I first pulled them out and away from my desperate penis and then began to slowly lower them to the floor. After stepping out of them, I turned my back to Unkie, kept my legs straight and bent at my hips to pick them up off the floor. Before standing back up, I looked back at him from beside my shin. "Unkie, can you see my little wrinkled hole?"
He whimpered in that same whiney tone. "Yes."
I moved one arm back so I could gently touch my quivering balloon knot of a hole. In an innocent voice, I said, "I'm going to my room now. And when I'm laying in bed, I'm going to be fantasizing about your long, fat, Unkie cock inside of me right here." With those last two words, I pressed the tip of my finger inside of me.
After letting his eyes devour me for several moments, I withdrew my finger from inside of me, picked up my panties from the floor, stood up and turned to face him. His eyes saw me in all my naked glory for the first time. I posed a few different times for him. My poor little penis was so anxious, it was leaking on his carpet!
On a whim, I slipped the finger I'd had in my bottom into my mouth. Unkie looked like he was going to faint. I then approached him, dropped the panties I'd been wearing onto his lap to join the other pair I'd left earlier. I then leaned down and kissed him gently. Glancing to his lap, I lowered my hand to move the two panties aside before I lightly brushed my fingertips back and forth over the massive bulge in his pants. In my sweetest voice, I whispered, "Promise you'll dream about me?"
He moaned, "I promise."
Leaning back down, I kissed him again. This time I slipped my tongue beyond his lips for a short time. Brushing my lips against his, I whispered, "Goodnight Unkie."



Standing up straight, I let him look at me for a bit longer before turning around and crossing the room to an end table. I picked up a box of tissues and returned to Unkie. I set the box beside him and whispered, "I think you're going to need these."
Reached down, I pulled out five tissues and stood up straight in front of him again. In my sexiest whisper, "I'm going to need them too."
Before turning away from him, I looked down and saw he'd moved my panties back over his cock and was jacking himself off over his pants. I stood and watched him pleasure himself for only a few seconds before I had to leave. I didn't want this to go all the way our first night together. It had already gone much farther than I ever thought it would. And I couldn't let it go on anymore.
Wiggling my bare bottom as I made my way down the hall. The only thing I had with me were five tissues. I'd left the living room littered with the clothes I'd tried on for him. That wasn't planned, but I hoped it made Unkie want me all the more.
When I arrived in my room, I left the door wide open and climbed up on the bed. I laid on my back with my legs spread wide. A part of me hoped Unkie would walk into the room and have his way with me. Another part of me wanted him to stand in the doorway and watch me touch myself. But the largest part of myself wanted the tease to last. When I didn't hear footsteps coming down the hall, I was happy Unkie was doing as I asked of him. He had seen me naked and extremely aroused. He could fantasize and dream about me all he wanted. But for tonight, that was all he was going to get.
My hand was shaking when I looped my first finger and thumb around my short, thin penis. It was slippery with my excitement and throbbing wildly. It took all of two strokes before the most power orgasm erupted from deep inside my body. Every muscle in my body went perfectly taut and a high pitched squeak left my lips. Just before my penis squirted for the first time, I squealed loud enough for him to hear, "I'm coming Unkie!"
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The next morning, Becky and I walked into the jewelry store a few minutes after it had opened. The older man who owned the store looked at us with a funny expression on his face. We approached him hand-in-hand. Becky, with her Hispanic heritage, was wearing jeans, a white blouse that draped over her giant breasts in the most alluring manner, and white cross trainers. Her thick black hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She looked beautiful and radiated confidence. I wore a pair of snug-fitting, white shorts that were a blend of cotton and spandex. They had a very short inseam and lacked buttons, zippers or pockets of any kind. I was completely bare beneath the shorts and the outline of my dainty penis was right up front for everyone to see. The shirt I wore was a short sleeved, soft-yellow dress shirt. It was just long enough to meet the top of my shorts. If I raised my arms, my pale stomach would peek out. I wore brown dress shoes with ankle length socks. I looked like a sissy and we were both fully aware of this fact.
When we'd stepped up to the counter, Becky introduced herself while I stood beside her, holding her hand and looking at my feet. She reminded the jeweler of the rings we'd brought in to have sized for her finger. He quickly recalled the project and informed us that he was preparing to begin the work the very next day. Becky told him she was thrilled he hadn't begun working on it yet. She smiled and told him we'd had a change in plans and that I would be wearing the engagement ring and wedding band.
I bit my lip and looked up at the man behind the counter. When our eyes met, the humiliation of moment began burning in my stomach. The older gentleman couldn't stop himself from grinning while his eyes slowly wandered over my body. My face and chest grew warm as I flushed with embarrassment. Becky did nothing to rescue me from my moment of humiliation.
Eventually, after what seemed like an eternity, the man invited me to have a seat at a separate, nearby counter. While I climbed up on a stool, he left the storefront for a few moments to retrieve my future engagement ring and wedding band from his safe. Becky stood directly behind me and let her fingertips drift up and down my sides. Leaning down, Becky first licked my earlobe before whispering three simple words, 'Say your name.' I moaned while my back arched, in a very soft voice I whispered, 'Payson Martinez'.
The jeweler returned with my rings in his hand. After laying a velvet pad on the countertop, he set the two rings out and grinned while taking my hand in his. In a deep voice, he told me that the rings were going to look very nice on my small hand. He apologized to Becky for implying they would look much better on my hand than hers. Becky wasn't at all upset and agreed with him wholeheartedly.
He began by slipping my left ring finger into the engagement ring with its huge diamond that I would soon wear. It was far too big. After setting it down beside the wedding band, he picked up a large hoop containing many sizing rings. After trying several, he learned my skinny finger was a petite five and a quarter. While still holding my hand, he told me that he'd never encountered a young man with such a small finger. Holding my hand in his and staring into my eyes, he stated that if ever there was a boy who should wear a diamond on his finger, it was me. He told me my hands were more delicate than most of the women he'd measured.
I squirmed on the stool while this man confirmed what Becky and I already knew, I was a sissy. And very soon, I would be a sissy bride. My penis was throbbing beneath my little shorts and the humiliation of the encounter was beginning to make me feel light-headed.
He turned his attention to Becky and told her the rings would be ready early the following week. He suggesting bringing me back to test the fit. And he also hinted about a pair of earrings that were due to arrive in the next day or two that would look very nice with my engagement ring. He grinned and told her that I'd need to get my ears pierced if I hoped to wear them. Becky told him she planned to have my ears pierced eventually and loved the idea of earrings to match my engagement ring.
And then IT happened. Before I had a chance to react to Becky's plan to have my ears pierced, a shiver shot up my spine when that mature gentleman took my hand, raised it off the velvet mat and kissed it. I saw stars while my little penis throbbed wildly. Becky eventually helped me down from the stool while prompting me to thank the jeweler for his help. When I stood on my feet, Becky reached around my body and while I faced the jeweler and thanked him, she used the index fingers of both her hands to trace the outline of my little erection beneath my tight shorts.
He had a grin on his face that made me shiver and bite my lower lip. I glanced down when he moved to adjust his cock and nearly moaned out loud when I saw the unmistakable bulge of his large hard-on. He spoke in a deeper voice than he had been using. He looked right into my eyes and told me he couldn't wait to see me when the rings were finished. I stood there looking into his hungry eyes until Becky spun me around, laid her open palm on my bottom and guided me out of the store.
As we passed out of the jewelry store, I covered my very stiff erection with both of my hands. I waddled along until I was seated in the car and Becky closed the door behind me. I sat in the car watching Becky walk around to the driver's side. I briefly considered lowering my shorts and playing with myself. But I knew that would displease my fiancé. Instead of masturbating, I squirmed in the seat and concentrated on not touching myself.
After Becky had sat down behind the wheel, she drove us out of the parking lot toward the bridal supply store. Without even looking at me, she said, "Our jeweler wants to fuck you. Payson Sweetheart, does it turn you on to know a grown man wants to put his cock in you?" I opened my mouth to answer her when she cut me off, "Remember, you promised you'd always be honest with me. No more secrets, lies or half-truths."
I squirmed in my seat and blushed from head-to-toe while I confessed, "Yes. It did turn me on to know he wanted me. He kissed my hand and I liked it a lot! No one has ever done that before! I swooned!!" I giggled and squirmed in my seat. My back arched and my little penis throbbed while I asked, "Becky, did you see his bulge before we left? He was hard and he was huge! I made that happen, didn't I?"
She grinned before saying, "Yes, Sweetheart, you made that old man very happy today. I bet he hasn't been that hard in years. And I thought it was sweet how he kissed your hand." Becky reached over and laid her warm hand on my bare thigh. In a soft voice, she said, "You must know that old man wanted to kiss you in more places than the back of your hand."
I writhed in the seat beside her. I begged her to take me home. I was too horny to go to a bridal store. I just wanted to be taken home. I didn't think I could handle being measured and browsing through gowns. Becky smiled warmly and told me she'd take me home right after we visited the bridal store. She loved the idea of me being so horny in public places.
All too soon, Becky parked the car right in front of the bridal store. I whined softly and told her I didn't think I could go in there. I straightened my back, lifting my bottom off the seat to focus her attention on the front of my snug-fitting, white shorts. My little erection was pressed against my body and its outline was plainly visible. My little balls were smushed off to either side of my penis and anyone who cared to look would immediately know how excited I was. There was even a small moist spot near the squishy head of my penis!
Becky leaned over and kissed me on the lips. Her tongue dove into my mouth and slithered over my teeth to dance with my own tongue. After pulling her lips away from mine, she looked down and laid her hand over my dainty erection. In a soft voice, she asked, "Payson Sweetie, are you trying to convince me to strip you naked before we go into the bridal store?"
Squirming in the seat and breathing heavily, I whined, "No!"
She kissed me again, bit my earlobe and said, "If you keep whining, that is exactly what I will do." She then opened her door and came around to my side. I rose up on my rubbery legs and used my hands to keep my little erection hidden. Becky pinned me against the car, kissed me once more and gave me a very stern warning. "If you even try to cover your sissy bump or give me any trouble at all, I won't hesitate to take you over my knee and give you the spanking of your lifetime in front of everyone inside this store."
Biting my lower lip, I shivered as a fresh wave of shame rose up inside of me. I knew she wasn't joking. She had embarrassed me countless times in public. She often spoke down to me and asked me very personal questions right in front of strangers. And this wasn't the first time I'd been brought out in public dressed like a sissy. I hated to be embarrassed in public, but Becky knew the more she humiliated me, the hornier I got.
She had given me dozens of spankings, but they were always behind closed doors and she always had a reason. The only person who knew about those spankings, besides Becky and I, was my mother. Becky made me report to my mother after every spanking I'd ever received. And my mother wasn't sympathetic at all. She believed I deserved every spanking Becky gave me.
Although Becky wouldn't admit it, I guessed she also told her own mother about my spankings. And I bet her mother, Constanza, told her father, Javier all the shameful details of my punishments. Every time we visited her parents, Constanza always acted like I'd just gotten a spanking and she felt sorry for me. Her father rarely spoke to me, choosing instead to ignore my existence. The only exception to their usual reactions to my presence occurred on a weekend the four of us had gone to the beach. Neither Javier or Constanza could take his eyes off of me when I appeared wearing the girl's white C-string Becky had insisted upon. I was terribly embarrassed to wear that tiny excuse for a suit, but after seeing the reactions from my future in-laws, I was reminded that Becky always knew what was best for me. Both Constanza and Javier couldn't stop staring at my mostly bare body. That C-string was a wired suit that only covered my little penis with a swatch of thin, white spandex. It wrapped back up to between my cheeks with no straps at all. It somehow clung to my body like a spring and never fell off. It was by far, the least amount of clothing I'd ever worn in public. And it was very obvious that my future in-laws were both appreciated how I looked that day.
I earned my most recent spanking when Becky noticed I'd missed the bowl when urinating. I laid face-down and naked over her wide lap while she disciplined me with a spanking long enough and hard enough to bring on real tears. During that punishment, Becky decided to implement a few rules with regard to my bathroom usage. I would need to ask her permission first and I would no longer be allowed to stand while urinating.
Becky took hold of my hand and led me toward the doors of the bridal store. Wave after wave of shame and embarrassment washed over me. With every step I took, I blushed deeper and began to feel dizzy. When Becky reached out and opened the door for me, I whimpered softly while stepping into the store. All around were mannequins wearing gorgeous, white wedding gowns. I whimpered softly as my little penis flexed beneath my snug short-shorts.
A classy-looking woman in her 40's approached us with a professional smile. She introduced herself as Mrs. Murphy. She held out her hand and Becky shook it. After looking down at me and the way I was dressed, she didn't even offer to shake my hand. The woman asked how she could help us. I nearly fainted when she asked that question. I looked up and saw Becky glance down at me. She grinned before explaining the special plans for our wedding.
"We'll be getting married later this summer. And very recently we decided to have a..." She glanced back down at me before looking back to Mrs. Murphy. "...a non-traditional ceremony. You see, I wear the theoretical pants in this relationship. Because of this, we've decided I should wear the tuxedo during our wedding. That would leave my little princess here to wear a gown. He has such a cute little figure that I'm sure he'll have a wider selection of gowns than I would when considering my size. Do you think you can help us?"
The woman listened carefully to all Becky said. Several times, she glanced at me and smirked. I was blushing and feeling dizzier than ever. My little penis was as stiff as a pencil and the moist spot on my shorts was growing. A few small groups of women were in the store and we'd attracted their attention, but they were trying to be discreet with their staring and eves-dropping.
Mrs. Murphy assured Becky she would be able to find the perfect gown for me. She asked Becky if she knew my size. Becky smiled and told her that was one of the reasons we'd stopped in that day. She wanted me to be measured. The woman led us toward the back of the store. She had me stand on a small, raised platform. She stepped away and returned with a giggling girl about my age after leaving to get a tape measure. Mrs. Murphy began measuring all the appropriate places on my body while the girl noted each measurement on a tablet. My penis was really enjoying all the attention, but I was utterly humiliated.
While they worked, Becky explained that we would be browsing that day. She told them we wouldn't be making any decisions; it would be bad luck for her to see me in my gown before I appeared on the aisle. All three women smiled and looked at my blushing face. Becky explained that I would return with my mother in the near future. She told Mrs. Murphy and the girl that my mother was very excited to help her baby-boy choose the perfect gown for his wedding.
Everyone was giggling or openly laughing at me standing on that platform. When very suddenly, the woman looped the tape measure around my hips and 'accidentally' drug her fingernails across the bump of my throbbing penis. I squeaked in a high pitch and quickly lowered my hands to cover myself.
Becky's eyes narrowed as she scowled at me. In her scary voice, she said, "What did I say I would do if you misbehaved while we were in here?"
I began to sob and felt a tear roll down my cheek while I uttered, "You, you, you said you would spank me."
Her expression didn't change, nor did the tone of her voice, "Is that what you want? Do you want me to lower your shorty-shorts, take you over my knee and spank your skinny little ass until you scream?"
I began to openly cry and squealed, "No!"
She sneered at me and said, "This is your first and last warning. Don't make me punish you in the middle of this store."
I threw my arms up and laced my fingers behind my head. I wasn't going to make that mistake again. I stood there sobbing, trying to get a hold of my emotions while Mrs. Murphy went back to work measuring my body. But after being scolded by Becky, the woman became more touchy-feely than she had been. She fondled my butt cheeks, drug her fingernails up the insides of my thighs, she even measured the length of the bump my erect penis made under my shorts. When she called out 'Three and a half inches', everyone snickered and stared at my growing moist spot.
Once I had been measured and my dress size noted at a four. Becky took my hand and helped me down from the platform. After I stepped down, Becky cupped my butt cheeks in her hand and said loud enough for everyone to hear, "I'm very glad that you chose to behave yourself." I whimpered softly and wiped the last few tears away with the back of my hand.
Becky laid her hand on my lower back and guided me along as we followed Mrs. Murphy through her shop. She led us to a semi-private area and had Becky and I sit side-by-side on a little couch. The couch was surrounded by racks of gowns. They were all snow white and the most feminine items of clothing I could possibly imagine. The reality that I would soon wear one of these gowns and be walked down the aisle with my mother continued to sink in. Everyone who was of any importance in my life would be there. The excitement and shame of what I'd promised to do became a little more real in my mind. And it made my little penis throb so hard.
Becky wrapped her arm around my narrow shoulders and held me close while Mrs. Murphy gave us a lesson on wedding gowns. She pulled out one gown after another pointing out each gown's silhouette, neckline, sleeve design, waistline, skirt style, and train. Seeing and feeling the materials of the many gowns left me feeling dizzy and short of breath. Both Mrs. Murphy and Becky watched my reaction to each gown they presented. It was easy for them to learn which gowns I liked the most.
I'm sure Mrs. Murphy saved the best gown for last. When she pulled it out from the rack, I gasped and squirmed close to Becky. It had a fitted, corset bodice which was beautifully decorated with rhinestones and other sparkly things. The skirt was floor-length and flared out like a bell. It had big, cap sleeves and I would wear lacey gloves that would end above my elbows. It was a gown straight out of a princess story.
Becky squeezed me against her and spoke to Mrs. Murphy, "It looks like my little sissy has found a gown he likes. Please keep that style of gown in mind when he returns with his mother."
Mrs. Murphy promised she would. And as Becky and I rose up off the couch, Mrs. Murphy pointed her long, manicured finger at my erection. In a very professional tone, she said, "When his mother does bring him back, please ensure he wears appropriate underclothing. I will not allow him to try on anything if he's leaking like that."
Becky looked down and saw the large-ish moist spot on my tight shorts. She cupped my butt in her hand and asked Mrs. Murphy, "I completely understand. Do you have any suggestions on what 'appropriate underclothing' would be for my little sissy?"
Mrs. Murphy raised a finger and tapped it against her chin. After a few moments, she said, "Perhaps a panty with a panty-liner positioned in the front? Or, if he would remain erect through the process, as he did today, you could put his little peepee in a condom. As an alternative, if you are so inclined, you could put him in a diaper. He seems to prefer large, fuller skirts, so a poofy diaper wouldn't distract from the silhouette."
I cringed and my hips ground backward. My penis was throbbing so hard. I was so embarrassed that Mrs. Murphy would suggest I wear any of those things. But the diaper was the worst! I immediately knew that would be the solution Becky and my mother would choose. Very soon, I would return to this store and I would be wearing a diaper! I felt very dizzy and a little sick to my stomach. But my little penis had never been so stiff.
Becky only glanced at my flushed face before speaking to Mrs. Murphy again, "Those all sound like perfect solutions to this little problem. I'll discuss them with his mother and together we'll make a final decision. Thank you for all your help today."
Mrs. Murphy looked me over from head to toe and then spoke to Becky, "It's not a problem at all. I honestly have enjoyed my time with the two of you. And I'm sure when he returns with his mother, we'll have another unforgettable time together."
I shivered and pressed my body against Becky's side. My little penis was throbbing against her thigh while I buried my face against her giant, soft breast. She wrapped her arm around my back and held me while she finished chatting with Mrs. Murphy. We left the store with Becky's hand cupping my butt, guiding me toward the car.



When we stood at the passenger's door, Becky pinned me against the car with her thigh pressed between my legs. She took my head in her hands and kissed me aggressively. Her tongue slithered passed my lips and attacked the inside of my mouth. I found myself humping my hips against her heavy thigh while she kissed me.
While still holding my head in her hands, she growled, "Payson Sweetheart, it's still early and I'm not ready to head home yet. So I'm giving you a choice. We can either go talk to the priest and tell him the new plans for our ceremony. Or we can go to the mall to get your ears pierced. What's it going to be Cupcake?"
Humping myself shamelessly against Becky's thigh, the thought of sitting in the same room with Father Mike was unthinkable. He was an old-fashion, middle-aged priest who was set in his ways. He didn't have to say how much he disliked me, I could see it in his eyes. Apparently, he didn't approve of young men making the plans for their wedding day. I'm sure he believed it was a task best left up to a woman. So the idea of sitting down and informing him that I'd take the Martinez name, wear the engagement and wedding rings would be enough to make him cringe. But when he learned I'd wear the gown and be escorted down the aisle by my mother would prove to him that I was not a man at all. I was a sissy. And there was something about having a man of God know I was a sissy that made me feel sick to my stomach.
While biting my lower lip, I squeaked, "The mall. Take me to the mall."
She grinned and said, "And what do you want to be done at the mall?"
Shivering with shame, I said, "Becky, please take me to the mall so I can get my ears pierced."
She growled in a deep voice, "Say your name."
I squeaked, "Payson Martinez!"
She leaned in and bit my earlobe, "Well, Ms. Martinez, let's go get your ears pierced!"
She then pulled her thigh from between my legs and left me panting and more desperate then I'd ever been before. She opened my door and after buckling me in, shut it. Once behind the wheel, she pulled out of the parking lot and began the short drive to our local shopping mall. Before we were even close to the mall, I found the courage to speak up.
"Becky, um, can we go home? Please? I really don't want to go into the mall."
She looked over at me and grinned, "But Sweetheart, you just told me you wanted to get your ears pierced. And if my little princess wants to get her ears pierced, I'm going to make that happen."
The idea of walking into a busy shopping mall dressed as I was with my little hard-on making the unmistakable moist spot on my shorts was unthinkable. The shame of the act would be too much for me to handle after all I'd been through already. My mind ran wild while struggled to find a reason to avoid entering the mall.
Becky knew what I was thinking. And before I could come up with a good reason, she said, "Sweetheart, are you worried about walking through the mall in your little short-shorts? Are you worried about people seeing your little stiffie?"
I undid my seatbelt and slid across the seat beside Becky. She hated it when I rode without my seatbelt, but I needed to be close to her. I snuggled up against her side and pressed the side of my face against her giant breast after she wrapped her arm around my body. In a soft, squeaky voice I said, "Yes. I don't think I can do it."
She squeezed me against her and said, "Payson, people are going to look at you and giggle. They will stare at you when we walk by. They will all know that you have a little stiffie. Some of them may even take pictures of you. It's not every day that such an adorable sissy boy walks through the mall."
As she finished talking, we pulled into the parking lot of the mall. She drove halfway around the building so we could enter near the store that sold cheap jewelry and offered ear piercing. After finding a spot to park, she turned off the car and faced me. "Sweetheart, this is going to be difficult for you to do. But I want you to do it for me."
I kept looking into her eyes but didn't say a word.
She smiled and after kissing me gently, said, "It's a Thursday, school is in session, there will only be adults in there. And we're not far from the store. It'll only be a short walk." She reached over and laid her open hand over my dainty erection. I immediately started humping my hips against her hand. "Sweetie, if you do this one last thing for me, I promise to take you home afterward. And once we're home, I'm going to make you cum so hard, you'll squirt like a little fountain."
I moaned softly, my mind ran wild with what it would feel like to walk into the mall. But after a few moments, I said, "Okay Becky, I'll do it for you."
She kissed me once more before leaving the car and walking to the passenger's side. She opened my door and I took the hand she offered. It still made me giggle to see how small and pale my hands were when compared to hers. Once out of the car, we continued to hold hands while approaching the mall entrance. There were several people walking to and from their own cars and it felt like every one of them was staring at me!
Becky leaned down and whispered in my ear, "Try to enjoy their attention Sweetie. They are all jealous you're with me. Every single one of them would love to be holding your hand right now. Every woman that sees you is getting moist. And every man that sees you is getting a big, fat hard-on. Everyone here wants to fuck you."
I whimpered softly while my little penis throbbed hard and couldn't stop myself from putting an extra wiggle in my walk. As we entered the mall, I felt the stares of strangers wandering over my thin, pale body. They couldn't take their eyes off of my skinny, hairless legs, my little erection under my snug, white short-shorts and my deeply blushing face. I was way beyond any normal level of horniness.
Becky never let go of my hand even after we had entered the cheap jewelry store. We were the only customers that day. Behind the counter stood a cute, college-aged girl and a woman in her late thirties who I assumed was the manager. They had been talking to each other until we entered their shop. As soon as they saw us, they both went silent and stared as we approached the counter.
Becky smiled at them warmly and said, "Good afternoon ladies. I'm Becky and this little cutie pie is my fiancé Payson."
The younger girl remained silent and was unable to stop gawking at me. The older woman cleared her throat and said, "It's nice to meet you, Becky. How may I help you?" She too was struggling not to stare at my petite erection under my tight, white shorts.
Becky squeezed my hand, "I've brought Payson to have his ears pierced today. I'm thinking about having each lobe pierced twice. I think he'll look adorable with a hoop and a stud in each ear."
The older lady walked out from behind the counter and guided us to a rack of earrings we could choose from. It only took Becky a second to choose a pair of studs with pink jewels and a second pair with imitation diamonds. While the woman led me to a chair that looked like it belonged in a dentist's office near the back of the store, Becky was called to the counter by the college-aged girl to fill out some paperwork.
Once I was seated, the woman used a marker to locate where my piercings would be in each earlobe. She stepped back away from me several times to look and ensure the piercings would be straight. Becky had joined us shortly before the woman had finished placing dots on my earlobes. She asked Becky what she thought. Becky looked at me, smiled and said a single word. 'Perfect.' No one ever offered me a mirror or asked my opinion at all.
The woman then picked up a plastic gun-looking-thing. She cleaned it up with an alcohol swab and loaded a pink stud into the gun. After cocking it by pulling back on a little metal knob, she positioned it on one of the points she made on my earlobe.
I was holding it together up until that moment. But when that gun touched my ear, I freaked out. I'd always had a terrible fear of needles and that gun looked like it had a needle in it! The fear and panic were so much, that my little penis went soft for the first time that day. Becky immediately knew what was happening and knelt at my side. She took my hands in hers and said, "It's okay Honey. Just relax. It'll only hurt for a second."
I was on the verge of crying. But I forced myself to calm down while looking into Becky's loving eyes. That's when it happened. "POP!" And my ear was pierced. I giggled and spoke in a high pitch, "That didn't hurt much at all!"
The woman cleaned the gun and loaded the next earring. Just as before, I squeezed Becky's hands and clenched my teeth. "POP!"
Becky released one of my hands, glanced toward the front of the store, after finding no one looking, quickly patted my soft penis over my shorts. Her gentle touch was enough to bring it back to life. It quickly grew to its full size while the woman finished loading the third earring.
Becky took my hand back in hers and spoke to the woman. "Our first stop today was at the jeweler's to get his grandmother's rings sized to his little fingers. We then went to the bridal store to have him measured and introduced to the different styles of gowns he could wear on our special day. We were having such a good time, we decided to come to get his ears pierced before we went home. We want to be sure to allow enough time for them to heal before our big day."
The woman didn't look phased at all. She pretended like this sort of thing happened every day. While positioning the gun for the first piercing on my other ear, she said, "It sounds like you two will have a very memorable wedding day." 'POP!'
Becky grinned at me and said, "I'm sure we will too. My sweet Payson is making all the arrangements. Although his mother will begin helping out now that she's agreed to walk him down the aisle and give him away."
The woman grinned in a strange way while lining up my final piercing. After glancing down to my little hard-on, she spoke in a condescending tone, "Payson, I'm sure you're going to be an adorable bride."
As I parted my lips to speak to her for the first time since entering the shop, the lady pulled the trigger. 'POP!' After that, I completely forgot what I was going to say. While I caught my breath, the woman handed me a mirror. When I saw the little pink stud and clear gem sitting above one another in each earlobe, I gasped out loud. Only a girl or a sissy would have ears pierced like that. I was quickly beginning to accept that I would let out more and more of my true sissy-self with each passing day.
I sat in that chair, admiring myself in the mirror while Becky was introduced to the aftercare instructions for my new piercings. After a time, Becky called out my name and I turned to face her. She was holding up her phone and took a picture of me! With the woman and girl both standing right there, Becky told me this was an event we had to share with my mom. She pecked away at her phone until she'd texted the image to my mom. Without giving me a second to complain or whine, Becky thanked the woman while taking my hand and helping me off of the chair. She then led me back into the mall. But instead of taking me toward the exit, she took me directly away from it.
I squirmed beside her and completely forgot about the image she'd sent to mom. Instead, I softly asked, "Becky? I-I thought we were going home?"
She kept a firm hold on my hand and continued to walk us farther into the mall. The eyes of an older man zeroed in on me and felt his lust from across the way. He wouldn't look away and actually turned to follow us! Still holding my hand, Becky pulled me into a lingerie store. I squeaked, "No!"
I no longer cared if that man was following. Because when Becky looked down at me, I knew she meant business. "Payson Martinez! Are you being difficult?"
I felt I was an inch tall when I squeaked, "No! I'll be good! I promise!"
She scowled at me and said, "Do you see that bench?" She pointed to a bench in the middle of the mall's hallway. "If you don't straighten up, I'm going to sit on that bench, take you over my lap and beat your skinny little ass until you scream. Do you understand me, young lady?"
The events of the day were proving to be more than I could bear. Tears welled up in my eyes as Becky pulled me deeper into the lingerie store. I soon found myself standing before a table piled high with panties! It was a rainbow of pinks, yellows, reds, blacks, soft greens, and baby blues. The materials called out to me, silk, satin, and lace. I felt dizzy when Becky picked up one pair and held it across my hips. I felt like I would pass out from embarrassment. She whispered, "These are going to fit perfectly." She then chose eleven more panties in different styles and colors. Becky handed me the small pile of panties to hold while guiding me deeper into the store.
She stopped at a rack containing sexy little nighties. From the rack, she pulled out a soft pink, almost see-thru nightie. She held it against my quivering body and I caught a glimpse of myself in a nearby mirror. The little nightie had thin straps over my shoulders, immediately below my chest, the nightie billowed out into a massive pink 'skirt' that wouldn't quite cover the matching bikini panties included with the set. I dropped the panties I was carrying and shivered as my desires welled up inside of me and my little penis throbbed wildly. The nightie was straight out of my naughtiest, sissy fantasies.
Becky stepped behind me, allowing me an unobstructed view of myself in the mirror, while still holding the nightie against my body. In a soft whisper, Becky said, "Say your name."
Unable to look away from myself in the mirror, I whispered, "Payson Martinez."
She licked my earlobe, being careful not to get too close to my fresh piercings. "Good girl. Payson, tell me you want this nightie."
My voice cracked when I squeaked, "I do. I want it really bad."
I saw her smile in the mirror. "Very good Payson. Now I need you to pick up all those panties you dropped. We'll be buying them too. I'm going to keep you in panties from now on."
I half leaned-back, half fell-back against Becky's body. In a soft voice I said, "Oh, I-I don't know what to say."
She whispered, "How about a 'Thank you'?"
I spun around and wrapped my arms around her neck. I hugged her tightly and said, "Thank you, Becky!"
She hugged me back and said, "I'm going to take such good care of you. I know who you are deep down inside. And Payson, I'm going to help you to become the sweet, little sissy you were born to be." I clung to her even tighter and she held me in her arms while the few ladies working and shopping in the store couldn't help but stare at us.
After that emotional moment passed and I picked up all the panties off the floor, we made our way to the register. I glanced around the store and saw the last small group of women exit the store. This left the saleslady, Becky and me alone. The woman checking us out held up each item to fold them neatly. With every item she folded, her eyes wandered from my head to toes. At one point she said, "These are cute. I wish I could fit into this size."
Becky smiled and said, "You and me both. But not all of us can be as petite as my fiancé. Isn't that right Payson?"
While blushing deeply, with a very stiff penis, I uttered, "I-I suppose so."
Becky returned to look at the woman and said, "It's time I bought him his own panties. Every time I turn around I catch him running around our house in my panties! They're so big on him, it looks like he's wearing a diaper!"
The woman behind the counter looked me up and down once more before saying, "I'm sure he's going to look very cute in any of these panties. But I do have a set I think would be perfect for him. She led us across the store to rack and pulled out a panty and sports bra set. The back of the white panty and the cups of the bra were covered in layers of ruffles. I gasped out loud. Like the nightie Becky had picked out, this panty and bra absolutely screamed 'sissy'!
Becky smiled, "Oh yes. That does look perfect for my precious Payson." She stepped back a few steps and asked the lady, "Would you hold it up against him? I'd like to get the idea of how it will look on him."
She stepped behind me and placed her hand on my hip. She spoke to Becky when she said, "I can do better than that. We have a small dressing room in the back of the shop. Why don't we have him try these on and model them?"
Becky walked in close so I was sandwiched between the two women, she spoke to the saleswoman over my head, "Thank you. That's a generous offer. Are you sure? While we were shopping for his wedding gown earlier today, the woman there was very concerned about him leaking his excitement on her gowns."
The woman looked down at the same moment Becky cupped my overly-excited erection in her palm. The woman whispered, "I'm so sure you're going to love the way he looks in this little outfit, that I'll take the chance of him ruining them with his leakage."
Becky smiled, "If that's the case, what are we waiting for?"
The woman returned her hand to my hip while guiding me to the very back of the shop. She opened the curtain to the dressing room and hung the panty and bra set on a hook. Before closing the curtain, she asked, "Do you need some help changing? Or can you do it all by yourself?"
I looked up at her, then to Becky who was standing behind her, then back to the woman. In a mousy sounding voice, I squeaked, "I can do it. Thank you."
When she shut the curtain, I was left standing alone in a small dressing room. There were mirrors on both sides of the little room, a bench on the back wall with a pair of hooks above it, and the curtain leading out into the store. I was so anxious and excited and nervous and embarrassed. My emotions were all over the map. But I knew what Becky expected of me, I needed to change into the panty and bra. I'd then need to open the curtain and expose myself to both Becky and that saleslady.
I sat on the bench and tucked my socks into my shoes after I removed them. Standing up, I unbuttoned my shirt and slid it off my quivering shoulders. I hung it from a hook on the wall above the bench. Hooking my thumbs under the waist of my stretchy spandex shorts, I wiggled them down my skinny, smooth legs. After I'd stepped out of them, I hung them on the hook with my shirt. As I turned to pick up the hangar containing the bra and panty, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. My pale, smooth body with my little, pink, prong of a penis jutting out from my pelvis looked cute. That was the only word that came to mind, cute.
While I stood there preening before the mirror, the curtain flew open exposing my naked body to both Becky and the saleslady. I squealed in a high pitch and threw my hands down to cover my little erection.
Becky grinned evilly and said, "I knew you would be in here admiring yourself. Sweetie, stop playing and try on that panty and bra. This nice lady and I are waiting for you."
She didn't close the curtain, she left it wide open. And she even stepped aside to give the saleslady an unobstructed view into the little room I stood in. Luckily, Becky and the saleslady blocked anyone else from seeing me. I blushed like crazy and almost asked Becky to close the curtain, but the expression on her face changed. She wasn't in the mood to be trifled with. I swallowed hard before moving one hand to remove the panty from the hangar. Turning my back to them both, I bent down, moved my hand away from my stiff and glistening penis to hold the panty so I could step into them. When I moved my hand, I quickly realized they could both see what I'd been trying to hide in the mirrors to either side of me. I panicked and quickly pulled the panties up my skinny legs and over my little prong.



Without turning around, I pulled the sports bra from the hangar and pulled down over my chest. Glancing to the mirror, I saw the poofy ruffles standing off of my bottom and chest. The material was soft cotton and felt wonderfully comforting against my naked body. My little penis was poking against the front of the panty and looked playfully lewd. I swiveled my hips before looking back at the two women behind me.
Becky smiled warmly and nodded her head. She wanted me to embarrass myself even more than I already had that day. I blushed like crazy. This felt even worse than the time I wore the c-string with my in-laws. The outfit covered much more of my body, but it was so feminine! And I wasn't even close to this horny when I was at the beach!
Keeping my arms out to my sides, I slowly turned around until I was facing Becky and the saleslady. Becky and the saleslady's eyes wandered up and down my petite, pale body. As predicted, a small moist spot had already formed near the tip of my skinny, small penis. When asked to slowly turn around in a circle by Becky, I did as I was told. The shame and humiliation of the act I was doing burned deep inside of me and kept my little penis perfectly stiff.
Becky didn't stop the saleslady when she approached me. She reached out and fluffed up the ruffles on my bra before having me turn around and fluffing up the ruffles on my behind. While she worked, she spoke to Becky, "This looks even better on him than I thought it would. It's like this set was made for his petite little figure."
Becky nodded her head and replied, "Yes, you're right. He looks perfectly adorable."
The saleslady's fingers on my overly-excited body only made me more aroused. Before I realized what I was doing, I pushed my bottom back against her touch. Looking quickly back to Becky when I realized what I'd done, I expected her to be really pissed off. But she was smiling and looked very proud of me. Especially after the saleslady reached down and slipped her fingers under the leg openings of my panties to 'straighten' them out.
She continued to talk to Becky, "I've had this set on the rack for quite a while. The last girl to try it on did it on a dare from her friends. Those friends of hers pulled her out of the dressing room and made her walk around my shop in just this panty and bra. I have to admit, it made for an exciting day."
Becky grinned and said, "Payson, I think we should make this another exciting day for this nice lady. Why don't you go for a little walk around the store?" She looked around over all the racks of lingerie and continued, "We're the only people here at the moment. If you hurry, you may get back behind the curtain before anyone sees you."
I peeked out and looked around nervously. I wanted to whine and beg Becky not to make me do it. But I knew better than that. I bit my lip and was about to dash toward the cash register when Becky stopped me, in her most stern voice, she said, "A nice, slow sissy walk on your tiptoes. Keep your arms out to your sides and your wrists bent. Don't get in a hurry or I may not let you change into your other outfit!"
A shiver of shame shot through my body. I knew the walk she was describing. This wouldn't be the first time I'd sissy-walked for her. But I'd never done it in public and never while wearing a panty and bra! Panic-stricken, I tip-toed out of the dressing room with my eyes wide and scanning for anyone who may see me. I slowly made my way toward the register and was about to turn around and tip-toe back to them, when Becky told me to walk toward the opposite front corner of the store and air-kiss a mannequin near the store's front window.
My back arched and my penis throbbed. I was walking around in a lingerie store in a mall wearing a frilly, poofy panty and bra! It was difficult to imagine doing anything more like a sissy. Biting my lower lip, I slowly crossed the front of the store and approached the mannequin. While I rose up on the very tips of my toes, I held my arms behind me with my wrists bent and my palms facing the floor. The moment I puckered up to give the mannequin the air-kiss, three women who looked to be in their late twenties stepped into the window and stared, open-mouthed at me. A full-fledged wave of humiliation washed over me while I froze in place. My little penis was dancing in those panties my stomach was doing somersaults.
When those women began pointing and talking to each other while pointing at me, I quickly gave the mannequin an air kiss and found myself unable to stop from looking each woman in the eye. I was so terribly embarrassed. But that shame made me extremely horny. I bit my lower lip before smiling and sissy-waving at the ladies before spinning around on my tip-toes and making my way back toward Becky and the saleslady.
Just when I'd neared the dressing room, I heard voices behind me. Those three women had entered the store and were calling out to me! "Sweetheart! Don't run away! Come on, let us get a good long look at you!"
Becky caught me before I could disappear behind the curtain. She spun me around to face those three women and the saleslady. She leaned down and whispered in my ear, "I'm going to strip you naked right here, right now. They're going to remember this afternoon for the rest of their lives." While she whispered, her hands slid up my sides until she had hold of my bra. Very slowly, she lifted the white poofy sports-bra upward. In a raspy whisper, she said, "Look at them. Look right into their eyes. And raise your arms above your head."
The saleslady and all three of the other ladies were standing there watching my future bride strip me naked. I whimpered while looking from one set of eyes to the next. My eyes also darted toward the store entrance to be sure no one else walked in to witness my nudity. For a short time, no one uttered a word. We were all trying to process what was happening.
When Becky had the bra completely removed from my body, goosebumps rose up on every square inch of my body. My back arched and my poor little penis flexed hard. The moist spot wasn't so small anymore. Becky reached out and handed the bra to the saleslady. In a perfectly normal tone, she said, "We'll be adding this bra and panty to our order."
Becky returned her touch to my body and let her fingertips dance over my bare chest, stomach, and sides. My entire body squirmed and giggled a few times which made all four women watching smile. Becky eventually hooked her thumbs under the sides of my panty. In a raspy whisper, she said, "Say your name."
I squeaked in a high pitch, "Payson Martinez!"
One of the ladies asked Becky, "Is that his name?"
She let her thumbs slide around my body under the elastic of my panty. I squirmed around and my little penis throbbed wildly. Becky answered the woman, "It will be when we're married later this summer. My sweet Payson is going to take my last name. His engagement ring is being sized for his finger right now. And he'll be wearing a gown fit for a princess when he walks down the aisle to me on his mother's arm."
The saleslady whispered to herself, "A wedding fit for a sissy. I'm jealous."
The other three women just giggled amongst themselves. But all four of my spectators froze when Becky pulled my panty out away from my rigid, bald, prong of a penis. My hips squirmed from side to side and I blushed so deep my face must've looked like a stoplight! My arms were folded against my chest, out of the way while Becky slowly lowered my panties until they fell around my ankles.
One of the women pulled out her phone and was about to take my picture when Becky used her firm voice, "No pictures. Put your phone away." The woman apologized and slipped her phone back into her purse.
Becky leaned in close and softly whispered in my ear, "It's a shame your mother isn't here to see this."
I whimpered softly and fell back against Becky. The idea of my mother witnessing my very public humiliation was too intense for me to consider for long. My little penis was leaking its excitement which left it glistening under the lights of the store. I whimpered, "Becky..." I was in a very dangerous place. If something didn't happen quickly, I was going to squirt in front of all those ladies right there in the lingerie store. Luckily, Becky knew me well enough to know that I'd gone as far as I could go.
Becky looked to the ladies while guiding me into the dressing room. "It's time for Payson to get dressed. The show's over. I need to get him home. He's had a very trying day."
Once I was back in that dressing room, I fell back onto the bench and tried to catch my breath. I'd never, ever had my body exposed to anyone like that before. The experience had been the most humiliating thing I'd ever endured. But I was thrilled it had happened. I felt so naughty and horny! I needed Becky to get me home ASAP!
When I had somewhat calmed down, I pulled on my little, yellow dress shirt and buttoned it up. Next, I wiggled my stretchy white shorts up my legs until they covered my privates. As I sat to put my shoes and socks on, the curtain opened slowly and Becky stood there holding a bright pink bag.
She watched me put my shoes and socks on. While I worked, she said, "Did you enjoy that Payson?"
I looked up into her warm, brown eyes and whispered, "It was so embarrassing. But, yes, I did like it. I liked it a lot."
"I knew you did Sweetheart. And that won't be the last time I show-off my special little bride to strangers. Baby, I'm going to love embarrassing you for the rest of our lives."
When I stood up, Becky leaned in and gave me a loving kiss with just a bit of tongue. I squirmed on my tip-toes and moaned into her mouth. She then took one of my hands while handing me the bright pink bag to hold in my free hand. She led me out of the store and said goodbye to the saleslady while I stared down at my feet. I later learned Becky had sent the other three women away so I wouldn't have to face them again.
Becky thankfully led me toward the exit. I kept my chin down for most of the walk. My penis was very stiff and its silhouette was out for everyone to see. The few times I did look up, I caught several people staring at me and smirking. It was incredibly uncomfortable to be that horny and dressed as I was around so many strangers.
We eventually got to our car. Becky opened my door and after I sat, she buckled me in. I was so thankful our trip to the mall was over. It was so embarrassing. In addition to having had my ears pierced multiple times, I'd been stripped naked in front of four women I'd never seen before! I had never been looked at like that before! But at the same time, the experience had made me extremely horny! And it was an afternoon I would never forget.
As Becky pulled out of our parking spot and began driving out of the mall, I squirmed in my seat beside her. Before we had left the mall grounds, I used my thumbs to lower my shorts below my achingly stiff penis. It was perfectly bald and silky smooth. The little pink head was the size of a grape and the shaft was slightly thinner. My little pouch containing my marble sized balls was pulled up tight to my body. The entire area glistened in the sunlight from my excitement.
In a squeaky voice I said, "Becky, I'm really horny! Pretty please take me home."
She looked at me exposing myself in the passenger's seat beside her. She had a glint in her eye that let me know she was enjoying what I was doing. She had just stripped me naked in public. But this was the first time I did it myself, without prompting. I was horny enough to want to show myself to her in the car.
Becky didn't say a word but glanced at me whenever she had the opportunity. I soon reached up and began unbuttoning my shirt while whispering, "Pretty please take me home? I really want to lay across your lap so you can fuck me with that dildo again. Or maybe there is something else you'd rather have me do?"
After removing my shirt and tossing it in the backseat, I slipped off my shoes and socks before pressing the button and releasing my seatbelt. Once free from the seatbelt, I wiggled my shorts down and off, tossing them into the backseat to join my other clothes. I turned my naked, hairless body so I leaned against the passenger's door, facing her sitting next to me. I planted my feet on the seat between us so my knees were bent and spread apart. My hands caressed my naked upper body, pinched my pink nipples and made their way downward until I framed my skinny penis between my first fingers and thumbs.
While teasing myself in the car, in broad daylight, in the middle of traffic, I whispered, "Becky, when we get home, I want to model all my new panties for you. Would you like me to give you a fashion show?"
She glanced over at me touching myself beside her. "That sounds like a fantastic idea. I also want to see you prance around in your new nightie."
While I sat there, hornier than any sissy boy should be, a thought crossed my mind. I whimpered, "Becky, you always know exactly what I want, even if I don't know it. Today we did things that really embarrassed me. I was mortified while it was happening, but I got really horny too." I hesitated before asking, "Do I make you happy too? Do I make you horny?"
She pulled the car onto a side street and parked on the side of the road. She turned to face me and in a serious tone, "Payson, Sweetheart, no one could make me happier or hornier. For as long as I can remember I've dreamed of spending my life with someone just like you. A petite, gentle, polite boy I could order about and dress up like a Barbie Doll. A little sweetie-pie who would do exactly as I said or I would punish them. Payson, you are the princess I've always dreamed of marrying."
It was a very emotional moment and we sat there looking into each other's eyes, both of us knowing we were looking at our soulmates. A shiver shot through my body just before I rose up on my knees and threw my naked body against the love of my life. I hugged her tightly and whispered, "I love you, Becky Martinez."
She wrapped her strong arms around me and whispered, "I love you too, Payton Martinez."
We held each other for several moments before I eventually slid back onto the passenger's seat. She let her eyes drift over my naked and very excited body before saying, "Now let's get home so you can give me that fashion show!"
Becky started the car and drove rather quickly all the way home. I'm honestly surprised we didn't get a speeding ticket! As the garage door closed behind us, Becky reached over and tickled my little erection. She told me to run upstairs and take a quick shower. After I was squeaky clean, I was to put on my favorite pair of panties and come downstairs to the living room and model them for her.
I squirmed in the seat and whimpered, "Or maybe we could just make me squirt? I'm really, really horny Becky!"
Becky glanced down at my leaking erection and said, "Oh no. You promised to give me a fashion show. And I can't wait to see you model your new panties for me. Now go!"
I grabbed the pink shopping bag and left the car still naked. I tiptoed across the garage and once inside, ran upstairs. I left the bag on our bed and continued into the bathroom. I was so horny, I didn't want to waste any time. I jumped in the shower and scrubbed every square inch of my body with the pink loofa Becky bought for me. After stepping out of the shower, I dried myself off with a big, white fluffy towel, brushed my hair and teeth. And I almost left to choose a pair of panties to model, but I paused at the cabinet containing my bathroom supplies. Opening the door, I rose up on my tiptoes and reached to the back of one shelf to retrieve the bottle I was looking for. It was a gift I bought for Becky early on in our relationship. It was a pink bottle of flowery-soapy smelling perfume. Becky refused to use it, insisting it smelled like something a young girl would use.
Removing the cap, I couldn't help but smile when the scent met my nose. I thought it smelled wonderfully clean and fresh. Laying my finger over the bottle I tilted it to wet my finger and then drew a line along one side of my neck. I repeated the process on the other side of my neck, across each wrist and even drew a heart with the perfume around my stiff little penis.
I giggled while dashing to our bedroom. Tipping the bag over onto our bed, I was in sissy heaven with the sight before my eyes. A dozen pair of cute little panties and the sexiest, sissy nightie I'd ever seen! And mixed among all those wonderful things were the ruffle-covered panty and bra set I'd had stripped from my body in the lingerie store.
Sifting through the stack of panties, I chose a delicate, pink bikini panty to model first. Slipping the silk panty up my smooth legs sent a shiver throughout my body. When I had them in place, my little penis was poking out against the front which pulled the panty away from my body. I glanced at myself in the mirror and was perfectly satisfied with what I saw. I then made my way back downstairs.
Becky had closed the drapes and put on soft music. I peeked around the wall and saw her sitting on the couch. While still hiding my body from her, I excitedly asked, "Are you ready?"
She leaned back on the couch and said, "I've been ready to this for a very long time."
I took a deep breath to steady my nerves and then finished descending the stairs. Becky's eyes never left my body. I didn't cover myself at all. My little penis was poking my panty out away from my body while I walked on my tiptoes. When I left the stairs and began to cross the living room toward Becky, I paused, lifted my arms above my head and slowly spun around several times. Dancing along to the soft music playing.
Before stepping any closer, I hooked my thumbs into the bikini straps of the panty and pulled them up until the material slipped between my butt cheeks and hugged my little erection snuggly. After dancing around a few more times, I asked in my most innocent voice, "What do you think, Becky?"
Her eyes were still wandering up and down my body. In a gravelly voice, she said, "I should have put you in panties the day we met. You look absolutely precious! And is that perfume I smell?"
With my thumbs still hooked under the straps of my panty, I began to slowly pull them down. I blushed and said, "Yes, it's the perfume I bought for you that you didn't like." I continued to lower my panty until they sat at mid-thigh, leaving my stiff little penis out for her to see.
Becky watched my every move. Her eyes never left my body. "Panties and perfume, you're just teasing me now!"
I giggled while squirming around with my panties around my thighs and my little penis out for her to see. Just when I was about to reach down, touch myself and give her a proper show, Becky sent me back upstairs so I could change into another pair. Before I turned to leave, I squeezed my legs together until the panties fell around my ankles. Turning my back to her, I bent at the waist and picked them up from the floor.
Becky growled, "I've created a clit tease!"
I wiggled my naked butt at her before standing and racing back up the stairs. Once back in our bedroom, I sifted through the pile of panties until I decided on the next pair I'd model. This was a hipster brief that was a light, mint green color and embellished with lots of lace at the openings. After slipping into them, I learned they would keep my dainty erection concealed much better than the bikini panties I'd just modeled. As a moist spot began to form at the tip of my penis, I admired myself in the mirror and was extremely pleased with how I looked. I briefly considered spritzing myself with more perfume but didn't want to keep Becky waiting.
I paused at the top of the stairs and called out to Becky, "I'm coming down now!"



She replied in that deeper than normal voice, "Sweetheart, stop teasing me and get your cute little butt down here!"
I was halfway down the stairs when I looked to see Becky still seated on the couch. Her blouse was opened and her giant, bra covered boobs were out for me to see. She had also removed her shoes and socks. Her jeans had been removed and were draped over the back of the couch. Becky was leaning back against the couch with her thick thighs spread and her hand buried in her high-rise support panties. Resting on the couch beside her was the phallus-shaped dildo she'd sodomized me with the night before.
While I tip-toed down the rest of the stairs, I was unable to look away from Becky touching herself beneath her panties. In that same gravelly voice, Becky told me, "Payson, I know the things we did earlier today made you a very horny sissy. But you need to know that I loved making you do those things. Every time you blushed or I saw your little penis throb under those sissy shorts, my pussy gushed. And when I stripped you in front of those women, I almost lost it. Sweetheart, I really meant it when I said I'm going to love embarrassing you for the rest of our lives together."
I stood in the middle of our living room wearing only cute mint green panties. My little penis was super stiff and a moist spot was growing on my panties near the squishy head. I tore my eyes away from Becky's hand moving beneath her panties to look her in the eyes. In a soft voice, I said, "I love you, Becky."
Her eyes drifted up and down my body. "I love you too." She then withdrew her hand from her panties and asked me to come kneel before her. I took small steps until I dropped to my knees between her spread thighs. Becky picked up the dildo and held it against her pubic mound as if it were her own cock.
I knelt there, biting my lip while looking from that big cock up to Becky's eyes and then back down. My penis was throbbing wildly in my panties and my heart was pounding in my chest. I squeaked in a rather high pitch, "Becky..."
She smiled down at me kneeled before her. In that familiar gravelly voice, "Sweetheart, I want you to give me a nice blowjob."
My back arched deeply and I whimpered softly while leaning forward. I puckered my lips and placed a kiss on the tip of the dildo while staring up into Becky's eyes. I paused for only a moment before stretching my lips around the plum sized head of the dildo. Becky moaned out loud, "I must be the luckiest woman in the world. You are the sexiest boy I've ever met. And you're all mine."
Letting the dildo slide out of my mouth, I wrapped my hands around the shaft and began to stroke it up and down as if it were a real cock. In a soft voice, I said, "I love being all yours. And I'm going to love being your bride." I then maintained eye contact while taking the dildo back into my mouth.
While holding the dildo with one hand, Becky reached out with her free hand and ran her fingers through my hair. "You are so precious. I'm going to take such good care of you."
I began bobbing up and down on the dildo while looking into Becky's eyes. My lips were slippery with saliva and passed over the dildo with ease. The longer I sucked on it, the more I began taking in my mouth. I took more and more of it until I gagged myself.
Becky grinned and uttered, "I'll be getting a strap-on in the very near future. I'm dying to take hold of your hips and fuck you properly."
My lips left her dildo with a loud 'Pop!'. I giggled, "Don't tease me!" I then bent down and began licking up and down along the sides of the dildo.
Becky replied in a deep voice, "I'm not teasing."
When the dildo glistened with my saliva, I bent lower and licked the balls of the dildo. The scent of Becky's arousal attacked my senses and made me even hornier.
Laying my hand over Becky's that was holding the dildo, I gently moved it up out of the way. I then leaned down and licked along the moist spot on her panties. I blew my warm breath through her panties onto her sex. I sucked her through her panties. While I licked along the edges of her panties between her thighs, she hooked her thumbs under the waist of her panties and began to lower them. When her thick, bushy pubic hair came into view, I moaned. I loved her dense forest of jet-black pubic hair. Leaning back on my heels, I reached out and removed her panties the rest of the way. I folded her big panties and set them on the floor beside my knee.
The hair close to her lips was matted down with her arousal. Her pussy was peeled open like the petals of a flower. Her clit was engorged and poking out from between her swollen lips. I paused for a moment to admire its beauty. The scent of her excitement was intoxicating. Glancing up to her eyes, I briefly smiled before leaning close to her and began making love to her with my lips, tongue, teeth, chin, nose, and fingers.
Wiggling my nose between her fat lips, I poked out my tongue and licked along while raising my head until my nose bumped against her clit. I drew a few slow circles around her hard button with my nose before moving upward until I sucked it into my mouth. Moving my hands between her heavy thighs, I used my thumbs to spread her lips apart and slid them up and down between her slippery lips.
Becky spread her legs wide apart and ran her fingers through my hair. She began to talk to me while I pleasured her. "Sweetheart, I was very proud of you today. I made you do things that couldn't have been easy. But you did them. You did them for me."
Her hips began grinding up against my face as she got closer to achieving the orgasm she deserved. "Payson, slow down. I don't want this to end yet. Here..." She moved the dildo back over her pussy. "Suck on this for a while longer."
That familiar shiver of horny-ness shot up my spine as I bent forward and wrapped my lips around the head of the dildo. Looking up into Becky's eyes, I began to bob up and down on the dildo. My saliva was dripping down the sides of it and the sucking sounds of my actions echoed around the room. While holding the dildo with one hand, Becky used her free hand to guide the pace of my blowjob.
"You are so fucking sexy! Hang on!" She had me pop off of the dildo and scoot back away from her. I watched with wide eyes while she aimed the dildo at her pussy and then slowly slid it inside of her. The plump lips of her pussy wrapped around the phallus as it disappeared into her body. It was the sexiest thing I could imagine seeing. I squirmed and my little pink penis throbbed wildly beneath my panties.
After thrusting the dildo in and out of herself several times, she pulled it out and set it back on top of her thick bush of pubic hair. It was gleaming with her juices. She wagged the index finger of her free hand at me. "Lick it clean."
A moan slipped out from between my lips. My back arched deeply as I leaned forward and took the dildo back into my mouth. I could taste her musky pussy on that dildo. And that spurred me on to lick and suck on that phallus with even more enthusiasm. I sucked on the head. I licked up and down the sides of it. I took each of the artificial balls into my mouth. When I'd cleaned her juices from it, I wrapped both hands around the shaft and began to jack it off while sucking on the head as if it were a lollipop.
In a raspy whisper, she asked, "Do you like sucking cock, Payson?"
My lips slid off of it, but I continued to stroke it up and down with my hands. In a strangely squeaky voice, I confessed, "Yes I do Becky. I like it a lot."
We continued to look into each other's eyes when Becky whispered, "That's good. Because I love watching you suck cock." She moved the dildo aside and while pulling my head back down between her thighs, "But I can't wait any longer. Sweetheart, finish me with your mouth."
I didn't need to be asked twice. I leaned forward and sucked her rigid, bullet of a clit into my mouth and began to gently, very gently nibble on it with my teeth while tickling the tip with my tongue. Becky grabbed hold of my hair in her fists and pulled me against her drenched pussy. She growled, "Right there! Don't stop! Good boy! Just like that!"
Becky's thighs soon clamped down on my head. All sounds in the room became muffled. When her clit slipped from between my lips, she tightened her grip on my hair and began to slide my face up and down along her dripping pussy. It didn't take long before her thighs clamped down even harder and I struggled to breathe while she crested in orgasm. I looked up through her forest of pubic hair and saw her orgasm face. Her body twitched and spasmed several times. I was just beginning to panic from being unable to breath when her body relaxed and I was able to fall back on my heels.
While I caught my breath, Becky began to come down from orgasmic bliss. She liked to see me with her juices on my face, so I made no move to wipe them away. I waited patiently, sitting on my heels with my knees spread wide. Feeling so sexy wearing my new mint green panties. The moist spot from my leakage had grown to the point that it looked like I'd wet myself.
A nasty grin spread across her face when she said, "I've got an idea. Lower your panties so I can see your peenie."
Without hesitation, I did as I'd been told. I lowered the front of my panties behind my little pouch so my penis poked out proudly. Her expression never changed, she continued to glare at me and grin. The look on her face my little penis dribble its excitement out in big, clear drips of precum.
Becky sat up on the couch, took hold the dildo and leaned forward. She held that dildo directly under my stiff little penis. The difference in size between my pink penis and that huge dildo became perfectly apparent. Everything about that dildo was bigger. It was longer, thicker, even the balls were giant compared to mine.
Becky whispered, "Payson, Sweetie, I want you to tickle your peenie. I want to see you squirt onto this dildo. And Baby, when you're done. I'm going to want to see you lick it clean."
My mind tried to tell me not to do it. But this was Becky. Becky knew I fantasized about being with men. She knew all my secrets! I didn't have to tell her anything. She just knew. On some level, the idea of licking my cream from that dildo was like a line I shouldn't cross. But the majority of me wanted to do this. I wanted to do this for Becky.
So I reached down with my first finger and thumb and began to rub around the neck of my little penis. I knew I'd have to let my cream ooze out if I was going to somehow keep it on that dildo. So I tickled my penis just below the pink head. I looked from Becky's eyes to my little penis and back up to Becky. I was so horny. I'd been extremely horny for the majority of the day. But I'd somehow managed not to squirt. But touching myself, knowing I would lick up my mess from the dildo, I lasted all of 15 seconds before Becky and I both watched the first drip of pearly white cream spit out from the pink, squishy head of my penis. I stopped stroking and tickling myself. I had to if I was going to keep my juices on the dildo.
My body spasmed and muscles throughout my body tensed up and my toes curled into tight knots. High-pitched squeaky noises erupted from lips each time my delicate penis erupted, sending a line of my pearly white cream, filled with millions upon millions of little sissy sperms out onto the length of the dildo Becky held in place. When the last drop of my love clung to the head of my penis, Becky used the fat head of the dildo to wipe it up. She then began to slowly raise that creamy dildo toward my mouth.
Becky didn't need to prompt me, I ignored my post-orgasmic blues and parted my lips while she slid the head of the dildo into my mouth. I tasted my cream at the same time my lips locked down around the neck of the dildo. Opening my eyes, I looked up at Becky who was smiling.
"Payson, you look so damn cute right now! But Honey, you need to hurry before it starts to drip!" She then pulled the dildo from my mouth and presented the side of it before my lips. I didn't think about it, I couldn't. I leaned in, licking, sucking and slurping up every last trace of my orgasm from the shaft of that dildo.
Becky looked down into my eyes while I passed my tongue over the dildo one last time. She whispered, "Sweetie, I need to get going. I'm meeting your Mom for drinks in a half hour."
My eyes popped open and I fell back on my heels. "Really?"
She smiled down at me licking creamy cum from my lips, in a sexy tone she said, "Yes. When she got the image I'd sent her of your new pierced ears, she replied and asked if I wanted to meet her at The Penalty Box, that sports bar she likes so much."
I shivered when my penis began to swell again, "But Becky, I thought we were going to spend the rest of the day together?"
"Payson, I promised your Mom I'd meet her. I can't back out now." Her eyes wandered over my body as I slid off my heels and sat on my butt, laying my feet flat on the floor in front of me. I kept my knees spread apart while leaning back on my hands. Becky grinned and said, "I could bring you along, but I know how much you hate sports bars. Maybe I should invite my Mom to come keep you company."
My little penis swelled to its full three and a half inches. My back arched and I whimpered, "Becky! Stop it!"
She leaned back on the couch and gazed down upon my pink erection. "You really should get to know her better. She is going to be your second Mother very soon." She let that fact sink for a few moments. An image of Constanza entered my mind. She was very much like Becky. She was a full-figured lady with wide hips, a big butt, and enormous boobs. But unlike Becky, Constanza spoke with a thick Spanish accent. We often had a difficult time holding a conversation because we struggled to understand each other.
Constanza always greeted me with a hug. She was very touchy-feely, especially when her husband, Javier wasn't nearby. I found it very pleasant to have my body fondled by my future mother-in-law. She was always very gentle with me as if she was afraid I would be broken. After every one of our visits, Becky would tell me that her mom always offered to watch over me if Becky needed a night out with her friends.
Becky interrupted my thoughts with the softest of whispers. "Say your name."
I moaned, "Payson Martinez."
She smiled and whispered, "Ask me to call my mom. Tell me you want her to keep you company."
My pink penis flexed again. My knees spread even farther apart and I whispered, "Please call Constanza and have her come watch me."
Her voice dropped an octave or two when she said, "I'm going to tell her we went on a panty shopping spree for you today. And I'm going to tell her we bought you a nightie too. I'm going to ask her to change you into that nightie before putting you to bed."
Reaching down, I lifted my panties back up so they covered my little penis. My back arched with my rising arousal as I whispered, "I guess I should go shower again before she gets here."
Becky smiled, "A bath would be better. And I want you to still be in the tub when she arrives. I'll send her up to keep you company in the bathroom before I leave."
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After discovering how quickly Kerry and I fell for each other, Tammy began arranging for the three of us to spend our weekends together. She would pick us up at our respective apartments on Friday afternoon and drive all three of us to her home in the suburbs. We were together from Friday afternoon until Sunday evening. Being dropped off at my tiny apartment at the end of the weekend was always a very emotional event. I hated being dropped off, knowing I'd be all alone until Tammy arrived to take me away at the end of the week.
One Saturday not too long ago, Tammy needed to make a few phone calls for her work and excused herself to her home office. Kerry and I decided to spend our time in her swimming pool which was just outside of her office window. Tammy had bought each of us a one-piece girl's swimsuit. While mine was white with pink polka-dots, Kerry's was pink with white polka-dots. Our little penis's were perfectly stiff and pressing against the fronts of our suits before we even stepped outside. We jumped in the pool and began splashing and playing with each other. Neither of us was the fighting or wrestling type of boy, but we did wind up laughing and giggling while we fought to remove the other's suit.
Once we'd both been stripped naked, we climbed out of the pool to catch our breath and relax on lounge chairs. The chairs were close enough that we could hold hands, which was something we both loved to do very much. There was something about holding his hand that made me feel special and Kerry told me he felt the same way too. Our little penis's were still very stiff and neither of us could keep our eyes off of the other for very long.
That's how Tammy found us when she stepped outside. We were naked, laying on lounge chairs, holding hands and obviously very aroused. Kerry and I giggled and squirmed while her eyes slowly wandered over our skinny, petite bodies.
Tammy stood nearby wearing a light blue summer dress that couldn't help but emphasize her wide hips and giant chest. Her long blonde hair was wound up in a messy bun, which looked amazing. And of course, her bright red lipstick and jet black mascara were both applied heavily. She spoke with a grin on her face, "You two are making it impossible for me to get any work done. I love seeing you like this, you're both so cute!" She walked to the edge of the pool and sat down at a chair beside a table with a large umbrella for shade. "Seeing you like this makes me feel like the female version of Hugh Heffner at the Playboy mansion. I'm surrounded by the cutest boys in the world!"
Kerry and I both sat up on our lounge chairs. We had huge smiles on our faces. I know we both loved hearing Tammy say things like that. Neither of us was used to hearing compliments about our bodies. We both stood less than 5'5" and neither of us weighed more than 120lbs. We both had baby-faces with button-noses. We simply weren't the sort of boys who attracted the attention of the opposite sex. But that changed the moment we met Tammy. And the more time we spent with her, the more we came to believe we truly were desirable.
Tammy sat in the shade of the umbrella and asked, "Would you two like to play a game?"
Kerry and I both giggled, "Yes!"
Tammy went on to explain, "Alright, this game will be called, 'Tammy Says'. It's going to be simple. I'll tell you to do something and you must do it."
Kerry and I both rose up off the lounge chairs we'd been sitting on. We held hands while moving closer to Tammy. When we stood just a few feet away from her, Kerry looked at me then back to Tammy. In his soft, gentle voice he said, "It sounds like a lot of fun. We're ready to play, Tammy."
She smiled and said, "Tammy Says, touch the tips of your penis's together!"
Kerry and I giggled while turning to face each other. We both aimed our stiff little penis's at the others until the tips of them touched together. We stood naked in Tammy's backyard bumping and rubbing the squishy, pink heads or our very stiff penis's together. The longer we did, the more our penis's began to leak. And very soon, both of them were glistening with our arousal.
In a deeper than normal voice, "Tammy Says, hug and kiss each other until I tell you to stop."
We let go of our penis's and wrapped our arms around each other. Our lips touched and slowly parted. Our tongues met and began sliding against each other. My head was tilted to one side and Kerry's was tilted to the other. I cracked my eyes open a few times and found Kerry's eyes were always closed. My hands were sliding over Kerry's naked back and sides, while he did the same to me. Our stiff penis's were throbbing and sliding beside each other.
Tammy's voice sounded even deeper, "Tammy Says, keep holding each other close, but stop kissing."
Our tongues slid back into our own mouths and our lips closed. But we held each other so close our noses and lips were still touching, not to mention the rest of our bodies. We couldn't stop grinding our hips together and sliding our penis's between us.
"Tammy Says, Kerry, tell Peyton how you feel about him"
He didn't pull away at all. His lips brushed against mine while he said loud enough for Tammy to hear, "I love you very much, Peyton."
We each had one hand on the other's lower back and the other behind their neck. Our penis's were throbbing and sliding against the others.
"Tammy Says, Peyton, it's your turn. Tell Kerry how you feel about him."
My tongue quickly slipped out and licked his lips before I said, "I love you very much too Kerry."
Her voice was that same deep tone that Kerry and I knew meant Tammy was enjoying herself, "Tammy Says, on a scale of one to ten, tell me how horny you both are."
We were still standing so close that our lips brushed together. Our penis's were sliding beside each other and both of our breathing was raspy. At the exact same moment, we both moaned, "Eleven!"
While sitting in her chair nearby, Tammy moaned, "You boys are absolutely precious." She paused to watch the two of us hold each other. Our bodies were glistening in the sunshine and we were both extremely horny. After watching her two boys writhe against each other on the verge of ecstasy for a time, she groaned, "Tammy Says, kiss each other like the lovers you are."
Kerry and I moaned into each other's mouths as we began to kiss. Our tongues slid together and the wet sucking sounds of our kissing was unmistakable. Our hands caressed each other and our bodies ground together shamelessly, poolside, in Tammy's backyard.
Over the passionate sounds of our kissing, we heard Tammy state, "Tammy Says, I'm timing you two. I want you to keep kissing for five full minutes."
We stood there holding each other and kissing for 300 hundred seconds. I could feel Kerry's penis throbbing against me and I'm sure he could feel mine throbbing too. My hands and fingers touched and caressed every part of his body I could reach and he did the same to me. And the entire time, Tammy sat close by watching us and occasionally sharing a thought.
"You boys are perfectly adorable."
"Finding you two has made me the luckiest and happiest woman in the world."
"I've always dreamed of finding a petite, younger boy to love. But never in my wildest dreams did I imagine having two of you to love."
"My skinny, obedient boys with your teeny tiny penis's. God, I love you both so much!"
When Tammy did tell us the five minutes were up, Kerry and I remained in a tight embrace while catching our breath from that passionate kiss. Our lips brushed together and we could feel the other's warm breath on our skin.
In that same deep voice, "Tammy Says, say 'I love you' to each other."
Holding each other while our bodies writhed against one another. Our noses were touching and our lips brushed together when we both whispered those three magic words, "I love you."
"Tammy Says, turn and face me."
For the first time since the game began, Kerry and I let go of each other and turned to face Tammy. We still held hands, but our bodies were no longer touching. Our skin was flushed with arousal and our penis's were glistening with our own and the other's juices. Neither of us could stand still, we were so horny. We ground our hips and did naughty dances waiting for the next instruction to come from Tammy.
She had scooted her big bottom toward the edge of the chair and had one hand under her dress and inside of her panties. Kerry and I were both mesmerized watching her fingers pleasure herself beneath her big panties. She sat there watching the two of us throbbing and holding hands before her.
After several moments, she moaned, "Tammy Says, Peyton, get on your hands and knees in the grass over there." Motioning to an area off to the side of where she sat.
Glancing at Kerry, I bit my lower lip before letting go of his hand and tiptoeing into the grass. I quickly got down on my hands and knees. While I waited to learn what else she had planned, I wiggled my bottom from side to side.
A smile spread across Tammy's face at the same time her hand began moving at a quicker pace in panties. She looked at Kerry and said, "Tammy Says, Kerry, kneel behind Peyton and lay your hands on his hips."
A shiver shot through my body when I heard those words. And I'm sure a similar shiver shot through Kerry's body as well. We looked at each other and then to Tammy. She raised an eyebrow and nodded her head. We'd heard what she'd said and knew what she wanted us to do.
Kerry tiptoed around behind me and knelt in the grass. We were both facing Tammy. And when Kerry laid his hands on my hips, he was careful to keep his very stiff penis well-away from my body. We both remained very still waiting for our next instruction. I can't be sure if I was even breathing. Kerry and I had played with each other with our hands and mouths. But my bottom wasn't something I'd planned on sharing with him that day. But if I was totally honest, I had thought about it when I was alone in bed at night.
Tammy withdrew her hand from her panties, stood up and moved her chair to the edge of the cement, right in front of me. Before she sat back down, she reached under her dress and slid her moist panties down her legs and off. Hiking her dress up her thick thighs and over her wide hips, she sat back down leaving her legs spread wide. Her plump lips were swollen and her fat clit was poking out for us to see. Tammy reached down and began drawing circles around her thimble-sized clit with her fingertip.
She looked from my eyes to Kerry's and back again. "Tammy Says, Boys, crawl closer to me."
I didn't look back at Kerry or say a word. But as I began to crawl toward Tammy, Kerry moved in time with my motions. We moved as if we were a single person. Kerry's hands never left my hips. He was always right behind me. Tammy spread her thighs even wider as we approached. She wagged her finger at me until I was so close I could feel the humidity of her arousal radiating from her pussy and smell her musky sex.
Tammy reached down and ran her fingers through my hair and gently pulled my face against her enormous pussy. The insides of her thighs were glistening with her juices and moistened my cheeks as I slid between them. Her chubby lips were engorged and peeled open like a flower. Her firm clit protruded from between the tops of her lips. But I only had a moment to admire her beauty, because as soon as my tongue made contact and I tasted her, she pulled me firmly against her sex and her bushy, blonde pubic hair became a forest I had to peek through.
Laying her hands back on my head, she held me firmly in place and uttered, "Tammy Says, Kerry, slide your little penis between Peyton's cheeks. But you are not to slide inside of him."
Although I still felt his hands on my hips, Kerry didn't move a bit. I imagined he was waiting for my permission. The situation was so terribly arousing, I couldn't stop myself from arching my back and rolling my bottom toward Kerry. It was the best invitation I could give him.
Kerry scooted closer to me until I felt his smooth, stiff penis nestle itself between my cheeks. My back arched more deeply at that first touch, which made Kerry moan out loud. I could feel him throbbing between my cheeks while he held as still as he could. I lapped at Tammy's pussy as if I were licking water from a bowl. My tongue licked from the very bottom of her pussy to the very top. And when I got to the top, I gently sucked her fat clit into my mouth for a few seconds before repeating the entire process.
While still holding my head in place against her, she spoke in that familiar deep voice, "Tammy Says, Kerry start sliding your cute, little penis between his cheeks."
My eyes rolled up into my head when Kerry began to hump his penis between my cheeks. His hands held onto my hips firmly while he humped himself against me. It started slowly, but he soon began sliding between my cheeks at a faster pace. The wet, sucking sounds of his leaking penis sliding back and forth between my cheeks only made us all hornier.
When I next took her clit in my mouth, Tammy held me in that position so I wouldn't dive back down and lick along the length of her pussy. Instead, I held her clit between my lips gently sucking on it and tickling it with the tip of my tongue. Her breathing became labored and her massive breasts rose and fell like waves in the ocean.
Tammy growled, "Tammy Says, look at me! Both of you, look at me!"
I looked through her dense, curly pubic hair and up into her eyes. Kerry was humping my butt cheeks while I rolled my hips up and down. His penis was so stiff and it was leaking so much.
Tammy moaned, "Tammy Says, Kerry go faster!"
His grip on hips tightened up and he started to hump me at a rapid pace.
Tammy moaned again, "Tammy Says, Kerry reach under Peyton and touch his tiny penis!!"
I felt his touch slide off my hip while he leaned forward and looped his first finger and thumb around my desperate erection. He continued to hump himself between my cheeks while stroking my penis at a very quick pace.
Tammy moaned again, "Tammy Says, faster!"
Kerry gripped my hip while squeezing my penis tightly a second before he squealed, "I'm going to cum!!"
He then rolled his hips back and thrust forward. Only this time his slippery, skinny penis hit the bullseye and sank all the way inside of me. Tammy smiled when both of our eyes opened really wide, cartoon-style. My glistening face popped up off of her pussy and a strange, high-pitched sound erupted from my lips.
Kerry squealed, "I'm sorry Peyton!!"
I froze completely still while Kerry's body spasmed as he orgasmed inside of me. I know he couldn't help it when he thrust in and out of my bottom several times while he came. But he was making love to me! He was inside of me! Thankfully, his penis was silky soft and thin enough to not cause any pain at all. But I was confused and not sure how I felt about being penetrated. It sounds silly, but sliding between my cheeks and actually going inside of me were two totally different things in my mind.
All of those thoughts and worries left my mind when Kerry squeezed my penis tightly and milked his hand downward. My back arched deeply and I felt my balls pop up into my body. Even under the warm sunshine with a thin layer of perspiration covering me from our lovemaking, goosebumps rose up all over my body. My shoulders rose up and my back arched even deeper and my penis spurted out its juices into the lawn.
Tammy pulled my mouth back onto her sex and I quickly sucked her clit back into my mouth. The wet, sucking sounds of our lovemaking echoed around the yard. Kerry's penis slid in and out of my tight, little bottom while squirting his love deep inside of me. All of my creamy love squirted from my short, skinny penis into her lawn. And Tammy crested in orgasm on my lips.
Her larger-than-life body quivered, vibrated and shook. She pushed me away from her trembling pussy, but the orgasm she was having continued on for several moments. And while it did, Kerry buried his little penis deep inside of me as his orgasm came to an end. Only then did he release my penis, sit up and rest his hands on my hips once again.
Tammy moaned, "Tammy Says, Peyton, tell Kerry you love him."
Before I uttered a sound, my body reacted to the situation. My hips rolled up and my bottom tightly embraced his penis while my little penis squeezed out the last drops of my love. Kerry gripped my hips, moaned and kept himself inside of me. I whimpered softly, "I love you very much, Kerry."
Tammy smiled at both of us and said, "Tammy Says, Kerry, tell Peyton you love him." He was about to speak when Tammy stopped him and went on to say, "Tammy Says, make love to Peyton while you tell him that you love him."
He gently slid his still stiff penis in and out. He did it several times before he said, "I love you very much, Peyton."
Tammy ran her fingers through my hair while she spoke, "And I love you both very much."
I leaned forward and placed gentle kisses up both sides of Tammy's pussy. It wasn't until then, that I began to accept that I really loved the feeling of Kerry's penis inside of me. His penis felt like it belonged inside of me. And knowing I'd made him feel good enough to cum inside of me, made me proud that my body had made him feel that good.
Even after he'd declared his love for me, Kerry continued to slowly make love to me while Tammy's fingers slid through my hair. He kept doing so until his penis went soft enough that it slipped out from inside of me. A soft moan slipped from my lips when it happened and I pushed my bottom back toward him. But Kerry was finished.
Tammy sat up in her chair while she adjusted her dress so it covered her sex once again. At the same time, Kerry fell back onto his bottom in the grass and I rolled onto my back. No one said a word for the longest time while we digested what had just occurred. I was the one who broke the silence when I began giggling.
I squirmed in the grass while giggling wildly, "That was so much fun!" I continued to giggle when I looked at Kerry and squealed, "You made love to me! Your penis was inside of me and it felt really, really good!!"
Kerry crawled over and laid halfway on top of me. He braced his head up with his hands and in a serious voice asked, "Did it really feel good? I was afraid I hurt you."
I giggled while leaning up and kissing his lips. "It didn't hurt at all. It felt wonderful. It felt amazing!"
Kerry leaned down and kissed me. When he did, I looped my arms around his neck and kissed him back. We lay there in the grass kissing each other. Kerry looked up at Tammy, who was watching us closely, and said, "I can taste you on Peyton's lips!"
Tammy smiled and half-moaned, "I bet you can. That was the best orgasm I've had in a very long time. I love you boys so much!"
One after the other, Kerry and I expressed our love for Tammy. When Kerry looked back down at me, I said, "I really do love you, Kerry."
Kerry kissed me gently and while looking into my eyes, whispered, "I really love you too, Peyton."
It was the first time we'd declared our love for each other without being prompted by Tammy. And that was a fact Tammy didn't miss. After letting the two of us kiss for a little while longer, she spoke in a very gentle voice, "Did you two enjoy that game of 'Tammy Says'?"
Kerry and I rolled apart and stood up in front of her. As we did, we both told Tammy that we'd loved that game and couldn't wait for the next time she wanted to play. Tammy grinned and said, "I thought you might enjoy it. Don't worry, we will play that game again soon."
Tammy smiled and looked upon the two naked boys holding hands, standing in front of her. Our little penis's were soft for the first time that day. After glancing at the time on her phone, Tammy suggested the two of us take a shower together while she chose the outfits we'd wear out to dinner. Kerry and I looked into each other's eyes while both our penis's began to stiffen as we considered what Tammy may have us wear and do while at dinner.



After gathering up all of our clothes which were littered around the pool, we made our way into Tammy's home with her following a few steps behind us. Kerry and I were holding hands and wiggling our bottoms for Tammy's enjoyment. While we walked, she said, "I want you to wash each other's bodies really well. I want you both to be squeaky clean."
At the same time, we chirped, "We will Tammy."
As we stepped into the bathroom, Tammy swatted both of our butts firmly and said, "You're to wash each other, not play with each other!" She swatted our butts again before warning us, "No orgasms without me. Do you understand?"
Kerry and I stopped just inside of the bathroom and turned to face her. Both of our little penis's were coming back to life and slowly getting stiff once again. We both promised not to get carried away while we bathed.
Tammy leaned down and kissed first me and then Kerry. She then reached down and gently patted both of our half-hard, little erections. She then asked, "Why am I having such a hard time believing you two will behave yourselves?"
I giggled softly and said, "Maybe you should join us so we don't get ourselves into trouble."
Kerry loved the idea and we both snuggled up against her standing in the hall. He and I began to undo the buttons on her dress. Tammy stood there, grinning at the two of us while we removed her clothes. Her voice was a bit raspy when she said, "I suppose I will have to join you. It's the only way I'll know you aren't misbehaving."
When all the buttons were undone, Kerry and I slid her dress off of her body. She was left wearing only a very sturdy, re-enforced white bra. The wide strap running across her back was held closed by five clasps. Neither Kerry nor I had any experience removing a bra, but we both tried. Tammy waited patiently and tried not to laugh too much. Kerry struggled with it for several moments before I tried my luck. Like him, I too failed miserably. We both agreed the hooks must be broken. After we'd both given up, Tammy reached behind herself and unclipped the clasps without the least bit of trouble.
As the giant cups of her bra fell away from her enormous breasts, my little penis throbbed at the sight of mature body. She wasn't fit, she was full-figured. Her huge breasts weren't perky, they sagged a little. She had wide hips and a very large butt. Kerry and I could almost stand side-by-side and hide behind her, almost. She had a chubby stomach, but it wasn't so big that it folded over. I was perfectly enchanted by her beauty and so was Kerry.
Tammy sent Kerry to adjust the water temperature in the walk-in shower with another firm pat on his butt. While he was busy with that, she looked into my eyes and was concerned when she asked, "Peyton, how is your bottom? Does it hurt? Is it sore?"
My entire body squirmed while looking up into her eyes. Being asked a question like that was personal and a little embarrassing. But it proved that Tammy really and truly cared about me. My hips wiggled from side-to-side when I told her it was fine. But she wanted to be sure. She had me bend over at my hips against the bathroom counter, facing the mirror. After looking at my little hole, she reached out and gently touched it with her fingertip.
In a rather deep moan, she asked, "Is there any pain at all?"
Her touch was so gentle, I couldn't stop my hips from grinding back toward her. I whimpered softly, "No, not at all. I promise."
Watching her reflection in the mirror, Tammy laid her free hand on my lower back while gently applying more pressure with her finger against my little hole. As it slid inside of me, she moaned, "How about now? Does this hurt? Or does it feel good?"
A soft moan slipped from between my lips as my eyes fluttered closed. Her finger began slowly sliding in and out of my bottom. I arched my back deeply and rose up on my tiptoes while still leaning against the bathroom counter. Biting my lower lip while opening my eyes again to see myself and Tammy in the mirror, I softly whimpered, "It feels good! It feels really, really good!"
While still lovingly fingering me, Tammy leaned down beside my head and whispered, "I've wanted to do this since the moment I first saw you. An ass this small, this tight, and this cute needs to be played with."
Pulling her finger out from inside my body left me gasping. I slowly stood up and turned to face her. While I turned, I saw Kerry standing in the steamy entryway to the shower. He was tickling his penis with his first finger and thumb. My skinny, thin penis was leaking its juices again. Tammy's chest was flushed and her breathing ragged. And her musky scent was quickly radiating throughout the room.
My voice was squeaky when I asked, "Tammy, can't we stay home and order dinner?"
She leaned down and kissed my lips gently. "I suppose we could. But I've been dying to take you two out after I put you both in matching panties and jumpers."
Biting my bottom lip, looking up into her eyes, "Panties and jumpers?"
She kissed my lips again, "Oh yes. I bought the outfits earlier this week. You're both going to look so cute!"
Kerry spoke up from across the bathroom, "Couldn't we stay home and model the panties and jumpers for you?"
Tammy looked to Kerry and said, "That sounds like fun. But I really wanted to take you both out while you wore them."
Leaning back against the bathroom counter, I glanced to Kerry and back up at Tammy. "Um, what if we go out to lunch tomorrow?"
Tammy smiled down at me and answered, "How would you feel about a late lunch before I drop you off at your apartments?"
Kerry squeaked, "In a jumper and panties? But Tammy, my neighbors might see me!"
I whimpered, "Mine too!"
She smiled at both of us and said, "You boys are so silly! You haven't even seen the outfits and you're whining about wearing them. Maybe they're masculine?"
All three of us began laughing at that. Since we all began spending time together, Tammy has been putting Kerry and me in girl's clothes. It started out with panties and nighties on the first night we spent all together. Since that night, Tammy began expanding our wardrobes. He and I now shared a dresser and closet in one of Tammy's spare bedrooms. She'd told us many times how much she loved to walk through the junior's section and choose outfits for the two of us.
Tammy looked from my eyes to Kerry's and then smiled. "If you're both sure you don't want to go out for dinner, I suppose we could order something and stay home. But I do have a condition. When our food gets delivered, you're both going to answer the door and I'll get to choose what you'll be wearing."
After Kerry and I agreed to her terms, she rested her hand on my lower back and guided me into the shower. As we joined Kerry, Tammy said to both of us, "I'm very tempted to have you boys answer the door in panties."
Kerry and I giggled and squirmed at the thought of opening the door and exposing ourselves to a stranger. Until we met Tammy, neither Kerry or I would have ever considered answering a door wearing panties. But Tammy's constant compliments and our attraction for each other had changed all of that. We were at times still shy. But usually, when I felt shy, Kerry helped to change that. And I did the same for Kerry when he felt shy.
After we'd all wet ourselves down under the shower, Kerry and I filled our hands with body wash and began soaping up Tammy. We worked on opposite sides of her body at an equal pace. We began with her hands and worked our way up her arms. While we worked, Kerry and I slithered our wet, slippery bodies against Tammy's sides. We filled our palms with body wash again before we worked on her shoulders and then down both sides of her back. Filling our palms with body wash once again, we both rubbed down her upper chest before addressing her enormous breasts. Kerry focused on one while I focused on the other. My hands slid around, over and under her breast and that made my penis throb all the more. I caught her stiff nipple between my second and third finger and gently squeezed it. Kerry and I both spent way more time than was necessary to thoroughly clean her breasts.
Before moving on, and even though her breast was covered in soapy suds, I leaned in and sucked her stiff nipple into my mouth. It tasted of soap, but I didn't mind. At that moment, I needed to give her huge nipple a loving kiss and suck. When Kerry saw what I was doing, he leaned down and repeated the action on her other breast.
Tammy laid her hands behind our heads and said in a soft voice, "You two are spoiling me." She lovingly caressed our scalps while we sucked, licked, kissed and caressed her huge, soapy breasts. "I love you both very much."
Kerry and I detached from her nipples and giggled when we saw we both had soap-sud mustaches. We quickly wiped them away and asked Tammy to please fill our hands with more soap. Moving farther behind her, we began soaping up the wide, soft butt cheek closest to us. Tammy arched her back and pushed her big butt back toward us both. She had four hands slipping and sliding over and between her butt cheeks.
Not wanting to risk a bladder infection, Tammy quickly washed her own pussy while Kerry and I watched closely. While she washed, she taught us how to properly wash and rinse her pussy.
Tammy then filled our hands with more body wash before I knelt behind one leg and Kerry knelt in front of the other. Instead of only using our hands to wash her thick thighs, we hugged her legs and used our entire bodies to slip and slide up and down her legs. Tammy had to brace herself against the shower wall while Kerry and I humped and ground our bodies against her legs.
After slipping up and down her legs for several minutes, Kerry leaned in and sucked her clit into his mouth. Tammy wasn't prepared for that and quickly bent forward, pulling her pussy away from his mouth. When she did that, she unintentionally presented her big bottom to me. And without a moment's hesitation, I pressed my face between her huge cheeks and kissed her brown button.
Tammy shouted, "Boys! Stop it!"
Tammy groaned while trying to pull her bottom away from me. But as soon as she did, Kerry pressed his face against her pussy and began licking and kissing her pussy and clit. I pressed my face between her wet, slippery cheeks and kissed her brown hole once before licking across it, over and over and over. Tammy pulled herself away from my mouth and toward Kerry, she then pulled herself away from him and toward me. It happened several times. We'd only been at it for a short time before Tammy moaned deeply and braced herself with both hands against the shower wall.
Tammy was breathing in deep gasps as she moaned, "Boys! I'm going to cum! Boys! I'm going to cum!"
Her body began to shake and vibrate again. The muscles in her legs were twitching. And a low, deep groan began to echo in the shower. I heard sucking sounds which I guessed meant Kerry was sucking her clit into his mouth. Not to be outdone, I poked out my tongue and pressed it against Tammy's wrinkled hole until it opened up and the tip of my tongue slipped inside of her.
Tammy nearly fell over when her orgasm peaked. She was mumbling and moaning while bracing herself against the shower wall. Her knees buckled and she stumbled but was able to catch herself before her legs gave out.
After pulling our faces and mouths away from Tammy, she told us she needed a moment to recover. Kerry and I took that opportunity to wash each other's bodies. We lathered up each other's arms, shoulders, and chests while Tammy leaned against the wall, watching us closely. Then, stepping close to each other, I drizzled more body wash down between us. The two of us slid and squirmed against each other while big blobs of soapy bubbles fell from between us.
I slowly turned around while still in Kerry's embrace and he used the front of his body to wash my back. While he did so, his stiff little penis almost penetrated me on two separate occasions! When we were facing each other once again, Tammy stepped closer and drizzled even more body wash between us. Kerry slowly turned around while I continued to embrace him. It was my turn to slide up and down his backside. My stiff prong of a penis slid between his cheeks and it felt wonderful! The tip did bump against his little hole a few times, but I never pressed hard enough to enter his body.
The water was beginning to cool by then and we all quickly rinsed the soap from our bodies. Tammy retrieved Kerry's purple towel and my pink towel from the rack. While we began drying ourselves off, Tammy used her oversized, light blue towel to dry her plentiful body. Kerry and I finished at nearly the same time and hung our appointed towels back on the rack to dry. We stood naked, beside each other, holding hands while waiting for Tammy to finish.
As she was pulling on her big, blue, terry cloth robe, I softly announced, "I have to go pee."
Kerry reached down and held his stiff penis as he said, "Me too."
Tammy smiled at us both while brushing out her long, blond hair. She motioned to the toilet with her chin and said, "It's right there, boys. Why don't you both use it at the same time?"
Kerry giggled, "Together?"
Tammy replied, "Yes, together."
I stepped up and lifted the lid and seat. Kerry stepped right beside me. We were both still very stiff and had to bend and arch our backs so we wouldn't miss the bowl.
Just before I began to pee, Tammy said, "Why don't you try holding each other's penis's while you go?"
We both looked over at her like she was crazy. But she stood there in her robe with her arms crossed under her giant boobs. She looked so regal and beautiful. Biting my lip, I let go of my stiff, little penis and reached over to aim Kerry's. I felt his penis flex under my touch and then a strong stream of urine shot out and struck the inside of the bowl. Kerry took hold of my little penis and I let go of my bladder shortly afterward and moaned softly. It was a completely new experience to be holding someone else's penis while they went. Not to mention having someone else hold mine. And the feelings were made even stronger having Tammy standing so nearby watching us.
When we'd finished peeing, Tammy suggested we dab each other's penis's with tissue to catch any drips that remained. Before Kerry flushed the toilet, Tammy said, "That was the most precious thing I've ever seen."
Kerry and I remained naked and followed Tammy into the living room. We snuggled up on either side of her while she browsed for a restaurant that delivered on her phone. Tammy asked us several times what sounded good to eat, but Kerry and I were distracted by her robe that parted open when she sat down. She playfully swatted our hands away a few times when we tried to open her robe a little more. She eventually gave up and let us open her robe enough that both of her enormous breasts were completely exposed.
Tammy continued to list off one restaurant after another, waiting for someone to decide what we'd have for dinner. Kerry and I were no longer thinking about food. We were each kissing, licking and caressing Tammy's breasts. We sucked on her nipples, licked slow circles around her areolas and completely covered her breasts in kisses and licks. Neither of us even noticed that she had put down her phone. She instead was leaning back, enjoying the two of us worshipping her perfect breasts.
While stroking her fingers through our hair, Tammy said, "You boys really are spoiling me. I must've done something truly amazing to deserve you two. Especially since you both have such small penis's" She continued to run her fingers through our hair while we covered her breasts in gentle kisses, licks, and nibbles. She went on to say, "I've always had a thing for boys with tiny penis's. The tinier the better." She purred softly, "I wonder which of you has the smallest penis?"
Until that moment, I never could have imagined arguing with another guy, trying to convince him that my penis was smaller than his. But that is exactly what Kerry and I began to do. We rolled off of the couch and stood before Tammy. We tried to hold our penis against each other so Tammy could decide the smaller of the two of us, but it was awkward and she couldn't tell for sure.
My little penis throbbed when I heard Kerry ask, "Do you have a ruler?"
Tammy grinned and sent him to her craft room to retrieve her fabric tape measure from her sewing basket. After he'd ran from the room, Tammy asked, "Peyton, Sweetheart, have you ever measured your little peepee?" She pointed at my penis which was throbbing before her eyes.
While standing in front of her, biting my lower lip, I whispered, "No I haven't. I know it's small, really small." I bit my lip before continuing. "Sometimes in bathrooms, I'll peek at guys standing at the urinal next to me." Biting my lip once more, "Out of every penis I've ever seen, mine has always been a lot smaller."
Tammy smiled up at me, "Peyton, Honey, have you ever been caught peeking at a man's cock?"
I blushed and giggled, "Yes. An older man caught me peeking at him. He looked right into my eyes and asked if I liked what I saw. I ran out of that room as fast as I could!"
Tammy whispered, "Did you? Did you like what you saw?"
A drip of my excitement began to slowly fall from the squishy, pink head of my penis after it throbbed hard. I half-moaned, "It was really big. His was soft and it was way bigger than mine even when it's hard."
Tammy licked her lips while watching me squirm before her. "Of course it was bigger, Sweetheart. He was a man with a man's cock. And you have a cute, little, pink penis." She glanced down to the drip dangling from my penis as it picked up speed and fell onto the floor at my bare feet. "But I didn't ask you if his cock was bigger. I asked if you liked what you saw."
I blushed and squirmed while I whispered, "Yes."
She whispered, "I'm sure any boy with a penis as small as yours would feel the same way. And that isn't something you need to be ashamed of. I love both you and Kerry in-part, because of your insecurities and teeny tiny penis's!"
Kerry rushed back into the room at that moment holding the yard-long fabric tape measure as if it were a jump rope and came to a stop right beside me. Tammy took hold of the tape measure and found the correct end. She looked up into Kerry's eyes and asked, "Are you ready, Sweetheart?"
He giggled and poked his hips out proudly while flexing his penis as hard as he could. Tammy carefully laid the tape along the length of his penis. She made sure the end of it was right against the base where his penis met his body. Pulling the tape taut along his modest length, she looked down and studied the measurement. She readjusted the tape twice before announcing, "Three and a half inches."
He and I both blushed and my hips squirmed in a tight circle. Tammy looked up at me and nodded her head lovingly. She laid the tape over my stiff erection and I flexed it as hard as I could. She pulled the tape taut and checked the measurement. She rechecked my length three times before announcing, "Three and one-quarter of an inch. That makes you the winner Peyton!"
My hips squirmed and my penis throbbed as I asked, "What do I win? Do I get a prize?"
Kerry pouted and wanted to be remeasured. But Tammy assured him my penis was just a little shorter than his. She went on to explain it was just the tiniest bit smaller and she still loved us both.
Tammy then turned to me and after glancing at my prize-winning penis, said, "Hmm, a prize, let me think." She playfully tapped her long fingernail against her chin while thinking. "I had planned on having you both greet the person who delivers our dinner, which we still haven't ordered, in panties. But since you won, I'll give you a choice. You can decide if Kerry answers the door alone or you could still join him."



I grinned while looked to Kerry. He was very nervous. I think we both needed each other's support to do things like answering the door in panties. I know I'd never want to do that alone. But if Kerry was by my side, I knew it would be fun. I leaned over and kissed him quickly before saying, "I'll do it with you!"
Tammy sent us off to the spare bedroom where our clothes were kept to choose the panties we'd wear. As we dashed out of the room, she called out to us, insisting the panties we chose matched. As we stepped into the spare bedroom, Kerry backed me against the wall and kissed me. We looped our arms around each other as our bodies pressed and ground together.
Apparently, our kissing was louder than we thought. Because Tammy called out from the living room, "You two are supposed to be choosing your panties, not kissing!"
Kerry and I crossed the room and pulled open the top drawer of the dresser we shared. While we sorted through our growing selection of panties, we found it difficult to decide on a matching pair. Kerry turned to me and laid his hand on my naked hip, "Peyton, we could answer the door naked."
I spun to face him and laid my hands on his naked hips, biting my lip, I whispered, "Do you really want to?"
Kerry leaned in, kissed me gently on the lips and said, "I'll do it if you do it!"
Taking his hands in mine, I stepped toward him until our erect penis's touched and said, "Deal! We're answering the door naked!"
We held hands and dashed back to the living room where we found Tammy on the phone, finishing up our dinner order. She looked happily surprised to see us back without panties. After hanging up the phone and while putting her credit card back into her giant, black leather purse, she grinned at the two of us before asking, "Boys, where are your panties?"
Kerry spoke up and said, "Peyton and I are going to answer the door naked!"
Her eyes wandered over our bodies while stating, "You two have brought a whole new level of excitement to my life."
While we waited for our dinner to be delivered, Tammy decided having us answer the door naked may not be safe. She came up with a new plan which sounded just as naughty.
We were all extremely excited when the doorbell rang. Kerry and I stood out of sight while Tammy answered the door. She had gotten dressed while we waiting and was wearing a pair of sweatpants and T-shirt. While she signed the ticket, she gave us the subtle sign that it was safe. That's when Kerry and I ran into the room to stand on either side of Tammy. The man at the door looked to be even older than Tammy's 39 years. He had a full head & beard of salt-and-pepper hair. Unlike Kerry or I, he had deeply tanned skin and looked very strong.
The man's eyes darted from my body to Kerry's and back again. He was completely speechless while admiring our petite, pale bodies with our little, stiff, pink penis's. Tammy cleared her throat to get his attention while she held out the signed ticket for him. The man looked at Tammy and chuckled while shrugging his shoulders.
Tammy maintained eye contact with him while saying, "Kerry, why don't you take the drinks into the kitchen. Peyton, you can carry the food." She then broke eye contact with him and walked back into the house, but just far enough that the man couldn't see her.
That left Kerry and I standing before this man completely naked. As soon as Tammy had stepped away, his hungry eyes began devouring our bodies once more. He stood there holding our dinner and uttered, "Wow... My wife isn't going to believe this when I tell her about it."
Kerry took a step closer to him, standing on the threshold of Tammy's front door, he looked into man's eyes and asked in a soft and very sexy voice, "Believe what?"
He half moaned, "That I made a delivery to you two."
My back arched and a naughty shiver shot up my spine as I stepped beside Kerry in the doorway. After taking hold of his hand, I looked up at the man and teasingly asked, "Is it unusual for you to make deliveries to boys?"
He glanced into my eyes and smiled before letting his gaze drift over our bodies again. "I've made plenty of deliveries to boys. But never to boys who were so cute and naked and..." He groaned softly, "Excited." He swallowed before uttering, "My wife would love to see you two."
Kerry squeezed my hand while asking the man, "Do you have a phone? Would you like to take a picture of us?"
The man looked like he was about to faint. Kerry and I reached out beyond the threshold to relieve the man of the things keeping his hands busy. Kerry took hold of the tray of drinks while I took the two sacks of food. While setting down our dinner on a small table just inside the door, the man wasted no time in pulling his phone out of his pocket.
We stepped back into the doorway and took another long look at this man. Until then, the man had been using our sacks of food to hide the long, thick bulge in his pants. Now both Kerry and I were able to see the effect we'd had on this man.
Kerry giggled and looked in the direction of Tammy. He called out to her, acting as if she wasn't standing so nearby. "Tammy! Will you please come here? We need your help!"
He mumbled something while lifting his phone up and snapped a picture of us just standing there.
Kerry smiled and said, "Hang on a sec. Tammy is going to come and take a picture of us all together."
Tammy paused for a few seconds before walking into the doorway. She looked down at Kerry and asked what he needed. While Kerry explained his plan, I took the man's phone from him and passed it to Tammy. She quickly made herself familiar with the camera app. As Kerry and I stepped outside and stood on either side of the man while Tammy remained just inside the doorway.
Kerry and I turned toward one another while standing just in front of him. While keeping our hips apart far enough for our penis's to show, kissed each other sweetly with the man standing right behind us. Tammy asked the man to lay his hands on our lower backs. When his hot, sweaty palm made contact with my naked back, Tammy asked us to kiss one more time. She snapped off several images before lowering the camera and handing it back to the man.
He flipped through the pictures and groaned, "I can't wait to show these to my wife."
Kerry and I stepped back inside. While he was still looking down at his phone, I chirped, "Well, thank you for bringing us dinner! We're going to go eat now!"
Before he had a chance to respond, Kerry shut the door and we both broke into the giggles. But our giggles stopped suddenly when Tammy took hold of our hands firmly. She led us back into the living room and sat on the couch while Kerry and I stood before her. I can't be sure how Kerry felt, but standing there made me feel like I was a little boy in deep trouble.
She looked up at us and in an unusually stern voice said, "You two have some explaining to do."
The way she was looking at us and the tone of her voice sent a shiver up my back. I knew I'd disappointed Tammy somehow. And she was the last person I ever wanted to upset.
Sounding just as firm as before, she asked, "Why would you be so worried about your neighbor's seeing you in cute, little jumpers, but you had no problem shamelessly teasing that poor delivery man?"
I bit my lip and said, "I guess it's because we didn't know that man. But it does sound silly when you say it like that."
She looked away from both of us while saying, "I'm beginning to think you two don't appreciate the pretty clothes I've been buying for you."
We both spoke at the same time, "We do!"
She still didn't look at us when she said, "Well you sure have a funny way of showing it."
Kerry took hold of my hand and squeezed it before saying, "Tammy, we'll wear the jumpers out to lunch tomorrow."
I looked at Kerry for a second before turning my gaze back to Tammy, "And we want you to drop us off at our apartments wearing them too."
Her voice softened and she looked at us when she next spoke, "Only if you're sure. I don't want to make you do something you don't want to."
Kerry and I squeezed our hands together. We looked at her sitting there and Kerry answered for us. "We're sure. Our neighbors probably think we're sissy's anyway!"
She smiled at us and said, "If they don't, they will tomorrow!"
I squealed, "You teased us! You tricked us into wearing the jumpers!"
She sat forward and laid a finger under the squishy heads of our stiff and throbbing penis's while whispering, "Yes I did. And you're going to look adorable." She slid the pad of her fingers under the necks of our penis's. It felt wonderful. I was so horny. My hips were squirming and my penis was throbbing so hard. "Boys, I want you to promise me you'll wear your jumpers tomorrow."
My answer came out in a moan, "I promise Tammy."
Kerry whimpered softly, "Me too. I promise too."
"And I know neither of you would ever break a promise. Would you?"
Kerry and I moaned together, "No."
Looping her fingers around our penis's, she gently pulled them toward each other until Kerry and I were face-to-face. She used the index finger and thumb of one hand to hold our penis's together. Kerry and I stood there for a second or two before we reached out, held each other and began kissing. Tammy watched her two, very horny boys passionately kiss for a time, she began to slowly stroke our penis's up and down.
Tammy's voice sounded deeper when she next spoke, "Boys, I don't want to take you to your apartments tomorrow. I want you to stay here with me. I want us all to stay together all the time." She gently squeezed our penis's together, "Peyton, Kerry, I am asking you both to move in with me. I want us to sleep in the same bed every night. I love you both very much and want to spend every minute I can with you."
Kerry and I were both gasping for breaths when we ended our kiss. He and I turned to look down at Tammy, we were cheek-to-cheek and still in each other's arms. She held our penis's together but didn't move her hand at all. Kerry and I began to slowly hump ourselves against each other in her hand.
I whimpered softly, "I don't want to spend a night away from either of you ever again."
Kerry said, "I never want to be apart either."
Tammy squeezed our penis's together and said, "I am really happy to hear that." She paused and I saw tears form in her eyes. "Do you think, if we all worked together, that we can get both moved out of your apartments tomorrow?"
Kerry and I both moaned at the same time, "Yes!"
Tammy squeezed us together and began sliding up and down our slippery penis's. We were both on the verge of orgasm and all three of us knew it. Kerry and I hugged each other tightly and our lips met once again. I'm not sure who popped off first, but we orgasmed only seconds apart. Our penis's were sliding against each other within Tammy's loving fingers.
While our creamy love erupted between our bodies, Tammy said, "You boys promised you'd wear your jumpers and panties tomorrow. And I'm going to hold you to that promise."
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Arriving home at 1 am after spending the evening playing video games with my friend. I parked my car outside of my condo and made my way inside to learn my roommate has had friends over again. As I was walking in, the last three of her friends were staggering out. My roommate, Samantha was nowhere in sight. I figured she was probably passed out in her bed. When she had get-togethers with her friends, that was usually where she wound up.
The living room and kitchen were a wreck with glasses, bottles, cans, and trash everywhere. I simply couldn't leave it in that condition overnight. So, I put on my apron and rubber gloves and began cleaning up the mess. It really didn't take that long pick up the litter and take it to the dumpster outside. I mopped the kitchen floor and wiped down the counters and table. In the living room, I wiped off the tables and quickly ran the vacuum.
After putting away all of my cleaning supplies and hanging my apron behind the pantry door, I stepped back to admire my work. No one would ever guess there had been a party thrown in those rooms earlier that night.
Making my way up the stairs, I first went to check on Samantha. As I'd guessed, she was passed out in her bed. Like so many times before, I found her lying naked on her bed and the room reeked of sex. Her legs were spread wide and her pussy was gaping open. From what I could see, it looked like her cute, wrinkled butthole was gaping open too. The creamy evidence of her night's activities was oozing out of both holes and she was resting in a large wet spot. Her large breasts were covered in a layer of creamy cum, hickeys and bite marks. Her lipstick was smeared across her face, her mascara had run down her cheeks and her long, blonde hair was a mess. And I guessed at least two cocks had given her facials. Quietly, I crossed the room and sat down beside her, careful not to sit in the wet spot. My skinny, three-inch penis was throbbing in my pants.
For as long as I could remember, I'd had a major crush on Samantha. And it wasn't just her looks. She was smart, confident and had always been kind to me. She was a year older, several inches taller and far more mature. She wasn't skinny and fit. She hated the idea of exercise and preferred to laze around on the couch watching romance movies. She had wide hips, sturdy thighs and her feet were bigger than mine. She had broad shoulders and natural breasts nearly the size of cantaloupes. Her long, blonde hair was thick, straight and usually pulled back into a ponytail. But tonight it was scattered around her pillow and over her face in a huge mess.
As gently as I could, I pulled her hair away from her face, out of the gooey globs of cum. Even looking like she was, I thought she was perfectly beautiful. She was sexually active and promiscuous, while I was still a pure virgin. On numerous occasions, I'd caught her in bed with one or more guys. When I was in my bed, alone at night, I mostly thought about Samantha being made love too by other guys or older men. I tried to fantasize about making love to her myself, but I'd seen the guys she'd been with. And to be perfectly honest, I couldn't compare.
Because I loved her so much, I couldn't leave her to sleep in that condition. Reaching out, I gently laid my hand on her shoulder. When I did, my ring finger and pinky wound up laying in someone's cum that I hadn't noticed. A shiver shot up my spine and my penis throbbed hard. Being as gentle as I could, rubbed her shoulder until she began to wake. When her bloodshot eyes cracked open, I quickly wiped away a glob of cum that was threatening to run into her left eye. It took her a minute before she figured out who I was.
A silly smile spread across her cummy face and I could smell the alcohol on her breath when she slurred, "B-b-biwwy! Where-ave you beeeeen? You mished the best pawty everrrr!"
I looked down at her messy face and said, "I was with Sam playing video games. Don't you remember?"
She licked a big glob of cum from her lip before running her next thought together, "Your'resofuckingcute!" She reached down with her right hand into the sloppy mess that was her pussy. She quickly pulled her hand away and squeaked, "Ow! Why dos my pussy hurt Biwwy?"
Biting my lip while looking into her hazy eyes, I said, "I think you were with a few different guys tonight."
She made the cutest pouty face before saying, "I-i-ima slut! Y-y-you hate me."
I quickly said, "No, I don't hate."
She had big, bloodshot doe-eyes when she said, "You don't?"
I smiled, "No. I could never hate you."
She wiggled on the bed and her hands slid over her matted-down, cum-covered pubic hair, over her stomach, and onto her breasts. She tweaked both her stiff, thimble-sized nipples while saying, "You love me!"
I smiled weakly and nodded my head.
She giggled while still pinching her nipples. "I love you too. D-d-do you wanna kiss me, Biwwy?
Her breath was tainted with the smell of alcohol and cum. There were traces of someone's semen all over her face, including her lips. While I sat there looking down at Samantha, I had never wanted to kiss anyone more. I nodded my head again.
A soft gasp slipped through my lips when she removed her hands from her enormous breasts and rigid nipples. I watched as her slippery, cummy hands moved toward my face. When her palms and fingers touched my cheeks, I whimpered softly. Someone else's cum was on my face! I shifted my hips when my penis throbbed.
I leaned down while her hands guided our lips toward each other. The moment our lips touched, I learned what a man's cum tasted like. Her tongue, lips, and teeth were all covered with it. I should have been sickened by it, but kissing Samantha for the very first time was worth it. I'd tasted my own cum on several occasions, it was sweeter and less chunky than what I tasted on Samantha's lips.
Her slippery, gooey hands slid around my neck and pulled me closer, so she could kiss me more aggressively. My nose slipped across her cheek through a large glob of cum and my mouth filled with a man's flavor when Samantha slipped her tongue deep into my mouth. My tongue slithered alongside hers and I imagined a large, fat cock exploding in her mouth. I moaned softly and gently pulled away from her embrace.
While licking my lips clean of someone's cum, Samantha repeated, "Your'resofuckingcute!" She then giggled, "You kiss like a girl!"
I sat there and watched her take her slippery nipples between her fingers again. Her hands stopped moving at one point and her eyes drifted closed for several seconds. I thought she had passed out. But then she opened her eyes and arched her back which made the pools of cum on her body slide around. She parted her lips and asked the question I'd wanted her to ask for so long, "B-b-billy, do you wanna be my boyfriend?"
Leaning down, I kissed her lips gently and whispered, "Yes, more than anything else in the world." And I leaned down and kissed her again.
Sitting up next to her, I took hold of her slippery hands in mine. "Samantha, we need to get you in the bathroom so I can clean you up."
One of her hands slipped out of mine. She dragged her hand through her matted pubic hair and a large pool of cum on her stomach. She giggled, "Y-y-you are my b-b-best boyfriend." She then patted my cheek with her soppy hand.
I whimpered softly and took hold of her wrist, her hand was far too slippery. As I stood up, I pulled her up and rotated her legs until her feet were on the floor. Taking a step back, I then used all my strength to get her to stand up. As soon as she was on her feet, she leaned over against me. Her cum-covered body was pressed against me. I wrapped my arms around her waist and managed to get her to wrap her arms around my neck. We took small steps and I felt like I was dragging her for most of the way to her bathroom. Her skin was slippery with cum in most places and it was difficult to hang onto her.
She mumbled the whole time. She told me the names of all the guys who had fucked her that night. I lost count after 12. She started repeating names, but they could have been different guys or the same guys coming around twice. She rambled on for a time, making no sense at all. As we neared the bathroom, I tripped and fell against the wall. Samantha fell right on top of me. We where face-to-face and her slippery body was pressed against mine.
She kissed me hard, her tongue dove deep into my mouth and all of that cum attacked my tastebuds again. I moaned into her mouth when she cupped my stiff erection in her cum-covered palm. Her head wobbled from side-to-side when she pulled her lips away from mine. A big glob of cum began its slow descent to the floor from her chin when she slurred, "Iloveyousomuch!"
I whispered, "I love you too Samantha."
After we moved away from the wall and took the last few steps into the bathroom, I flipped on the light and saw our reflection in the mirror. The globs of cum weren't dripping down her body as I'd expected. Instead they were being absorbed into my clothes. But the insides of her thighs were drenched in cum. There were small rivers of it running down both of her legs. The bite marks and hickeys weren't only on her breasts. They were all over her stomach, breasts, neck, and shoulders.
Samantha gazed into the mirror and grinned, "We make a cute couple!"
She turned and moved to kiss me. But her aim was off and she slid her chin and cheek across my mouth. Now I didn't only taste it, I had a relatively large glob of cum in my mouth! She giggled and moved back to kiss me. Our tongues danced together and her body slid against mine. When the kiss ended, she moaned, "Cummy kisses!"
Licking my lips clean, I dragged her into the walk-in shower and set her down on the tiled bench in the corner. I made sure she wasn't going to slide off onto the floor before I turned to strip down to my underpants. She sat there hooting and catcalling while I undressed. When I was ready, I stepped back into the shower to adjust the water temperature. Samantha saw the bump beneath my underpants while I adjusted the faucet. She giggled, "You've a got a wittle wienie!"
I tried to ignore her remark, but I knew it was true. Compared to her usual type of guy, I was half their size in the penis department. For whatever reason, her commenting on the size of my penis made it throb hard.
Taking the showerhead off the wall, I stretched the hose toward Samantha and sprayed her body down with warm water. The cum wasn't rinsing off easily, it clung to her skin. I let the showerhead dangle from the wall while I got her body wash off the shelf where we kept our bath things. I wasn't sure where I should start, but I knew her legs were by far the messiest. So I knelt on the floor between her legs and while I filled my hands with body wash, she reached down and began fingering herself. I knelt there in awe, watching the woman I loved, pleasure herself.
She looked down at me and moaned, "Doyouwannafuckmebilly?"
She giggled when I nodded my head. She then slurred, "Doyouwannafuckmewithyourlittlewieniebilly?"
I whimpered softly, "Yes I do."
She dipped her finger into herself and when it slid out, a large glob of creamy cum followed. It sat in a pool between her legs on the shower-seat. I bit my lower lip hard. When I looked up into her bloodshot eyes, she moaned, "Kiss it, Billy. Make it better."
For years I'd fantasized about kissing her perfect pussy. As I knelt there, watching cum continue to leak out from inside of her gaping lips, I considered my situation. She was very drunk I and knew she wouldn't remember anything. And I'd longed to kiss her pussy and clit since the moment I first saw her. But she had been fucked by at least a dozen guys. All those guys had stretched her pussy wide open and their cum was leaking out from inside of her.
Looking away from her perfectly trimmed pussy, with blonde hair matted down with cum, I looked up to her half-closed eyes. Her enormous breasts were glistening from both the water I'd sprayed her with and the cum of all those guys.
While my eyes wandered over her hickey-covered body, I made my decision. I loved her. And I wanted to taste her even if it meant I'd taste other guys at the same time. I wanted to try and make her feel good. I knew, with practice, I could learn to make her cum with my mouth and tongue.
Staring at her swollen clit and peeled-open pussy lips, I whispered, "I love you, Samantha."
She responded before I leaned forward. "Iloveyoutoo."
Having never done anything like that before, I was really glad she was drunk. Leaning in, I puckered my lips and kissed what I guessed was her clit. The moment my lips touched her sex, she slid her hands down her thighs and knotted her fingers in my hair. She held me in place and squeezed my head between her thighs. Her butt slid a little further off the shower bench and when she did, her hands forced my head downward. I kept my tongue out and licked and kissed everything I could reach.
My tongue poked and licked everywhere. At one point, it slid inside her pussy. While I wiggled it around inside of her, a very large glob of cum oozed onto my tongue and slid into my mouth. The glob halfway filled my mouth and I had to pull away from her.
Samantha looked down at me and mumbled, "Duz it taste good?"
Being unable to tell her otherwise, I nodded my head while I chewed on the cum and swallowed bits of it at a time. When I'd gotten it all down, I leaned back toward her and licked along her lips, gathering up the traces of her lovers with my tongue. My penis was throbbing in my underpants that were now drenched from both my excitement and the water spraying erratically from the showerhead.
Samantha guided my head with her hands still in my hair. She slid my face up and down along her pussy. When she stopped using my face like that, I slid down so I could dip my tongue back inside of her. But I went lower than I expected and licked her wrinkled brown hole instead.
Her back arched and a squeal left her lips which echoed around the shower. She slid further off the shower seat and I had to work my shoulders under her thighs so she wouldn't fall all the way off the seat. Leaning down, I licked that wrinkled button again. She responded by rolling her hips and squeezing out even more cum from her pussy. That cum dripped between her cheeks and I rested my tongue just below her knot of a hole so I could catch it all.
In no time at all, I learned to love licking Samantha while she was so drunk. I continued to gently lick and kiss her pussy and between her cheeks. When I was fairly sure she had cum, I looked up into her hazy eyes and she smiled.
"Iloveyouboyfriendbilly." Slurred from her lips before her eyes drifted closed.
For the next half an hour, I washed every trace of her night off of her body. I had to wash her hair three times to get all the little blobs of cum out of it. And I was as gentle as I could when I washed her face. She was in and out of conciseness the entire time. I wound up using nearly a full bottle of body wash and went through four wash clothes, but in the end, she was clean. And I couldn't stop smiling the whole time.
When I went to get her towels, I quickly slipped off my wet underpants and left them on the bathroom floor and pulled on my terrycloth bathrobe. Wrapping her long hair in a towel, turban style, was a new experience. It took me six attempts before I was satisfied with the result. I dried her body off as best I could. But drying off a drunk girl isn't the easiest thing to do, especially when she was still sitting on the shower seat.
After rousing her from her rest, I helped her to her feet and we slowly made our way back to her bedroom. As we stepped into her room, I immediately knew I couldn't lay her down on that bed, it was a mess! In the corner of her room, she had a chair that I would sink into every time I used it. So that is where I put Samantha, knowing for sure that she wouldn't fall down.
I quickly stripped her bed and found the wet spot had sunk into the mattress. Dashing to the laundry room, I took a spray bottle of stain remover that I thought smelled wonderful. On my way back to her room, I grabbed a clean towel, fresh set of sheets and her spare comforter.
Spraying the wet spot with the stain remover was my first task. I then covered that spot with the towel before making the bed with the clean sheets and comforter.
Glancing to Samantha sitting in that comfy chair, I smiled while recalling what I'd done for her in the shower. I really hoped I made her feel good. From the top drawer of her dresser, I chose, what I thought would be a comfy pair of panties. From the second to the bottom drawer, I chose a crop top she often slept in. Before working the panties onto her body, I knelt down and placed one last kiss on her clit. She didn't move. So I tickled her clit with my tongue and licked up and down between her lips, still no response from her. Lastly, I lifted her legs and pressed my face between her cheeks and licked her wrinkled button until a soft moan left her lips.
Her voice was thickly slurred, but I believe she said, "Billy I can't. I can't cum again. You can eat me tomorrow."
I couldn't stop smiling while I slid those panties up her legs. I had to partially lift her up to get the panties in place. But I eventually got them where they belonged. The crop top went on easily, it was very stretched out and usually hung off one of her shoulders. After I had her dressed, I pulled her to her feet and half dragged her to her bed. Once she was laying down, I pulled the covers over her and tucked her in. Leaning down, I kissed her lips gently and whispered, "I love you, Samantha. Sweet dreams."
She half groaned, "I love you too B-b-billy."
Before I left her room, I picked up the clothes scattered around her room and put them into her laundry basket. I then collected her bedcoverings and took them to the laundry room. While the washing machine filled with warm water, I treated the stains one-by-one. When I found an especially large glob of cum that hadn't quite been absorbed into the comforter. I rubbed my finger through the slippery, slimy cum. Images ran through my mind of Samantha being fucked by several men at the same time. I imagined the cum I was touching had dripped down from one of her big breasts. Biting my lower lip, I looked over my shoulder to be sure I was alone before slipping that finger into my mouth and licking it clean.
My little penis had been perfectly erect all night long. It was poking out from robe and it was desperate for attention. Right there in the laundry room, I shrugged my robe off my shoulders and pinched my thin penis between my first finger and thumb. With my other hand, I pulled the sheet off of the washing machine and rubbed the pink head of my penis into the gooey, cum I'd just tasted. The cum was no longer warm, but it was still very slippery. I stroked my penis three times before it squirted out its juices, joining the mess already on her sheet. My whole body spasmed and I squeaked in a high pitch while my penis pulsed and throbbed. Four shots of my sweet, creamy cum erupted before my orgasm passed.
With the taste of cum still settling on my tongue, I realized the depths I'd sunk to. Not only had I kissed my roommate after she'd had who-knows how many cocks cum in her mouth, but I'd also eaten her cum-filled pussy, and I'd licked her wrinkled butt! Even beyond that, I tasted cum from my roommate's sheet! It was cum from a man's cock that was meant for her. It was a sexy mess I'd tasted from the sheets they'd had sex on. And I'd just masturbated onto Samantha's sheet! What sort of guy would do that? I had totally degraded and shocked myself. But I did all those things for Samantha. I did them because I loved her so much. And as my heart warmed in my chest, I knew I'd do it all over again.



After I'd finishing spot-cleaning her sheets and comforter, I put them in the washing machine. Picking my robe up off the floor, I walked naked through our condo back to the second floor. Pausing in my bedroom, I shrugged my robe back off and left it in my laundry basket. Completely naked, I crossed the hall and tidied up the bathroom. The last thing I did was peek in on Samantha to be sure she was still tucked in.
With the condo cleaned and locked up for the night, I made my way to my bedroom adjacent to Samantha's. Thankfully my room was left undisturbed by her guests. After I'd changed into my pajamas and gotten into bed, I drifted off to sleep quickly. The last thing I recall thinking about was how Samantha's thighs had hugged my head while I ate her cream-filled, well-fucked pussy.
My dream that night was the nastiest I'd ever had. They were all about men, lots of men fucking Samantha. She gave them her mouth, pussy, and butt. I sat on the corner of the bed, holding her hand. I was dressed in the Spiderman costume I'd worn to last years comic book convention. The men fucking her all laughed at me, not because of my outfit. Because they all knew I was going to clean up their creamy mess after they were finished.
When I woke up the next morning, my penis was as stiff as a pencil! I pushed the covers away as I wiggled my pajama bottoms off. My eyes drifted closed when my finger and thumb circled my penis. I thought about kissing Samantha the night before. I thought about kneeling in the shower and licking her pussy and wrinkled butt. I tried to imagine making love to her, but it didn't feel right. Instead, I thought about kneeling beside her, kissing her lips and telling her how much I loved her, while a huge, muscular man with a long, thick cock fucked her. The moment she crested in an orgasm on that man's cock was the same moment my little penis squirted out its juices onto my stomach.
After cleaning up my mess with one of the neatly folded cloths I kept in the drawer of my bedside table, I put my pajamas and robe on, made my bed and went to the bathroom. I peeked in on Samantha and found she was still fast asleep. So I made my way to the laundry room and moved her bedcoverings from the washer to the dryer. From there I went to the kitchen and made Samantha's preferred hangover breakfast. Four Ibuprofen, fresh-squeezed orange juice and a slice of dry toast.
Arranging it all on a tray, I carried it upstairs to her bedroom. As I opened the door with my toe, I saw Samantha roll over to watch me walk toward her through bloodshot eyes. When I stood just beside her bed, I set the tray down on her bedside table.
In my softest voice, I whispered, "Good morning, Samantha. I made your hangover breakfast."
She groaned, "Morning, Billy." As she slowly sat up in bed. When she did, her crop top got caught on one of her nipples. I tried not to stare, but I wasn't at all successful. Luckily, she was too hungover to notice my gawking. When she was ready, I handed her the juice and pain killers. I offered her the toast, but she turned it down.
Sitting down beside her knee, I didn't say a word. Memories of the night before were racing through my mind. I was just about to ask how she felt when she looked around her room with a confused look on her face. She then looked down and saw her nipple was exposed and pulled her shirt down over it.
Looking at me, she asked, "Billy, did you clean my room?"
Nodding my head and glancing down at her barely covered boobs, I whispered, "Yes."
She grinned weakly and asked, "Did you clean the entire condo?"
Biting my lip, I looked up into her eyes and whispered, "Yes, but it was no trouble at all."
She looked down at her top, peeked under the covers and asked, "Billy, did you put these clothes on me too?"
I blushed and had to look away from her gaze, while nodding my head I said, "After I dried..." I let my sentence trail off. I hadn't planned to tell her I'd bathed her.
She laid her first finger under my chin and lifted until our eyes met, "You cleaned me up, didn't you?"
I sounded whiney when I started to explain, "I had to. You were..." I paused while I swallowed and then uttered, "...a mess." Looking into her eyes, it was clear she wasn't upset at all. So I went on, "I gave you a shower and washed your hair." Biting my lip, "I changed your sheets too."
Her voice sounded gentle when she asked, "Billy, I don't remember any of that. Did you do anything besides clean me up?" She used her finger to make our eyes meet once again, "Billy, did you put your little thing inside of me? Did you make love to me?"
My voice was louder than I wanted it to be when I started, "No! I would never! But I did..." Unable to maintain eye contact again, I looked away and nibbled on my lower lip.
She used that same gentle tone when asking, "If you didn't put your little thing inside of me, what did you do to me? Billy? Answer me."
I felt my entire body blush as I whispered, "We kissed. We kissed with tongues." I let a second or two pass before I looked at her again.
She looked confused again. I saw her slide her tongue around inside of her mouth. "You didn't brush my teeth, did you?"
Shaking my head from side to side, I glanced into her eyes and confessed, "We kissed before I cleaned you in the shower."
She laid her hand on my pajama covered thigh and whispered, "Billy, I sucked a cock or two last night."
Whispering as softly as I could, "I know."
There was a very long period of silence while we both considered what learning this new information meant to each other. Eventually, she squeezed my thigh, she asked, "Sweetheart, did we do anything else besides kiss?"
I felt like I was going to cry. I muttered, "I don't want to tell you."
"Sweetheart, you don't need to be worried or embarrassed. I think you are the sweetest guy for cleaning me up the way you did. And I'm glad you kissed me. I think kissing me, after all I had done last night, is the sexiest thing I can imagine."
Biting my lip and looking into her eyes, I whispered, "You have to promise you won't get mad."
Her hand slid up and down my thigh. She had never touched me like that before I was really enjoying the contact. "I promise."
Looking down into my lap, my penis was stiff once again and making the smallest of tents under my pajamas. I swallowed hard and whispered, "While we were in the shower. I kissed another part of you."
Her voice brightened up when she asked, "Billy, where did you kiss me?"
A single tear rolled down my cheek when I uttered, "Your pussy. I kissed your pussy."
She sat up further in bed. With one of her hands still on my thigh, she used the other to turn my head until we were looking at each other. "My pussy must've been a huge mess. I can't remember how many guys I was with last night."
"You named twelve. But then you started repeating names. So I wasn't sure if they were other guys with the same name, or the same guys came back twice or you could have been confused because you drank too much."
She smiled warmly and leaned closer until our noses touched, "Kissing my pussy after I'd been with at least twelve guys. I must've had the biggest orgasm on your tongue!"
With our faces so close together, I was a nervous wreck! After all I'd done to her the night before and told her about this morning, I was shocked she wasn't mad at me. My voice cracked when I said, "I don't know. I think so. Maybe."
She moved closer, her lips brushed against mine while she whispered, "You don't know? Billy, how can you not know if I came or not?"
My lips brushed against hers when I said, "I'd never done that before. It was my first time."
She kissed my lips gently and whispered, "We'll have to work on that. Billy, would you like to eat my pussy more often?"
I whimpered, "Yes, more than anything else."
She kissed me gently again and whispered, "That's good. Sweetheart, I'm going to teach you how I like to be eaten. It's going to take a lot of practice. You're going to be spending hours upon hours between my thighs."
My penis was so hard it was throbbing rhythmically and dancing under my pajamas. I used both of my hands to keep it hidden. In a squeaky voice, I asked, "Can we start today? Can we start right now?"
She rubbed her hand up very close to where my hands were covering my penis. She ignored my questions and said, "I like to be eaten different ways at different times. There are times I'll want you to go very slowly and gently. Other times I may straddle your face and grind my pussy against you. There will be times when I'll have you get me to the verge of orgasm and stop, let me calm down and start all over again. And Billy, Sweetheart, there will be times when I'll want you to lick me clean after I've been with someone else. Having your tongue gently licking my pussy moments after a cock has exploded inside of me, is a treat I'll never grow tired of."
My breathing was ragged. My penis was super stiff. And Samantha's lips were still brushing against mine. I timidly asked, "Samantha, do you think... I mean... Could we maybe keep this a secret? Just between us?"
She leaned closer and kissed me longer than before. Her lips parted and her tongue licked my lips. When I opened my mouth, her tongue slipped inside and we kissed, really kissed. My toes curled up and the butterflies in my stomach started a moshpit.
When our lips parted, we were both breathing heavily. She spoke in a soft tone, "I can't make that promise Billy. My girlfriends are going to be jealous when they learn about our relationship. I know they would all love to have a boy-toy like you. Someone who will go down on them on-command and even clean up their pussies after a long night of sex. Billy, you are the boy girls dream of finding." She paused to kiss me gently before whispering, "You are the boy girls like me dream of marrying."
My penis flexed hard and nearly squirted in my pajamas. I gasped before whimpering, "You want to marry me?"
She grinned and kissed my lips gently between each of her words, "Not right now. But maybe someday." She moved her hand off of my thigh and laid it over my hands which were still hiding my little penis. "Billy, do you want to be my sweet little husband?" she tapped the backs of my hands with her finger when she said the word 'little'.
I leaned in to kiss her, but she pulled away just enough to keep our lips from touching. My voice was shaky when I said, "Samantha, I would love to marry you."
She laid back against the headboard of her bed. She slowly moved her legs out from under the covers. I immediately noticed a rather large moist spot on her panties. While looking into my eyes, she let one hand disappear under her crop top to play with a nipple while the other was laid over her panties. The middle finger of that hand began to rub against the little nub at the top of her pussy. The little nub that I now knew was her clit.
She half moaned, "Billy, Sweetheart, all this talk about you eating my pussy has gotten me very horny. I think it's time I began teaching you how to properly eat my pussy."
I stared down at her finger teasing her clit over her panties. Out of nowhere, I said something I had planned on never sharing with anyone. But it just came out. "Last night, I licked your butt too. The hole."
Samantha smiled and said, "Did you now? I don't remember anyone ever kissing me there before. So that makes you a very special boy. Especially considering there was at least one, big, fat cock in there shortly before you tasted it."
My voice was squeaky when I said, "I'll do it again."
She reached down with both hands and slowly wiggled her moist panties down her legs and off. After dropping her panties on the floor beside my feet, she said in a soft, gentle voice, "I know you will Billy. You're going to lick my cute little butthole quite often. Your tongue and lips are going to feel so nice on it after it's been fucked." She spread her legs wide and wagged her finger at me.
I crawled up on her bed and made my way between her spread thighs. Laying on my stomach with my head propped on my hands, my face was just a few inches away from her perfect pussy.
Samantha spread her lips wide open. "Billy, when you ate me last night, how messy was I?"
Biting my lip, I began to explain, "The hair was smushed down and covered in..."
She whispered, "Cum. It was cum, Billy. Cum from a man's cock."
I moaned softly and tried again, "The hair was smushed down and covered in... cum. When I stood you up, it started running down your thighs." I looked to either side of my head at her magnificent thighs. "It was running out from inside of you."
Samantha asked while pointing along the sides of her pussy. "What about here?" She then pointed to her clit, "And what about my clit?"
Remembering the night before I said, "It was everywhere. You were covered in..." I groaned softly, "...cum."
She began rubbing slow circles around her clit with the tip of her finger. "If it was everywhere. If I was covered in cum, where did you kiss me?"
I looked from her eyes to her pussy and whispered, "Everywhere. I kissed you everywhere."
Samantha dipped her finger inside of herself, when she pulled it out, it was glistening with her juices. She slowly moved that finger toward my quivering lips. Just before it touched me, I opened far enough for her finger to slip inside my mouth. I closed my lips and sucked on her finger while licking it clean.
While she slid that finger in and out of my mouth, she asked, "You really do love me, don't you Billy?"
Her finger slid over my lips while I uttered, "Yes I do. I have loved you for a long, long time."
She moved her hand to the back of my neck and gently pulled my face toward her pussy. "That's so sweet." When my lips puckered up and kissed just below her clit, she whispered, "Okay, pussy eating 101 begins now..."
For the next 45 minutes Samantha directed my actions while I learned to worship her pussy. She came on my lips and tongue twice. I didn't have to question whether or not she'd cum. I knew for sure. Her body spasmed wildly and I felt her pussy flex on my tongue. She was very vocal and pulled me by the hair against her each time she crested.
When she pushed me away from her, my entire face was drenched in her love. I rolled over onto my back while catching my breath. I groaned, "That was amazing!"
Samantha looked down at my little penis poking straight up against my pajamas. She repeated, "That was amazing." Pointing at the small tent my penis was making, she asked, "Why don't you get undressed and play with yourself?"
I blushed and mumbled, "No. I couldn't. Not while you watch!"
She dipped her finger into her pussy and then painted my lips with her juices. "Billy, you've seen me naked. And you've seen me cum." She smiled and whispered, "Take off your clothes and play with yourself for me."
Never had I felt so embarrassed. It took me forever to take off my pajama top and I thought I would pass out when I lowered my pajama bottoms. My stiff, pale penis was at its full size, but only slightly bigger than a tube of chapstick. I struggled to look at Samantha. I didn't want to see her reaction to my petite size. But when I did summon to courage to look at her, I found she was staring at my penis and was expressionless.
She whispered softly, "Do it, Billy. Play with yourself for me."
Biting my lip, I reached down and looped my finger and thumb around myself. I stroked myself up and down only a few times before I felt my orgasm building.
Samantha whispered, "Tell me you love me, Billy."
While still stroking my little penis, I moaned, "I love you, Samantha."
She whispered, "Tell me what you did to my pussy last night."
I gasped, "I licked it! I kissed it!"
"What was my pussy covered with when you licked and kissed it?"
My back arched and my little balls pulled up inside my body when I squealed, "Cum! A man's cum! Lots of cum!" And then my penis spit out its first of four long lines of cream. As the second line erupted from inside of me, Samantha leaned over and dragged her finger through a large puddle of my juices. She made sure her fingertip was covered with it before she slowly moved that finger to my mouth. I was still in the throes of my orgasm when she slid that finger into my mouth.
While I sucked on her finger, my orgasm slowly calmed down. I was still catching my breath when she asked, "Billy, do you know what a cuckold is?"
I slowly shook my head from side to side. While I did, she pulled her finger out of my mouth and moved it back down. This time she coated two of her fingers with my cum. Moving them to my lips, she paused and moaned softly before sliding them into my mouth.
"A cuckold is a boy who loves a girl so much, that he wants her to fuck other guys. And after she fucks other guys, the cuckold will lick and suck all of the cum off the girl he loves. The relationship between the cuckold and girl he loves, isn't like other relationships. It's all about the girl's pleasure." She paused to let all of that sink in before asking, "Billy, Sweetheart, can you imagine loving a girl that much?"
Looking directly into her eyes, I nodded my head slowly and whispered, "Yes."
She scooped up and rather large amount of my cum on her fingers and let it drip into my open mouth. "Billy, Honey, are you a cuckold?"
My back arched as I said, "I think so."
She dipped her fingers into my mouth so I could lick them clean. "Billy, are you my cuckold?"
My penis throbbed and a tear formed in my eye. In a soft voice, I answered, "Yes."
"Billy, be honest, did you enjoy licking cum off of me last night?"
My voice shot up an octave, "Yes I did."
"Sweetheart, do you want to do that again? Billy do you want to lick cum out of my pussy again today?"
I groaned, "I do. I really want to do it again."
She sat there looking down at me while I halfway pulled my pajama bottoms back on. I didn't want to get messy from the cum still on my stomach. While I wiggled around, she said, "I hoped you would say that. I want you to do it again too. And I want to be perfectly sober when you clean the cum off my body. I want to remember it forever."
I moved to kiss her, but she pulled away again. I was quickly learning that she was going to call all the shots. And if I were perfectly honest with myself, I would admit I was okay with that.
She leaned in and initiated a gentle kiss on my lips. In a soft voice, she whispered, "My head is still pounding. I'm going to go back to sleep for a little while. When I wake up, I'll invite someone over to fuck me so you can lick me clean afterward."
That was my invitation to leave. As I scooted off the bed, Samantha asked, "Before you leave, would you be a sweetheart and kiss my butthole?" She didn't wait for me to answer. She rolled onto her knees with her face on her pillow. She parted her knees and spread her cheeks wide apart with her hands.
I stopped trying to keep my pajamas clean. I quickly pulled my bottoms up over the mess on my stomach and slipped my shirt back on too. Crawling back up on the bed, getting on my knees right behind Samantha, I looked down at her little, puckered, brown hole.
When I laid my hands on her hips and began to lean down, Samantha moaned, "Tell me you love me, Billy."
My face was already between her cheeks when I groaned, "I love you, Samantha." I'd barely finished annunciating those words before my tongue slipped out of my mouth and slithered over her wrinkled button.
Samantha moaned, "Oh fuck! That feels so good!"
I didn't pull away, I continued to lick and poke at her perfect little hole with my tongue. I had no intention of stopping and didn't until she rolled over onto her side. While she pulled the blankets back up over herself, she said, "That is something you'll be doing on a very regular basis."



Sliding off the bed, I tiptoed out of her room. Before I closed the door, I whispered, "Sweet dreams, Samantha."
Over the next few hours, I showered and got ready for the day, tidied up my room and then played my favorite video game in the living room on our television. I kept the sound turned low and tried not to get too excited playing my game. I didn't want to disturb Samantha while she slept.
A few hours passed before I heard her walking around upstairs. I paused my game when I heard her walk toward the bathroom and turn the water on. My penis became very stiff while I sat there listening to her bathe. She was in the same room I'd kissed her cummy pussy the night before. I considered pulling down my pants and touching myself again. But I fought off the urge and went back to my game.
I can't be sure how much time passed, but I nearly jumped out of my skin when there was a very firm knock on our door. Popping up off the couch, I raced across the room and slowly opened the door to find a Kurt, a guy I'd met on one other occasion. He had spent the night with Samantha a few weeks ago. And the morning after, he'd walked into the bathroom to use the toilet while I was in the shower! Who does that? But I couldn't stop myself from looking at his cock while he peed. It was the biggest one I'd ever seen! Even in its completely limp state, it was the size of a bratwurst! I stood there, naked in the shower behind a steamy sheet of glass, coving myself with both hands, trying to be discreet in the way I looked at his cock. But I wasn't at all successful.
In his deep, confident voice, he asked, "Your name is Billy, right? You like what you see, Billy?"
Biting my lip, my hips squirmed and like a genius, I asked, "What do you mean?"
Well, that was how I first met Kurt. And now here he stood in front of me again. Tall, broad shoulders, oozing confidence and I was sure he would soon be fucking Samantha. My voice cracked when I said, "Hi, Kurt. Are you here to see Samantha?"
I had to step out of his way when he entered our condo. He grinned and said, "Yea." Looking around the room, he saw my controller and headset on the couch and my game still playing on the television. He watched my gameplay and said, "I know this game. My brother and all his little friends play it all the time."
Biting my lip, I took baby steps toward the couch, "It's my favorite."
He stood beside and watched my character respawn before saying, "Well I'm going to go see Samantha."
I didn't look back at him when I asked, "Do you remember where her room is?"
He answered, "Yes I do. And I'll be heading to the bathroom to take a piss in a half hour or so. In case you want to look at my cock from inside the shower again."
My penis jumped in my pants but I kept my eyes focused on my game. I didn't answer him. I couldn't! I was way too embarrassed! It felt like he stood behind me for hours before he said, "I'm going to go fuck your roommate. Later Billy."
The only thing I could think about while I listened to him climb the stairs was after he'd finished with Samantha, I would be licking up his sperm! The night before I'd licked cum off her body. But I didn't know who's it was. In a very short time, I would be licking up Kurt's mess. The mess his enormous cock would spray inside of Samantha.
I waited several minutes before I turned off my game and tiptoed upstairs. As quietly as I could, I closed my door and laid down on my bed. The moans, heavy breathing and creaking of her bed were easily heard through our shared wall. I never heard Samantha say a single word, she only moaned and squealed in ecstasy. Kurt would occasionally bark a few words, "Roll over!", "Look at me!", or "You're so fucking tight!"
Images of his huge cock sliding in and out of Samantha's pretty pussy filled my mind. At one point I caught myself licking my lips. I was thinking about the creamy mess her pussy was going to be in once Kurt was finished.
The grunting and moaning increased on the opposite side of the wall. I heard flesh slap against flesh at a rapid pace and knew they were getting close. My penis was throbbing hard and I kept thinking about Kurt's cock spraying its cream into and onto Samantha. For a split second, I considered stripping off my clothes and running into the shower to wait for Kurt. Even though I wanted to do it, I couldn't bring myself to be that shameless. Instead I remained on my bed and listened to them both moan, gasp and groan as they orgasmed together. The creaking of the bed soon stopped and my penis had never been stiffer.
I held my breath when I heard someone get up off the bed. I listened to them walk to the bathroom. I knew it was Kurt when I didn't hear him shut the door. The sound of someone standing up and urinating confirmed my suspicion. It was indeed Kurt. He was such an ass. He didn't even go back to say goodbye to Samantha. He just walked down the stairs and left.
After I'd heard the front door close, I next heard Samantha call out from her room in a sing-song voice, "Billy! Billy, I'm ready for you to come eat my creamy pussy!"
Biting my lip hard, I rose up off my bed and made my way to her room. As I turned the corner, I saw her laying, naked, face-up, and spread-eagle in the middle of her bed. Like the night before, her pussy was peeled open like a flower and the creamy essence Kurt left behind was slowly leaking down between her cheeks. She lay there, in a large wet spot, wagging her finger at me. She had never looked sexier.
I don't remember walking to the foot of her bed. Neither do I remember crawling onto her bed and between her spread thighs. The first thing I clearly remember is the smell. Her pussy was musky and sweaty. And there was a very strong, masculine scent hanging above her well-used pussy. Kurt had been here only a few minutes before. His cock had been inside of Samantha. His spermy cocktail filled Samantha and I was going to clean it all out of her.
She whispered in the softest of whispers, "Tell me you love me, Billy."
I whimpered softly while not looking away from her swollen clit, her lips stretched open and her gaping pussy, "I love you, Samantha."
"Kiss me, Billy. Kiss my pussy and prove how much you love me."
There was a battle going on inside of me. My mind was telling me to get up and run away. My heart begged me to lean forward and kiss her pussy. My penis was begging for the slightest bit of friction so it could fill my underpants with my own cream.
My heart eventually won the battle and I leaned down slowly and planted a gentle kiss on her clit. Licking my lips, I tasted the mixture of Samantha's pussy, Kurt's cream, and the sweat from their lovemaking. Samantha reached down and gently stroked my hair. The scent of her sex mixed with the pungent smell of masculinity attacked my senses.
I looked down at her recently used pussy and my heart pounded in my chest. Looking up, I learned Samantha had sat up and was leaning back on her elbows so she could better watch what I was doing. She didn't say a word, she simply nodded her head slowly. I whimpered softly before lowering my mouth onto her creamy pussy.
My penis throbbed hard as my tongue first dipped inside of her pussy and Kurt's cum oozed into my mouth. I let it sit on my tongue while licking all the way up to her clit. I then closed my lips and swallowed. I lingered around her clit, licking slow, gentle circles around the swollen nub.
Samantha arched her back and purred, "Oh Billy, that feels so good! Your soft kisses are a treat after being fucked so hard."
A deep moan slipped from my lips as I dipped my tongue back into her sex and at the same time, Samantha pushed and Kurt's cream filled my mouth again. There was so much, I closed my lips and sat up. I forced myself to swallow while Samantha and I looked into each other's eyes. It took two swallows before I got it all down.
Without being prompted and before I began licking her again, I whispered, "I love you, Samantha."
She squirmed on the bed and spread her legs even wider. She moaned, "I know you do, Billy. Kiss me again."
Leaning forward, I first dipped my tongue into her sex and the taste of Kurt filled my mouth. After swallowing, I dipped my tongue into her again and wiggled it from side to side. I tasted Kurt again, but it was fainter and his cum much thinner and easier to swallow. Then I licked beneath her lips, up both sides of her pussy until I gently sucked her clit into my mouth. As she had taught me earlier that day, I slowly tickled her clit with my tongue as I kept it gently sucked between my lips.
Samantha hooked her hands behind her knees and pulled them back toward her chest. She purred, "Lower, Billy. I can feel it dripping between my cheeks. Lick it up from down there too."
Laying flat on the bed with my chin against the mattress in the wet spot she and Kurt had made, I licked from behind her wrinkled button all the up to her still gaping pussy. I licked along that same path six times before I stopped to press against her wrinkled hole with my tongue. Samantha moaned, "Mmm, Billy you're spoiling me."
I glanced up through her well-trimmed pussy hair and saw her smiling. I slowly licked my way back up to her still stiff clit and began licking slow circles around it with my tongue's tip. After licking several circles around it, I sucked her clit into my mouth and tickled it with the tip of my tongue. I worked myself into a routine. With my chin dragging through the wet spot on her sheet, I slipped my tongue as far as I could into her pussy. I then licked and sucked my way along her lips before circling my tongue around her clit. After sucking her little clit into my mouth and tickling it, I made my way back down and started all over again. My face became drenched with her juices and probably some of Kurt's cum.
Samantha began to moan and grabbed hold of my hair in her fists. She pulled me closer against her and I never stopped licking, sucking and kissing her pussy. Even as inexperienced as I was, I knew her orgasm was building. I stopped trying to lower my tongue and stayed focused on her clit. The walls of her pussy began to flex and her clit became even more swollen.
She growled, "Billy!! Oh, Fuck!! Billy!!"
She pulled on my hair and ground my face against her quivering pussy while she crested in orgasm. I squirmed my nose and mouth against her until she relaxed her grip on my hair. I placed a gentle kiss on her clit and she spasmed and screamed, "Stop! It's too sensitive! Just STOP!!"
I pulled my drenched face away from her pussy and looked for any trace of Kurt. On top of her thigh, where it met her hip, there was one last drop of his cum left. Helping her to straighten her leg, I looked up into her eyes while I slurped up that last drop. Sitting up on my knees between her spread thighs, I swallowed dramatically and whispered, "You're all cleaned up, Samantha."
She laid there looking absolutely gorgeous. Her eyes would drift closed for several moments from time to time while she slowly recovered from her orgasm. After a short time, she spoke in a relaxed voice, "Billy, Sweetheart, that was amazing. You're going to be doing that after every time I have sex."
Biting my lip, the taste of her pussy and Kurt's cum were still hung in my mouth. My penis was throbbing in my pants and I couldn't remember ever being so horny. I spoke in a soft voice, "I'm glad it felt good. And isn't that my job? I am your cuckold."
She smiled and replied, "Yes you are. And I already love keeping you well-fed with the cum from other men." After glancing down at my hands cupped over my erection, she asked, "Billy, are you a horny boy?"
I nodded my head while squeezing my penis over my pants.
She grinned and said, "You should have gotten in the shower when Kurt told you too. I'm sure he would have loved watching you play with your little stiffie. Did you know he's bi?"
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Two weeks had passed since I'd moved in with Peggy. It was a Tuesday when I arrived home from work and Peggy met me at the door as usual to remove my work clothes. That day I was tired, clammy and didn't feel well at all. Once my clothes were stripped away leaving me bare and hairless, she took me right to the master bedroom. She pulled a sheet over my body but wouldn't let me have any other blankets. She left me to get something from her bathroom. When she returned, she was carrying a small towel, a tub of petroleum jelly and a long, thick glass thermometer.
She pulled the sheet away from my naked, smooth body and had me roll on my side away from her. She sat on the bed behind me and asked me to pull my top knee toward my chest. I did as I was told. Usually, I'd be thrilled to have Peggy rub lubricant onto my wrinkled hole, but I felt horrible and just wanted to go to sleep. Peggy held my cheeks apart and after my little hole was sufficiently lubricated, she placed the tip of the glass thermometer in the exact center, right where all the wrinkles met.
In a soft, loving voice, Peggy whispered, "Take a deep breath, my sweet Baby Bird."
I inhaled and when I did, Peggy slipped the thermometer inside. Even though I was sick, it still felt nice. After a short time, Peggy withdrew the glass cylinder and gazed at the line of mercury. She read my temperature out loud, "One hundred and one. Oh, Sweetheart, I'm so sorry."
She wiped up the excess lubricant with the towel and pulled the sheet back over my naked body. She went back to the bathroom and returned with two small pills, a glass of water and a cool, moistened cloth. I sat up in bed with her help and took the medicine. Laying back down, Peggy tucked me under the sheet, kissed my cheek and laid the folded-up washcloth over my forehead.
The next few days became a blur. I slept for the majority of the time. My temperature hovered around 101 and spiked to 103 degrees for a short period of time. I vaguely recall sitting in the bathtub filled with cool water. I remember whining, crying and begging Peggy to let me out.
It wasn't until Friday afternoon that I woke up feeling more like myself. Peggy was at my side when my eyes peeled open. Her large, soft hand was stroking my hair and she was looking down at me with love in her eyes. She was wearing a sleeveless, white summer dress that ended just below her knees. The neckline was cut in a way to leave plenty of her enormous, freckled cleavage exposed. And that cleavage immediately drew my attention.
In a gentle voice, she said, "Hello Sweetheart. You broke your fever very early this morning. How are you feeling?"
Looking away from her cleavage to her eyes, I opened my mouth to talk and learned it tasted like I hadn't brushed my teeth in days. I told her I was still weak but didn't feel like I was going to die any longer. Peggy stroked my hair and told me she was happy I was feeling better. She had been worried about me and nearly took me to the hospital when my fever hit 103.
My mind was still fuzzy and I wasn't thinking perfectly clearly, but I suddenly thought of my job and my boss. I almost sat up in bed, but my head started spinning and I laid back down. I told Peggy I needed to call my boss. He was going to be really upset that I'd missed so much work without calling. Peggy leaned down and kissed my forehead again. She told me she'd taken care of everything.
She explained that on Wednesday morning, she'd called my office and spoken with my boss. According to Peggy, he was very rude and even called me a name. Of course, Peggy wasn't going to allow that to happen, she told him he needed to watch his mouth. That only encouraged him to become even ruder.
Peggy then told me something I already knew. She said my boss was a foul man with a dirty mouth. She said I shouldn't be working or socializing with people like that. My boss told her that I didn't need to go back to work, he said I was fired. Peggy corrected him by saying that I couldn't be fired, that I quit.
Even in my post fever haze, I knew this was wrong. I looked up at Peggy and told her I needed my job. I told her that it was the best job I'd ever had, even if my boss was a jerk. On the verge of tears, I told her I wouldn't be able to pay my rent if I didn't have a job.
Peggy stroked my forehead and spoke in a soft, loving tone, "Baby Bird, I don't want you to leave me to go to work ever again."
When I tried to interrupt her, she shushed me firmly. "Sweetheart, my family wasn't wealthy, but my grandfather and father both did very well for themselves. I was left a tidy inheritance when the last of my family passed away. I don't live extravagantly, but I'm able to get by without having to work. And I have enough to take care of, and spoil my Baby Bird."
I squeaked, "But!"
She shushed me again and went on to say, "When I first met you, I knew you were someone very special. But now, after I've had a chance to know you better, I know for sure that you are too precious to deal with the mental and emotional strain of holding a job and dealing with money. Sweetheart, I want to take care of you."
A tear of joy began its slow descent across my temple.
Laying her large, warm hand on my cheek, she traced my lips with the pad of her thumb while asking, "Baby Bird, will you let me take care of you?"
Tears rolled down my cheeks and whispered, "Yes." I'd never felt so special before. Peggy knew exactly what I'd known all along. I was too nice, too emotional, too innocent and docile to hold a regular job. I couldn't count the number of times I cried the restroom at work due to my boss or a co-worker making a rude comment about me.
I'd always panicked on payday. I've never been very good with math and barely making enough money to cover my bills was extremely stressful. I always wound up surrounded by unpaid bills crying my eyes out.
Peggy leaned down my kissed my forehead. "Baby Bird, you don't need to worry about anything. I'm going to take such good care of you."
My voice cracked when I uttered, "I love you, Peggy."
She kissed my nose and answered, "I love you too Baby Bird."
I laid there, looking up into her warm, loving eyes for several moments. She was the person who had always been missing from my life. Peggy loved me unconditionally and I loved her the same way. She was the prettiest, most caring woman I'd ever met. I knew I was a very lucky boy to have her in my life.
After a short time, I whispered, "Um, Peggy? I need to use the bathroom."
She smiled down at me and whispered, "Okay, but I'm going to help." She then stood up off the bed and pulled the sheet away. That was the moment I realized I was naked. I squirmed on the mattress when Peggy looked down at my pale, hairless body. Even while I still recovered from my illness, her eyes on my body made my penis tingle! When she bent to help me sit up, my eyes were quickly drawn back to her deep cleavage.
Peggy helped me to sit upon the edge of the bed. My head was spinning and I quickly realized just how weak I was. My legs felt like rubber when I tried to stand. Peggy looped her arm around my waist and basically carried me to the bathroom on her hip. After setting me down gently onto the toilet seat, she gently tapped the back of my hand when I reached to aim my penis.
Peggy spoke in a way that let me know she meant business, "Baby Bird, I said I was going to take care of you and that is exactly what I'm going to do." She knelt down on one knee and had me spread my legs as wide as I could. I braced myself against her shoulders while she used her finger and thumb to aim my penis into the bowl. My eyes were again drawn back to Peggy's deep, inviting cleavage. I lost myself in that space between her giant breasts.
When nothing happened right away, Peggy laid a finger under my chin and lifted until we looked into the eyes of each other and whispered, "Baby Bird, you're here with me. You're safe." She blinked her eyes a few times like she was wishing away tears, before whispering, "I love you Sweetheart and I'm going to take care of you from now on."
While still staring into each other's eyes, I bit my lower lip and let go. The sound of my urine striking the inside of the bowl echoed in the tiled bathroom. I leaned toward Peggy and in my soft voice I said, "I love you too, Peggy."
While still pinching my penis between her finger and thumb, aiming my stream of urine into the bowl, Peggy leaned closer to me and she kissed me gently on the lips. There was no tongue, it was a delicate, loving kiss and it made my toes curl and goosebumps rise up all over my body. My stream of urine grew stronger for a split second as my abdomen contracted.
Peggy giggled, "Your little penis almost jumped out of my hand! You almost made a very big mess! It's good that I had a firm grip on the little thing!"
I giggled while imagining myself peeing all over the room. A shiver shot through my body as I squeezed out the last drops of my pee. She used a few sheets of toilet tissue to dap the last drip from the squishy pink head of my penis. When she finished, Peggy kept hold of my penis with one hand and reached around behind me with the other. She tapped on my wrinkled, brown hole with her index finger and asked, "After being so sick, an enema will be good for you. But we'll wait until this afternoon for your bath and enema."
The baths and enemas she regularly gave me were my favorite things in the entire world. Having her wash my body inside and out was a truly tender and loving thing she did for me, and I loved every second of it. Even while still feeling ill, I wanted her to give me the enemas and bath she mentioned. But Peggy was right as usual, I was still very weak and was in dire need of more rest.
She had me lean back against the tank of the toilet while she washed her hands. I rested there patiently and waited for her to finish. My eyes drifted down to see my skinny, pale body. The impression of my ribs and hip bones seemed to be more apparent than usual. I felt like I was beginning to look like a starving child on TV. As my gaze drifted farther down, I realized my penis was still perfectly soft. At that moment, I knew I wasn't feeling well enough for anything except more rest. Usually, when Peggy touched my penis, it got very stiff. But it hadn't that morning, it was pulled up into my body with the soft, pink head poking out and my little pouch of balls pulled up tight to my body.
While I stared down at myself, Peggy had finished washing her hands and returned to help me back to bed. Just like before, once I was on my feet, she looped her arm around my back and basically carried me on her hip. She laid me down and tucked me back under the sheet. Before she left, Peggy leaned down and kissed my lips once more.
"Baby Bird, I'll come and check on you later. For now, you need your rest." She leaned down kissed me gently on each of my eyelids, my nose and then my lips.
As I rolled onto my side, I whispered, "I love you, Peggy."
She answered, "I love you too, Baby Bird." The drapes were still drawn and when Peggy turned off the light on the bedside table, the room fell into darkness. She quietly crossed the room and closed the door behind her.
Laying there naked, before I drifted off to sleep, my heart warmed as I thought of Peggy and how much she meant to me. She was a grown woman, easily old enough to be my mother, and she loved me more than anyone, except for my late mother. It wasn't only the words she spoke; it was her actions and in the way she treated me. Peggy really and truly loved and cared for me. And as I drifted off to sleep, my entire body tingled while I thought about how lucky I was to have her in my life.
I awoke later that afternoon with Peggy gently stroking my hair and whispering, "Baby Bird, it's time to wake up."
Rolling onto my back, looking up at Peggy, I couldn't help but smile. After placing a gentle kiss on my forehead, she slowly pulled the sheet away from my naked body. I laid there perfectly still while her eyes wandered over me. After a short time, she reached out with her large, soft hand and caressed my chest, stomach, and sides.
In her soft, loving voice, she asked, "Are you feeling better Sweetheart? Would you like to get up and try to eat something?"
My eyes dipped to her breasts and after licking my lips, I said, "Yes, I think so."
Peggy leaned down and kissed my forehead again, "You're naughty! And now I know you're feeling better!"
After helping me to my feet, she wrapped her arm around me and held me close. Together we made our way to the living room. With my first step into that room, I found all of the curtains and drapes were wide open. The room was brightly lit from the natural sunshine from outside. I had to squint my eyes to get used to the bright light. Several windows were opened to let in some fresh air. I could hear cars drive by, birds chirping and the occasional dog barking.
As my eyes adjusted to the sunshine, Peggy guided me to the couch that faced the television. She had already prepared a pillow for me to rest my head against while I laid down. But there was no blanket to cover me with. Once she had me in place on the couch, I looked up at her and was about to ask for a blanket. But she knew what I was going to say and cut me off, "Baby Bird, you're just getting over a fever and the last thing you need is a blanket. Plus, I really like you laying out here naked with the windows open. It's like I'm showing you off to the whole world."
I rolled onto my back, looking up at Peggy, I whimpered, "Peggy.."
She smiled down at me and bent at her waist so our faces were close together. My eyes zeroed in on her deep cleavage. She whispered, "Yes, Baby Bird? What is it you wanted to say?"
Biting my lip, my back arched a bit and I felt my little penis begin to stiffen. "Um, Peggy, I like... I mean... I like, that you like, me naked."
She leaned in and kissed my lips gently. "Baby Bird, as far as I'm concerned, the fewer clothes you wear the better." She then kissed me once again before standing up and announcing, "I'm going to make you some Chicken Noodle soup. You haven't eaten much in a few days, so I'm going to serve you a very small bowl."
While she prepared the soup, I didn't turn on the television. Instead, I listened to the sounds of her in the kitchen and the noises from outside. I jumped when I heard a lawnmower start not very far away. Peggy paid a service to care for her yards. I tried to picture in my mind what a yard working person looked like. And how that person would react if they peeked into the window and found me lying naked on the couch. My penis stiffened even more as I listened to the lawnmower pass each of the open windows. There was someone very close by that could easily see my naked body. The idea of that happening forced me to reach down and touch my smooth, stiff penis.
And that was how Peggy found me, laying on the couch, touching myself. She didn't enter the room and I had no idea how long she stood there watching me. But when I heard her clear her throat, I almost jumped off the couch!
She spoke with a lilt in her voice, "My Baby Bird is feeling much better!"
She crossed the room holding a steaming bowl of soup, a spoon, and a cloth napkin. She had me lean against the arm of the couch and sat right beside me with my legs across her lap. I sat there passively and fondled my penis while she fed me one bite after another. In between bites, she dabbed my lips with a napkin.
After a few bites, she said, "Baby Bird, I don't want you to squirt, okay? I want to save that until after your bath. So don't play with that little thing too much!"
I opened my mouth while she fed me the next spoonful. Knowing if I kept touching myself, I was going to squirt all over the place. So I removed my hands from my penis and slipped them under Peggy's thick thigh which was nearest to me. She grinned after glancing at my stiff penis pointing toward the ceiling. Turning the spoon upside down, she rubbed the head of my penis with the warm metal. The feeling was wonderful and made my penis throb hard. Peggy then dipped the spoon which glistened with my juices into the soup and fed me that next bite. That became a routine. After rubbing the head of my penis with the spoon, she would fill it with soup and then feed me.
The naughty routine turned me into a horny little mess. After I'd taken the last bite, Peggy moved as if she was getting up from the couch. In a surprisingly whiney voice, I squeaked out her name, "Peggy!"
She leaned back against the couch, her hands holding the bowl, spoon, and napkin, looked right at me and asked in an innocent voice, "Yes, Baby Bird?"
Biting my lip, I nuzzled my hands further under her thigh and said, "I'm really, really horny."
"I know you are Sweetheart. But I told you that you wouldn't squirt until after your bath. You are going to have to wait."
Still whining, "But Peggy..."
She looked at me and forced a stern expression on her face. "Baby Bird, I know you're just getting over a cold. But that won't stop me from spanking your bottom! Is that what you want?"
I bit my lower lip, while my eyes drifted from her chest to her beautiful, smiling face. She was teasing me and I knew it. But I pouted my lips and whispered, "If you think I deserve it..." I scooted my hands further under her thigh and I felt the warmth of her sex against the side of my hand. "...then you should definitely give me a spanking."
She looked me right in the eye and in a serious voice, said, "If your hands move any closer to my special place, you're going to get a spanking you'll not soon forget." She then stood up from the couch left me sitting on the couch feeling terrible. I felt like I may cry. I'd upset Peggy and she was the last person I ever wanted to be mad at me. My penis went soft in a split second and I was about to get up and follow Peggy into the kitchen so I could apologize and beg for her forgiveness. But she returned to the living room just as I'd set my feet on the floor.
She must've seen how emotional I'd become. She crossed the room and sat beside me. She held me in her arms and while I buried my face into space between her breast and armpit, she rubbed my back gently. She explained the reason she got so upset was that she didn't think it was appropriate for me to touch her there without an invitation. She said our relationship was different than other relationships. Ours was more about her caring for me. She needed someone to take care of and I needed to be cared for. It was about the two of us loving each other, but it wasn't a common sexual relationship. Ours was special.
In between sobs, I muttered, "I'm sorry Peggy!"
She rubbed my back tenderly and said, "You don't need to be sorry Baby Bird. I should have set firm boundaries. This is my fault."
We sat together on the couch for quite a while. We talked openly about our relationship. She was very specific about what I could and couldn't do with regard to her body. Basically, I couldn't do anything except kiss her, unless I was invited to do so. I, on the other hand, had no boundaries whatsoever. I openly invited Peggy to do anything she wanted with me. She did make me promise to speak up if she asked me to do something I didn't want to.
I snuggled against her and whispered, "Peggy, I can't think of anything I wouldn't do for you."
She smiled, took my face in her hands and kissed my lips gently. "Sweetheart, you've just made me happier than I ever thought I could be."
We both cried happy tears while holding each other. While we embraced, she pulled me onto her lap and I wound up facing Peggy, straddling her lap. She held me close and I snuggled against her warm body. I didn't realize it, but my penis had gotten very stiff again and I'd begun to slowly grind myself against Peggy's soft stomach.



Peggy whispered in my ear, "Let's go get you cleaned up."
Rising up off her lap, she held onto me, I wasn't feeling 100% yet. But I was well on my way to getting back to normal. She kept hold of me as we made our way to the bathroom. Standing at the counter, facing the mirror, Peggy reached around me and after wetting my toothbrush, squirted out a thick line of mint toothpaste. Holding onto the counter and leaning back against her, I tilted my head all the way back and opened my mouth wide. Peggy's eyes darted between our reflection in the mirror to my wide-open mouth. She grinned before going to work. She scrubbed my teeth, tongue, cheeks, the roof of my mouth and everywhere else.
While she worked, she said, "Because you've been so sick, I'm going to clean your mouth extra well."
My mouth quickly filled with the minty foam of toothpaste. But that didn't stop Peggy from brushing. Even when the light green foam dripped down my cheeks onto my shoulders, Peggy paused only long enough to add even more toothpaste to my toothbrush. She scrubbed my entire mouth several times before allowing me to spit. My mouth was overflowing with the foam from the toothpaste. She quickly rinsed off my toothbrush and put it back in its place. She left me to rinse out my mouth and wipe the minty foam away while she retrieved a new bottle of light blue mouthwash. Stepping behind me once again, I braced myself between her body and the bathroom counter. She had me lean my head back and open my mouth once again.
As she poured the extremely minty mouthwash into my mouth, she explained, "Baby Bird, this mouthwash is very strong. The reason you're using it today is so it can clean out any germs still lingering in your mouth."
With my mouth half full, she set the bottle down while keeping my head tilted upward. Following her instructions, I closed my mouth and swished the minty liquid around. As I did, my cheeks and gums began to tingle. The more I swished it around, the more it tingled until it began to burn.
A look of panic must've appeared on my face, because Peggy stroked my throat and whispered, "It's okay Sweetheart. It's supposed to sting. That means it's working and getting rid of all those terrible germs."
She had me gargle and swish it around in my mouth for several long seconds before I was allowed to spit it out. When I did, my mouth felt cleaner than it ever had before. Even after visiting the dentist, my mouth had never felt that clean. My tongue literally squeaked when I rubbed it against my teeth.
I stood there bracing myself against the counter and admiring my freshly cleaned mouth in the mirror. Peggy was diligently preparing the supplies needed for the cleaning I so desperately needed. When she called me by name, I turned to see she had a towel laid on the floor, the overfilled enema bag hung from the shower rod, the giant tub of lubricant and popsicle sticks were resting on the floor. The scent of Ivory soap overpowered even the minty scent of toothpaste.
Peggy was sitting on the stool she always used while giving me my enemas. Taking the long tube in her hand, she held the nozzle over the tub and released the catch. Warm water squirted out along with huge globs of Ivory suds. She closed the clasp and said, "Baby Bird, I'm going to give you a special series of enemas today. We're going to start with a very large, very sudsy enema. I'll then give you at least two clear water rinsings. And the last one is going to be a mineral oil enema. And I know my Baby Bird is going to love that last one!"
My penis was perfectly stiff when I approached Peggy. I turned to face away from her before lowering myself onto my hands-and-knees. After lowering my shoulders to the floor and resting the side of my face against the towel, I spread my knees as far apart as I could. Peggy was working behind me. She had scooped up lubricant onto a popsicle stick and then used her finger to coat the nozzle of the enema bag with it. She scooped out another large glob and transferred it from the wooden stick onto her finger.
"Baby Bird, are you ready?"
I squeaked, "Yes."
She spoke in a soft voice, "Tell me what you want, Baby Bird."
Looking back at her, I giggled, "Please give me my enemas, Peggy!"
She smiled, "How many enemas do you want, Baby Bird?"
Giggling once again, "As many as you think I need!"
As that last word left my lips, she reached out and touched my tight hole with her lubricated finger. She rubbed it all around my quivering opening before she gently pressed her fingertip against it. I took a deep breath while squirming my hips around lewdly. As I exhaled, Peggy's finger slipped inside of me and I moaned softly. She fingered me slowly while I ground my hips back against her hand for several minutes. When she slowly pulled her finger out from inside of me, I thought she was going to add a second finger. Instead, she took hold of the enema tube and aimed the nozzle at my wrinkled bullseye. Laying one of her warm hands on my lower back, she bumped the nozzle against its destination with her other hand. Her hand on my back guided my bottom toward the nozzle. She had me impale myself on the nozzle while she held it in place.
When I'd stretched around the widest part of the nozzle, I groaned and pushed back hard. With the thick nozzle buried deep inside of me, Peggy whispered, "I've missed this while you weren't feeling well."
She slowly opened the nozzle and the warm, sudsy water began to fill every available space inside my bottom. I squirmed around and rolled my hips up high as the bag emptied inside of me. Peggy had given me enough enemas to know when I began to cramp. She slowed down the flow from the bag when tears began to form in my eyes and my back arched deeply.
She rubbed my back gently and whispered, "It'll pass Baby Bird. Try to relax. It'll be okay."
As usual, Peggy was correct again. In a relatively short time, the cramps did pass and without a word, she completely opened the clasp once again. The warm water rushed inside of me and goosebumps popped up all over my body. I could feel my insides expanding, stretching, trying to hold all of the bubbly water Peggy was putting inside of me. She wound up slowing the flow twice more before the entire bag had been emptied inside of me.
Leaving the nozzle inside of me, she gently rubbed my back. My penis was throbbing and my insides were cramping. I couldn't remember ever feeling so full. I squirmed around on the floor in front of her. My breaths were coming quickly like I was panting. And when I thought I couldn't take it any longer, I squealed, "Peggy!!"
Her voice was gentle and understanding, "It's okay Sweetheart. Just a little longer. Try to think of something else."
I squealed, "Like what? What should I think of??" My hips were grinding and my penis was throbbing. The cramps were coming in waves, each one stronger than the last.
Peggy said, "Hmm, why don't you think about opening your closet and the only thing you see is your red sweater. Because Baby Bird, that red sweater is the only piece of clothing you have to wear. While you were so sick, I made a quick trip to my storage unit and put all your other things in there."
I moaned, "Peggy..."
She rubbed my back and whispered, "I'm not kidding Baby Bird. The only piece of clothing I have for you to wear is that stretched-out, red, sweater you look so cute in. Well, that and a pair of red flip-flops."
Still moaning, I uttered, "But what if we go out?"
She whispered, "WHEN we go out, we'll have a choice to make. You can go naked or you can wear your red sweater."
She reached down and rubbed the pad of her finger over the pink head of my penis. It was dripping its excitement on the floor. And when she removed her finger, it must've been glistening. After a moment, she wiggled the tube and said, "Are you ready, Baby Bird?"
I whined, "Yes!"
We'd learned to coordinate our movements during this time. Peggy slowly removed the nozzle and immediately helped me to stand while I squeezed myself closed as tightly as I could. My penis was rigid and oozing its excitement down my petite length. She helped me take the two steps to the toilet and as soon as my bottom met the seat, the dam burst from inside me and the water rushed out. Peggy stood before me, holding my hands while I squeezed out as much of the bubbly water as I could.
As always, Peggy had me lean forward and peeked into the bowl before flushing it. In a very maternal tone, she said, "My, you were a very dirty boy. We really need to get back on our enema schedule."
She wiped my bottom with toilet tissue several times before flushing the toilet again. She helped me to stand, only to have me get back into position for my next enema. I rested on the towel with shoulders against the floor, my knees spread wide and my butt rolled up as far as I could. Peggy rinsed out the red, rubber enema bag twice before filling it with clear warm water.
She hung the bloated bag on the shower rod again and took her seat on the stool behind me. We'd done this often enough, neither of us needed to say a word. I did jerk when her lubricated finger touched my trembling wrinkled hole. As before, she rubbed the slippery lubricant all around the hole before dipping her finger inside. Once I was lubricated, she rested her hand on my back and bumped the nozzle against the very center of my anxious opening. I pushed back against the nozzle until I'd once again impaled myself on it.
She whispered while opening the clasp, "Baby Boy, I love watching you do that."
I groaned as the warm water rushed inside my body. My hips rotated upward and my penis flexed hard. My fingers squeezed the towel I laid upon and my knuckles turned white. I pushed back with my hips and the rest of the nozzle sunk inside of me.
Peggy sounded very pleased when she said, "Looks like I'll need to find a longer, thicker, enema nozzle for my Baby Bird."
She only had to slow the flow once during that first rinsing. And as the last of the water emptied from the bag, I squirmed on the floor before her. She knew I was beginning to cramp and that I would struggle to hold the water for her predetermined time. She knew I'd need a distraction so she asked, "Sweetie, do you want me to get a longer, thicker enema nozzle?"
When I squirmed around on the towel and failed to answer her question, she said, "No? Would you prefer a thick, red buttplug to match your pretty sweater?"
I squeaked, "Peggy!"
She slowly pulled the nozzle out from inside me. Helping me to stand, she quickly had me sit on the seat of the toilet. As my bottom touched the seat, Peggy said in a very firm voice, "Hold it!"
I perched on the toilet seat, holding her hands and looking up into her eyes. My penis was going from soft to stiff and back again. My whole body had no idea how to respond to this. I was sitting on the toilet, full of water, and I'd been told to hold it! It made no sense. My body and mind had no idea how to react to her order.
Peggy whispered, "Baby Bird, I really like the idea of you wearing a buttplug that would match your sweater & flipflops every time we leave this house. Sweetheart, I know how much you love having your cute, little butt played with. And I know you'd really enjoy going out in public with a plug in your bottom."
She hesitated and arched her eyebrow when a little water slipped out from inside of me. I bit my lip and squeezed down tighter than ever. A thin layer of perspiration was covering my body and my stomach was cramping again. It dawned on me that she wanted me to ask for it. In a high-pitched squeak, I said, "Peggy, please get me a buttplug!"
She leaned down and kissed my lips, allowing a clear view of her cavernous cleavage. In a soft voice, she whispered, "Let it go, Baby Bird."
With those words, I relaxed and my bowels exploded into the toilet. The water shot out of my body and struck the inside of the bowl with force. The sound was familiar to both of us. And while I looked up into her eyes, I blushed as I squeezed out the last little bit. Leaning forward, Peggy peeked inside the bowl. While she flushed, she said, "One more rinsing should do it."
Just as before, I was wiped and the toilet flushed again. She helped me back into position on the floor while she filled the bag for the third time. Both my little hole and the nozzle were lubricated before she set her hand on my back and bumped the nozzle against me. I pushed myself back and felt my little hole stretch open over the nozzle. I paused there at its widest point for a second or two before I pushed back until the entire nozzle was buried inside of me.
Peggy didn't open the nozzle this time. Instead, she slowly pulled it all the way out. In a raspy tone, she said, "I love watching you do that!"
When the nozzle bumped against my hole, I pushed back hard and the entire thing disappeared deep inside of me. Peggy pulled it out partway and then pushed it back in. I whimpered softly and rose up onto my hands. Arching my back deeply, I pushed back as the nozzle sunk inside of me again. She held the nozzle still while I slid myself back and forth on it. My little penis was very stiff and throbbing wildly. I was becoming very horny while the nozzle slid in and out of me.
Without warning, Peggy released the clasp and let go of the nozzle. My hips continued to grind back and forth as the warm water filled my insides. The cramping began slowly but grew in intensity. I soon found myself in my usual position with my shoulders on the floor and my bottom rocked up high. Peggy didn't slow the flow of water even when the cramping became intense. Tears rolled down my cheeks and I sobbed quietly even after the bag had emptied inside of me.
I remained on my knees with my shoulders on the floor while I waited for Peggy to tell me it was time to sit on the toilet again. While I waited, Peggy reached down between my legs from behind. Hooking her fingers around my very stiff penis, she pulled it back toward her which pulled on strange muscles inside of my stomach and caused me to arch my back even deeper. She used the pad of the index finger on her free hand to gently massage the magical place just beneath the pink head of my penis on the underside.
The cramping and discomfort left my mind. The only thing I felt was her loving touch. I squirmed around and rolled my hips in circles while she kept my penis pulled all the way back, perpendicular to my thighs. It didn't take long for her touch to bring me dangerously close to squirting. She could read my body well and slowed her caresses until she eventually stopped.
She removed the nozzle without a word. I kept myself squeezed closed until I sat upon the toilet. Holding her hands and looking up into her eyes for permission, she nodded her head and I let go. The water erupted out from inside me like a volcano. It sprayed against the inside of the bowl with force. I whimpered softly as the last few drips drained from my body.
Leaning forward so Peggy could look into the bowl, she said, "That's how I like my Baby Bird, squeaky clean without a trace of nastiness in the bowl!"
She wiped away the excess water and lubricant with toilet tissues and flushed the toilet. I didn't need prompting and quickly dropped to the floor and got into position. I remained in that position while she prepared my last enema of the day. She talked to me while she worked. She took a new, large bottle which was clearly labeled as Mineral Oil from under the sink. She told me the perfect mixture for that sort of enema was one-quarter oil and three-quarters water. I looked up and watched as she poured several large glugs of the oil into the red, rubber enema bag. After capping off the bottle, she adjusted the water temperature and filled the bag the rest of the way.
Hanging the bulging bag on the shower rod, she sat back down behind me on her stool. Not a word was spoken as she lubricated the nozzle and my hole. She never asked if I was ready at all. I felt the nozzle bump against my little wrinkled hole and I then pressed back just hard enough for it to slip inside my body. She released the clasp and the warm liquid filled me up quickly. She paused twice to allow the serious cramps to pass. Once the bag was emptied inside of me, she rubbed my back lovingly.
"Baby Bird, if we hadn't given you those first three enemas, this oily enema would make you go poo. But since we cleaned you out so well, I'm hoping the oil will coat your insides and make you feel slippery."
I squirmed my hips and rolled my bottom up high. In a soft whimper, I said, "Peggy, I'm really, really horny."
She reached down and pulled my penis back between my legs again. Those strange muscles inside of me strained once again and my back arched much deeper. Peggy rubbed gentle circles on that sensitive place just below the pink head on the bottom side. I squirmed and rocked my hips up higher.
Peggy whispered softly, "I know you are very horny, and I love you being in this condition."
As I neared my orgasm, Peggy again slowed her gentle massage and eventually removed her finger completely. She left me aching for my orgasm again. When she removed the nozzle and helped me onto the toilet, I again looked up to her face for permission.
Peggy looked down at me and smiled. "Baby Bird, we're going to make this a thing. From now on, I want you to wait for my permission before you let go."
She knew exactly what I needed. In the short time I'd been with her, she'd stripped me of all my privacy. She had put me in embarrassing situations over and over again. I had done things in her company that I never imagined I'd ever do. And the more embarrassed I got, the more shameful things I did, the more I wanted to do for her.
Looking up into her eyes while I squeezed myself shut with all my might, I asked in a timid voice, "Peggy, may I please..."
She lifted my hands up high, stretching my arms straight above my head. She whispered, "Yes you may."
While sitting up so straight, chills shot through my body and goosebumps popped up all over me. And when I relaxed and let go, the oily water sprayed out from inside of me. While squeezing the water out from inside me, I tried to separate that from going pee. But it used the same muscles and I couldn't do one without the other. I squirmed on the toilet seat and as I squeezed out the last bit, I began to pee. I squeaked, "Peggy!!"
She looked down as pee began to slowly flow and drip down my penis. I scooted back on the seat and while still holding my hands up high with one of hers, she pushed my stiff penis under the seat just in time. A steady stream of urine quickly formed and splashed against the inside of the bowl.
Peggy giggled, "That was a close one!"
Chills shot through my body while I urinated with Peggy holding my penis beneath the toilet seat. After I'd finished and the last drips had fallen from my delicate penis, Peggy had me lean forward to check the water. Under her breath, she whispered a single word, "Perfect."
She used toilet tissue to wipe between my cheeks and fresh tissue to dab my penis dry. While she worked, she asked, "Did you enjoy the oily enema?"
Perched on the toilet seat, holding my arms and hands well out of her way, I squirmed on the seat and felt the oil coating my insides and making me feel very slippery and clean inside. I shivered and said, "I love every enema you've ever given me."
She leaned down and kissed my nose before saying, "And I love giving you enemas! My Baby Bird deserves to be squeaky clean!"
I was left sitting on the toilet while Peggy moved to the bathtub. After adjusting the temperature, she plugged the tub and let it begin to fill. While I waited, my stomach began to rumble. I squirmed on the seat, biting my lip hard. When it happened I couldn't stop it. The sound of the air escaping from inside was amplified due to where I was sitting. In addition to the air, more water squirted out from inside me. I was so embarrassed! I covered my face with my hands and know I was blushing so much I looked like a tomato!



Peggy turned around on her stool so she faced me. She laid her hands on my knees and gently pushed them apart. Looking down between my legs, she saw the water in the bowl was still clear. She said, "Sweetie, you don't need to be embarrassed. Passing a little gas is normal. The water is still clean. Baby Bird, your insides have never been cleaner!"
Even after hearing her reassuring words, I was still embarrassed. I shivered with shame and had to fight back my tears. But I did eventually manage to lower my hands and look her in the eye. She was looking at me that special way that let me know she loved me unconditionally, no matter what, she loved me.
Taking my hands in hers, she helped me stand and guided me to the tub. Peggy was right as always, and with every step I took, my insides felt slippery somehow. It was an oddly sexy feeling that I thoroughly enjoyed.
As I dipped the toes of one foot into the water, I learned she had perfectly adjusted the temperature of the water. She held onto me so I wouldn't slip until I was laying down in the warm water. Peggy sat beside the tub and watched my naked, hairless body soak in the crystal-clear water for several minutes before she turned to the cabinet beneath the sink.
I sat up in the tub and watched her carefully choose the items she'd need to properly bathe my body. She chose a new bottle of floral-scented shampoo, the topmost cake of Camay soap from the pyramid it was kept in, the callous scraper, nail brush, two washcloths, and the long-handled, white bath brush with its deliciously soft bristles.
While she transferred all of those things from the counter to the rim of the tub, I laid back down and submerged my head beneath the water. As my face broke through the surface of the bathwater, Peggy was there, looking down upon me with a warm smile on her face. She had me sit up and turn sideways in the tub, facing her. My penis throbbed while I watched her unwrap the cake of Camay. The fragrant scent of the soap drifted to my nose and I whimpered softly, "I love that smell."
She smiled while dipping both the bathbrush and the cake of soap into the bathwater, "It's the perfect scent for my Baby Bird."
Peggy held the cake of soap in one hand and vigorously scrubbed the bath brush against it with her other hand. In no time at all, a thick lather had formed and was falling to the bathwater in huge dollops. After dropping the cake of soap into the tub with a splash, she reached out and took hold of my left hand. She scrubbed that arm from my wrist to my shoulder twice. The soft bristles of the brush felt wonderful against my naked skin.
When she tried to catch the cake of soap floating in the tub, it kept slipping from her grasp. After it happened twice, I gave it a try and was finally able to catch it on my third attempt. By that time, we were both laughing at the trouble we had trying to catch that soap! After lathering up the brush again, Peggy paused while looking around for a place to put the cake of soap. When our eyes met, she had a grin on her face that made me very nervous. She spoke a single word, "Open."
I'd tasted soap before, it wasn't especially good. But when Peggy asked me to open my mouth, I bit my lip first before slowly parting my lips. Peggy kept grinning while she moved that lathered up cake of Camay toward my mouth. My penis was throbbing hard and I couldn't understand why!
The soap first touched my lip, then my tongue and finally my upper lip. The pungent taste attacked my tastebuds and my face squished up in dislike. Peggy whispered, "Bite down, don't let it fall, Baby Bird."
Kneeling naked in the tub, Peggy perched on her stool holding a heavily lathered bathbrush. I looked right into her loving eyes as I closed my jaw and my teeth sank into the cake of Camay soap. The taste was strong and for whatever reason, I couldn't stop touching it with my tongue!
I felt pathetic while Peggy leaned back and looked at me. A smile appeared on her face and she whispered, "We need a large portrait of this, what I'm looking at right now, framed and hung in our living room." My back arched when I thought I felt the soap slipping from my mouth. I bit down into it deeper and as I did, my penis throbbed.
Peggy watched me try to deal with the Camay's strong flavor for several long moments before she took hold of my right hand. She scrubbed that arm just as thoroughly as she had my left arm. She dipped the bathbrush beneath the water to rinse away the lather. Reaching up, she took hold of the cake of soap I was holding in my mouth. I had bitten down on the soap really hard and I had to work at getting my teeth out of it.
I licked my lips and tried to scrape my tongue against my teeth to swallow the taste. Peggy held the soap between our faces so we could both see my teeth marks. She spoke softly, "I don't know why I did that, Sweetheart. Washing your mouth out with soap should be a punishment." She licked her lips while her eyes drifted from my teeth marks in the soap to my face and then to my rigid, little penis. "But punishments shouldn't make your little penis so hard. Baby Bird, do you like having your mouth washed out with soap? Because your little penis sure does!"
My back arched and I half-moaned, "No, I don't like it! It tastes terrible!"
"Okay, we'll save mouth-soapings for when you've been naughty." She glanced down when my penis jumped hard enough that it splashed the water around it. "Sweetheart, I've noticed that every time we talk about spankings, mouth-soapings or any other punishment, your little penis gets very excited."
Biting my lip, I blushed deeply and looked down at my skinny erection.
She began lathering up the bathbrush again. While she worked, she carried on with her thought. "Most boys would consider the enemas I give you to be a punishment. A very terrible punishment."
I kept looking down and humiliation burned inside of me while Peggy continued to talk about this topic I would have rather left unsaid.
She began scrubbing my shoulders, "And I doubt there are many boys who would run around naked in front of a mature woman. Especially if the boy had a skinny, little penis like yours."
I whimpered softly, "Peggy, please stop."
The brush had left my shoulders and began scrubbing my chest, stomach, and sides. "Stop what Sweetie? I'm just mentioning a few things I've noticed about my Baby Bird. You know, most boys would be very upset if all their clothes, except for an oversized sweater, were taken away from them."
I glanced up quickly and looked at her smiling face, "Peggy, please stop. Pretty please?"
She dipped the brush into the bathwater and rubbed its soft bristles against my stiff penis. My back arched and a deep moan left my lips. Those soft bristles felt perfectly delightful against my skinny, bald erection. All too soon, she pulled the brush away from my frantic penis, leaving me even hornier than I was before.
"Baby Bird, can you imagine any other boy your age, who would enjoy being bathed by a woman my age, as much as you do?" When I didn't respond, she said, "I know I can't. Any other boy your age would never have gotten underdressed, much less let themselves be bathed."
After re-lathering the bathbrush, she had me turn around and scrubbed my back. "Hmm, I'm trying to think if there is another boy, your age, who would allow a mature woman to hold his penis while he urinates. I can't think of one, can you?"
Biting my lip, I whispered, "No."
She finished with my back and moved to the other end of the tub. She lathered up the brush again and started on my feet, doing one after the other. The soft bristles of the brush tickled the bottoms of my feet fiercely. I squirmed, splashed and wiggled around while giggling the entire time. Setting the bathbrush in the tub, she picked up the nail brush and scrubbed my toenails vigorously. The last tool she used was the callous scraper which she only used in a few spots and not for very long at all.
Peggy asked while she worked, "Baby Bird, can you think of anything else we do, that no other boy would allow being done to him?"
My voice cracked when I said, "You wipe me."
She grinned and glance to my eyes, before going back to work on my feet. "That's right. I wipe your cute little tush for you! You're right, no other boy would enjoy that at all." She had lathered up the brush again and began scrubbing my legs from my ankles to my upper thighs.
Without being prompted I said, "The Nair. You removed all my hair with the Nair." Talking about all these things became easier when it dawned on me that I was talking to Peggy. She already knew all these things. None of it surprised her. She wasn't grossed out by any of it.
"Yes, most boys would never consider having all of their body hair removed. Most boys think that body hair makes the masculine." She chuckled softly before saying, "I'm so glad you aren't like other boys."
I giggled, "Me too!" As she finished up my legs, I chirped, "The vibrator..."
She smiled and said, "My Baby Bird loves to have his cute little bottom penetrated! Just wait until I get you a red butt-plug to match your sweater!"
Peggy had me stand up in the tub, facing away from her, bracing myself against the wall. I didn't look back at her, but I listened to the sounds of her lathering up the bathbrush. Shivers shot up my spine when I heard her stand and felt her hand take hold of my hip. She leaned in and kissed the back of my neck. The next thing I felt was the bathbrush wiggling its way between my cheeks. She scrubbed the insides of both cheeks and flat against the bottom of my crack.
While she cleaned me and teased my body with the soft bristles of that brush, she spoke in a husky sounding voice, "Baby Bird, never in my wildest dreams did I hope to find a boy as perfect as you. From the bottoms of your callous-free feet to the top of your head, you are absolutely perfect."
I whimpered softly while rolling my hips up and arching my back deeply, allowing the brush easier access between my cheeks. She paused to lather up the brush again. When it was dripping with soapy suds, she went back to work scrubbing the outer parts of my cheeks and lower back. "Baby Bird, we were meant to find each other. We needed each other desperately and I don't think either of us realized it until we were together."
Peggy had me turn around and face her while leaning back against the wall. She took her time lathering up the brush. Looking down, I saw the soap cake had been reduced to less than half its original size. Biting my lip, I rolled my hips forward, presenting my smooth, very stiff penis to her for cleaning. She avoided my penis at first. She scrubbed the tops of my thighs, my hips and lower stomach first. She took her time. We both wanted this to last as long as possible.
She went on to say, "I needed someone to take care of. I needed someone to love. Sweetheart, you are far too kind, innocent and gentle for a typical job or that terrible apartment you had. Since we've been together, I feel like I've rescued you from the horrid life you were living."
My heart was pounding in my chest. I couldn't recall ever feeling so loved before. Even being as desperately horny as I was, the loving warmth in my chest overpowered any nasty feelings my penis tried to convince me were more important. I whispered, "You did. You rescued me."
She slipped the brush between my thighs and scrubbed between them for several moments. She then dipped the brush in the bathwater and with the sliver of soap, she lathered up the brush again. With soapy suds dripping down my legs, my rigid penis anxious for her attention and my entire body warmed by the love we shared, I braced myself against the wall and struggled to be patient while Peggy took her time cleaning my penis.
When the soft, soapy bristles touched my penis, I nearly squirted where I stood. Peggy knew what was happening and lowered the brush to clean my smooth, little pouch of balls. She spoke in a soft, gentle voice, "You rescued me too, Baby Bird. I had been horribly alone for such a long time. I got together occasionally with a few lady friends I have. But other than those rare meetings, I was completely and utterly alone. Sweetheart, you have brought joy into my otherwise dreadful life."
She moved the brush away from my little pouch and gently scrubbed the mound between my skinny penis and belly button. The back of the long-handled brush slid effortless along my rigid penis. "You're the last person I think about before I fall asleep and you're the first person I think about when I wake up."
She re-lathered the brush while I stood naked in the bathwater, my entire body quivering with desire and love. My eyes drifted over her body, every soft curve and lovely roll. Her thick thighs, wide hips, and wonderfully enormous breasts. My penis throbbed anew when she looked up and caught me gawking at her cleavage again.
She held the brush just in front of my penis and moved it away when I pushed my hips toward it. "Sweetie, I used to wake up knowing I'd spend the day cleaning an already clean house, reading or watching television. Now you fill my days. I know you'll need a bath or two, you'll need to be fed and this little penis will need my attention. You make me a very happy woman."
The words she spoke touched me tenderly. My chest warmed as it overflowed with love. Looking down into her eyes, not her cleavage, I whispered, "I love you, Peggy."
Peggy whispered, "I love you too." And at the moment she finished that sentence, the bristles of the brush began to caress my penis. "Baby Bird, I don't want you to squirt yet. Tell me when you get close, okay?"
She looking into my eyes while brushing my penis clean. I didn't last long, I never lasted long. I began to squeal, "Peggy! Peggy! Peggy!"
She didn't pull the brush away immediately, instead, she slowed her scrubbing and whispered, "Don't squirt."
I squirmed against the wall, water splashed around my legs as I struggled to keep my penis from squirted out its juices. When I got to the point I thought there would be no stopping it, she pulled the brush away. Leaving me throbbing, leaking and desperately horny.
Peggy tried to sound sincere when she said, "I completely forgot to wash your hair and face! For goodness sakes, I missed your hands too."
She helped me to sit back down in the bathwater and when I told her it was cooling off, she pulled the plug and allowed some of the water to drain. While we waited, I struggled to keep my hands away from my tingling and throbbing penis. I sounded sad when I said, "Peggy, I'm really horny. I mean really, really horny!"
She grinned and after looking down at my stiff penis, said, "You've said that before Baby Bird. I know you're very horny. But you'll have to wait just a little longer."
By then the tub had nearly emptied and Peggy plugged the drain. She adjusted the water temperature and the tub began to slowly fill with delightfully warm water. She took that time to address my hands. The pads of my fingers were wrinkled after being in the bath for so long. She lathered up the nail brush and scrubbed the fingernails on both hands forcefully. After rinsing them off, she used the bathbrush to scrub the backs and palms of both hands.
After rinsing both my hands off in the water, she held them and examined them closely. "I've scraped away most of the calloused skin on your feet. And I doubt it will take much longer for the callouses on your hands to be replaced with new, soft skin." She rubbed the hard callous on the side of my middle, right finger and said, "This one where you held your pencil will take a while. But I don't plan on letting you hold a pencil or pen anytime soon. It too will fade with time."
She let go of my hands and grinned, "I don't want you to have a single callous anywhere on your body. You deserve to be soft and smooth everywhere!" She picked up a washcloth and dipped it into the water. Using both hands, she lathered up the cloth with all that remained of the Camay Soap cake. With the suds were billowing from the cloth, she looped her hand behind my neck and began to scrub my face with the sudsy washcloth.
She scrubbed my forehead, eyelids, temples, and cheeks. I was squeezing my eyes shut and spitting out the suds as they made their way into my mouth. She adjusted the cloth on her hand before she scrubbed my chin, lips, and nose. Bubbles were being blown from my lips and nostrils as I gasped for air. She adjusted the cloth again, so it surrounded her index finger. She then scrubbed every nook and cranny of my ears. The last place she cleaned were the insides of my nostrils. She had the cloth around her pinky finger and twisted her finger around to make sure they got cleaned.
She didn't rinse the soapy suds from my face. I sat there, struggling not to wipe my face with my hands, knowing Peggy wouldn't approve. Every time I inhaled, bubbles were either sucked into my nose or mouth. I was sputtering and gasping for each breath I took.
The last thing I expected to feel was the bathbrush gently scrubbing my penis beneath the surface of the bathwater, but that was exactly what I felt. I braced myself against the sides of the tub and spread my legs as wide as I could. In even less time than before, I began squealing her name. "Peggy! Peggy! Peggy!" And each time I opened my mouth, it filled with soap suds!
When the brush left my penis, it was again on the verge of squirting out its love. I wiggled and squirmed in the tub, trying to calm myself down. The feeling of shampoo being poured onto my head was a feeling I was very familiar with. The thick, syrupy liquid kept oozing onto the top of my head. I knew Peggy was using a brand-new bottle and judging by how much she was pouring onto my head, I guessed she was going to use all of it. When the bottle spit and sputtered, I knew I was right.
I couldn't see what she was doing, but it took her several moments before she began to scrub my hair and scalp. And in that time while I squeezed my eyes shut to keep the soap and shampoo out, I heard Peggy move around and moan softly. She whispered softly, "Baby Bird, would you like a treat?"
After my mouth filled with suds when I tried to answer her, I nodded my head instead. She went on to whisper, "I need you to promise you won't open your eyes, no matter what. Can you do that for me?" I again nodded my head.
I heard movement and Peggy's breathing grew heavy. She laid her hands on my shoulders and gently pulled me toward her. I got closer and closer until I felt the warmth of her body against my face. She whispered softly, "Remember, you promised not to peek."
My soap covered face and head slippery with shampoo was enveloped on both sides by what could have only been her massive, naked breasts. Releasing my shoulders she instead pressed her breasts together with my head lovingly captured between them. I held onto the edge of the tub and slowly slid my head deep into the cleavage I'd longed to explore.
I didn't break my promise, I kept my eyes tightly closed even after my head slipped out from between her breasts. I was moaning softly and humping my penis into the warm water in the tub. Peggy dragged one of her stiff, thimble-sized nipples across my lips. With my eyes still squeezed closed, my slippery face slid along her breasts until I'd captured that stiff nipple between my lips. She ran her fingers through my shampoo covered hair and began to gently scrub my scalp while I gently sucked and licked her soapy nipple.
While guiding my lips away from the first nipple to her other, she gently asked, "Do you like your surprise, Baby Bird?"
Without letting her soapy nipple slip from my mouth, I moaned, "Yes!"
She never stopped scrubbing my scalp and the suds from the shampoo grew in size and fell down my body in drifts. It didn't take long for my entire body to feel like it was buried under a thick layer of floral-scented shampoo suds. Peggy's breasts were continually bathed in fresh layers of shampoo suds and I sucked them off of her stiff nipples, not even noticing the taste.



Peggy soon whispered, "Baby Bird, you are drenching my dress. Do you remember your promise? You promised to keep your eyes closed. You need to keep that promise for me."
I blew the bubbles away from my lips before I squeaked, "I promise I will!"
She gently pushed me away from her wonderous breasts and left me kneeling in the tub, clinging to its edge, with a penis ready to squirt with the least bit of friction. I heard noises and imagined Peggy standing up from her stool. I imagined her undoing the buttons on her dress and sliding it off her body. I tried to be patient, but the images flashing through my mind were so perfectly lovely, it was impossible not to squirm in the tub.
At the moment I was ready to open my eyes, Peggy whispered, "Keep your eyes closed, but stand up for me." I felt her gentle touch on my wrists letting me know she was very near. The water splashed while I rose up onto my feet. As I leaned back against the wall, Peggy whispered once more, "Eyes closed."
I then heard water splashing, but I wasn't doing it. The surface of the water was disturbed once more and then my world forever changed for the better. Peggy took me in her arms and embraced me against her soft, warm, naked body. She whispered, "Eyes closed. I don't want you to see me without clothes."
My wet, slippery body squirmed against hers and I whimpered, "But Peggy... I want to see."
Her hands slid up and down my naked back, reaching down, she cupped my butt cheeks in her hands and spread them wide apart. She pulled me forward by my butt cheeks until I was straddling one of her thick, soft thighs. "Sweetheart, you promised you wouldn't open your eyes. And I know you'd never break a promise you made to me. No peeking."
My hands slid around her sides, my fingertips explored all the wonderful rolls, lumps and layers of her body. I smashed my face against one of her breasts and sucked the nipple back into my mouth. All the while, I slowly humped my penis against her wet, slippery thigh. I had to back my hips away from her and wait to calm down every time I got too near to my orgasm. After I'd denied myself for the fifth time, Peggy whispered once again, "Eyes closed."
She then took my wrist and slowly guided my hand between her heavy, thick thighs. When my open palm made contact with her dense, kinky pubic hair, I moaned. Peggy whispered in my ear, "It's time for my prize." Laying her hand over mine, she guided it lower until I felt the warmth of her private place. Laying her fingers over mine, she zeroed in on her clit and used my fingertips to masturbate with.
My lips parted and I inhaled some of the shampoo suds. I whimpered softly, "Peggy, I I I... Peggy!"
She shushed me and whispered, "This is my special time. Be a good boy, keep your promise and keep your eyes closed."
While using one of her hands to introduce my hand to her sex, she began to scrub my scalp with her other hand. A fresh wave of sudsy shampoo foam began dripping down my body. I'd been on the razor's edge of squirting for far too long. I struggled to keep my stiff prong of a penis well away from Peggy's wonderfully, warm and slippery thigh.
My fingers were slipping around between her lips. It was being guided by her hand, she was teaching me how to please her. I used three fingertips to draw circles around her fat clit. Her grip on my hand became more firm and she increased the speed with which I was rubbing her.
Her voice was gravely when she said, "I've needed this for such a long time." Moments after she finished that thought, her grip tightened even more and I felt her body twitch and spasm against my hand. She groaned in my ear, "Mommy's cumming, Baby Bird!" She then moaned and smushed me against the shower wall while her body reacted to the orgasm I'd helped her to achieve.
It was a wonderful feeling being captured between her large, soft body and the solid wall behind me. If anyone would have walked into that room, I doubt they would have been able to tell I was even there. Her body vibrated and shivered as the waves of the orgasm washed through her body. Feeling her experience such pleasure made me perfectly happy and content. For a moment, I completely forgot about how terribly horny I was after being denied so many times.
Before she backed away, Peggy said, "Your promise still stands. No peeking Baby Bird. Not until I tell you it's okay to open your eyes."
I stood perfectly still and forced myself to keep my eyes squeezed tightly shut. Peggy used the plastic cup she kept on the edge of the tub to rinse the soapy suds from her body. She then stepped out onto the towel I'd laid upon while she administered my enemas. I guessed she began drying herself off with a fresh towel. I was very tempted to peek, but I really didn't want to upset her by breaking my promise.
While I stood in the cooling bathwater, still covered in suds, with a stiff penis and Peggy's juices on my fingers, I knew I was the luckiest person to have found Peggy, who loved me so much and always knew exactly what I needed.
Peggy interrupted my thoughts when she began to explain, "Sweetheart, it has been a very long time since I've taken my clothes off in front of anyone, except for my doctor. Not weeks, not months, not years. It has been decades, several decades. You weren't even born yet." She paused while I listened to her hanging up her towel. "Don't get too excited. Being naked with you and letting you see me naked are two completely different things. And I don't plan on letting you see me without clothes anytime soon."
My voice cracked I said, "Peggy, you are the most beautiful person I've ever known. You're beautiful inside and out. With clothes or without, I think you are perfect!"
She laid her warm hand against my cheek and whispered, "That is the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me. Now let's get you rinsed off."
She helped me to sit down in the chilly bathwater. I quickly submerged my head under the water to rinse away the shampoo. But it didn't work too well. I had to sit there while Peggy used cupfuls of water to rinse them all away. After pouring the second cupful of water over my upturned face, she told me I could finally open my eyes. I quickly turned my head to look at her and found she was wearing her very modest housecoat. But on the counter behind her lay the dress she was wearing, a large pair of white, silk-trimmed, high rise support panties, and a matching, white, silk-trimmed, sturdy-looking bra. The cups of the bra were upturned and reminded me of mixing bowls!
When our eyes met again, Peggy smiled, leaned forward and gently kissed my lips. She whispered, "Thank you, Baby Bird. That felt amazing and I needed it badly."
I bit my lower lip and answered, "You're welcome. I'm really glad I could make you feel like that. Because you make me feel like that all the time."
The water was getting cold, so she helped me out of the tub. While it drained, she dried my body with a fluffy, yellow towel. It rubbed against every part of my body, just like the scrub brush. When I was dried off, Peggy hung the towel and moved both the Baby Lotion and the Baby Powder to within reach of the toilet. She closed the lid and took her seat.
After filling her cupped palm with a large amount of the lotion, she started with one foot while I braced myself against the wall, and worked her way up my leg. She didn't rub the lotion all the way it, she left a coating of it to absorb into my skin all on its own. Filling her palm again, she then moisturized my other foot and leg. My hands and arms were next, she used a handful of lotion for each of my limbs. Turning away from her, she applied a liberal amount to my shoulders and back. I spread my legs and bent forward while she filled her hand with more of the innocent smelling lotion. Her hands slid across and between my cheeks and before she finished, she quickly dipped one of her fingers inside of me! I squealed and ground my bottom back toward her.
Turning back to face her, she was spreading an ample amount of the lotion between her hands. She started on my neck, then my shoulders and part-way down my chest. Filling her palm with more lotion, she finished my chest, stomach, and sides. While she filled her hand with a large pool of pink lotion, she looked into my eyes and spoke with a firm voice. "Baby Bird, I don't want you to squirt yet. I need you to hold it for just a little longer."
My hips were squirming around lewdly and my juices were dripping down my penis. My wrinkled hole was quivering between my cheeks and my little pink nipples were perfectly firm. I spoke in an unusually high voice, "But Peggy! I don't think I can!"
As her lotion covered hands neared my spike of a penis, I whimpered softly and Peggy said, "I'll stop if I feel you getting close. But I need you to tell me too." And then my penis disappeared under her fingers and hands. The slippery, warmed lotion was applied in a very slow manner. She used the fingers of one hand to rub it into my little pouch. The fingers of the other hand rubbed it in along the petite length of my penis.
I throbbed hard and almost fell over backward before Peggy pulled her hands away from my penis. We waited a few minutes for me to calm down before she touched me again and gently worked to moisturize my dainty penis. I got close to squirting three more times and we stopped all three times before Peggy decided the lotion was rubbed in well enough.
She had me turn away from her, spread my legs and bend forward again. This time she dusted my butt cheeks with powder. She also dusted my armpits, between my thighs and all over my penis. I was a walking erection when she took my hand and had me stand in front of the mirror. She had me lift my arms and sprayed them down with an unmistakably feminine deodorant.
Bending forward again with my legs spread wide, she spritzed my behind and the soft pouch of balls with the pink, soapy scented perfume she'd chosen for me. Standing up straight, she reached around my body and spritzed both sides of my stiff erection, the insides of my wrists, my neck, and both of my stiff nipples.
When she picked up the tube of glittery pink lipgloss, I tilted my head up without the need to be prompted. While she unscrewed the cap, she said, "Mmm, Baby Bird likes wearing pretty lipgloss."
My penis throbbed and I answered, "I do. I really like it, Peggy."
She applied several thick coatings of the gloss to my lips before she let me see myself in the mirror. While I admired my glistening, glittery lips, Peggy used the comb to tame my unruly hair. She parted it severely to the right. While she combed it, she said, "When your hair grows out enough, I'm going to take you to the beauty salon. You'll look so adorable with highlights, a tight, kinky perm in a bob style cut."
A shiver shot up my spine when I imagined myself sitting in a beauty salon wearing my red sweater, flipflops and buttplug, getting a permanent. I opened my glittery lips to say something, but she spoke up before I could. "But it's going to be a while before your hair gets long enough. For now, we'll just have to make due."
She paused to look at my naked, squeaky clean and extremely horny reflection in the mirror. Peggy leaned down and whispered in my ear, "You look good enough to eat!" She then nipped my earlobe with her teeth which made me giggle.
Taking my hand in hers, she left the mess behind in the bathroom, announcing that she would tidy it up later. She led me to her bedroom. We stopped near the foot of her bed and she turned me to face her. "Sweetie, I know you're still getting over your cold. How are you feeling?"
My hips ground in a circle and I answered, "I'm okay. I'm just really, really horny."
She smiled while kissing my forehead, "I need to get dressed again. But I can't leave you unattended. Because I doubt my Baby Bird can keep his hands off his little penis! I'm going to have you lay on your back on my bed. And I want you to cover your eyes with hands and promise me you won't peek again. Can you do that for me?"
I nodded my head and whimpered, "Yes." While I imagined Peggy undressing while I'm in the same room again! I climbed onto her bed and lay spread-eagle with my hands covering my eyes in the middle of her bed. My skinny, hairless erection throbbed and jumped while oozing out its clear drips of my excitement.
Peggy waited until I'd told her I was ready. I then heard the zipper of her housecoat sliding open slowly. "Baby Bird, what do you think I'm doing right now?"
My voice was soft and desperate, "You're... You're taking off your housecoat."
She answered, "Very good, Sweetheart." And then I felt the housecoat she had been wearing float down over my body. The large, still-warm garment covered my body from the top of my head to my ankles. I was surrounded by her scent and it made me dizzy with desire. Even with her housecoat covering my body, I kept my hands over my eyes as I'd promised.
"Baby, do you know what I'm wearing right now?"
I whimpered, "Nothing. You're naked."
"That's right. Can you imagine what I look like standing right beside the bed looking down at you?" To let me know just how close she was to me, she reached out and gently tickled my stiff penis over her housecoat with a single finger.
My back arched and my penis throbbed hard. "Yes... and you're beautiful."
I listened to her cross the room and open a dresser drawer, she asked herself, "Hmm, I wonder which panties I should wear this today."
I whimpered softly under the tent of her housecoat. I still held my hand over my eyes. But I wanted to peek so badly! I wondered if I could get away with it. But I knew better. I'd made her a promise.
She continued to talk to herself, "Well, these aren't especially sexy, but they are very comfy. And they have this matching bra. Yes, I think I'll put these on."
I sat there, torturing myself by not peeking at the woman I loved. I kept my promise and never peeked. But the smell of her body on the housecoat was intoxicating. And listening to her choose the clothes she would wear was excruciating. It took her a short time to get her panties and bra on, but then she asked, "Baby Bird, should I wear a dress or pants and a blouse today?"
From beneath her housecoat, I squeaked, "A dress! You look amazing when you wear dresses."
The sounds of her opening the closet doors and searching through her wardrobe kept me occupied. I imagined her standing in panties and a bra, rifling through her closet, looking for the perfect dress. I was lost in my thoughts up until the time I heard her cross the room toward me and then pull the housecoat off of my naked body. I sat there quivering with a very stiff and leaky penis. My hands were still covering my eyes.
Peggy reached out and pulled my hands away from my eyes. She whispered, "It's okay Sweetie, you can open your eyes now."
Looking up while opening my eyes, I saw a perfect vision. Peggy stood beside the bed, looking as radiant as ever. She was wearing a red summer dress with a large white floral print. It was nipped in below her chest which made her boobs and cleavage look even bigger than usual. Her wide hips and big behind flared the dress out sensuously.
After letting my eyes drift over her body several times, I whispered, "You're beautiful."
She smiled warmly and sat down on the bed near my hip. "I know you are very horny. But I need you to be honest, how do you feel? You've been very ill and I don't want you to do too much." While she spoke, she reached out and caressed my chest and stomach with her large, soft, warm hand.
My voice was squeaky when I said, "I'm okay. Really."
She slowly rose up off the bed and turned to look down at me. "Baby Bird, I need to do a few things before we continue our fun. I'm going to cover you back up with my housecoat while I work. And I need you to make me two promises: The first will be that you won't peek at what I'm doing. The second will be that you won't touch yourself. Can you promise me those two things?"
I squirmed on her bed while her eyes traveled over my extremely excited body. I whimpered, "Yes, I promise I won't peek and I promise I won't touch."
She whispered, "Good boy." While tossing her housecoat over my body once again. Before she stepped away, she said, "I'll be checking in on you and I better not find you breaking either of your promises."
My body squirmed and my penis throbbed beneath the thin fabric covering my body. I listened to her move around the room and could only guess what she was doing. I heard drawers opening and closing. I listened to the ruffling of fabric. I was a nervous, horny wreck under her housecoat, surrounded by her womanly scent.
Listening to her footsteps and the creaking of the floor, I guessed Peggy had moved into the bathroom. My mind knew she had left the room and my hands slid downward and I barely stopped myself from touching my penis. I moved my arms straight out to my sides. My hands were laying out from under her housecoat. And I forced myself not to move them.
When I heard water running and cupboard doors opening and closing, I figured out Peggy was cleaning the bathroom. I lay there and found it hard to believe she was cleaning while I was so very horny! Peggy's voice interrupted my rising frustration, "Good idea, Sweetie. Keeping your hands well away from your little penis is a very, very good idea."
I moaned, "Peggy, do you have to clean right now?" I pushed my hips up and flexed my thin erection against the fabric of her housecoat.
She spoke in a maternal way, "You don't worry about what I'm doing. You just lay there and behave yourself. Do you understand me, Baby Bird?"
I pushed my hips up again and flexed my erection again, I hoped she was watching. "Yes, I understand, Peggy."
She went back to the bathroom and I listened to her working for a few long minutes before she returned to the bedroom. When her footsteps approached the side of the bed. I held my breath, not know what was about to happen. And when she took hold of the housecoat and pulled it off my body with a flourish, I squirmed on the bed while she admired my nudity and obvious level of arousal.
In addition to cleaning the bathroom, she'd also touched up her make-up and hair. She even put on a matching bracelet and necklace with white beads. She looked amazing!
Peggy laid the housecoat on the bed beside me. In her free hand, she held a relatively large, red purse that matched her dress perfectly. I soon learned it also matched the low wedge heels she wore too. She helped me off the bed with her free hand and without a word, led me out of the bedroom and down the hall. I tiptoed beside her on my bare feet as we passed through the living room and into the kitchen.
When Peggy led me straight across the kitchen to the garage door, I pulled back on her hand. When she looked back at me, I bit my lip and uttered, "We're going outside? Peggy, I'm naked!"
She glanced down at my still, very stiff penis before she smiled down at me and continued into the garage with me tiptoeing behind her. "Baby Bird, you've been cooped up inside for too long. Some fresh air and sunshine will do you good!"
While she held the passenger's door open, I slipped into the car and sat on my bare bottom. Peggy made her way around the car and soon the car shifted when she sat her ample body down on in the driver's seat. When she pressed the button and the garage door opened, I wiggled down low in the seat as the garage was lit brightly with the afternoon sunshine. Peggy frowned at me and instructed me to sit properly and wear my seat belt.
Once I was properly buckled in, she started the car and began backing down the driveway. I didn't see any neighbors outside, but we did have to wait for a car to pass by. I shivered and my penis throbbed so hard. I was outside, during the day and I was naked! When the coast was clear, she backed out onto the street and shifted into drive. She drove slowly down the street while I shivered and blushed in embarrassment beside her.



"Peggy, where are we going?"
She glanced over at me cowering in the passenger's seat and smiled before looking back at the road in front of us. "Just a short ride. We'll be there in a few minutes."
The longer we were in the car, the father away from home we became. Peggy looked down at me quite often and always smiled and squeezed my thigh with the hand she had rested on it. I was cowering so low in the seat, I couldn't see out the window and I got more nervous after every turn we took. When Peggy turned gently and then sped up considerably, I knew she had gotten on the highway. The shadows of overpasses and exit signs flashed by. I had no clue how far we'd driven, but eventually, she slowed down, took a few more turns and finally announced we were almost there.
When the car came to a halt and Peggy shifted it into Park, I peeked out the window and learned we'd stopped in a park. There were several paths leaned out of the parking lot and they all disappeared into the trees after a short distance. Peggy slid her hand further up my thigh and gently patted my still stiff penis. She smiled and said, "Wait right there!"
I giggled and blushed, "Where would I go??"
She moaned softly and said, "You'll see."
Without a hint at what she had planned, she opened her door, grabbed her red purse, and got out of the car. While her door was opened, I saw at least three more cars parked in the lot! Knowing we weren't alone made goosebumps pop up all over my body and my silly penis throbbed and leaked its excitement shamelessly.
Peeking out the windows and better scanning the lot, I counted four cars! I watched Peggy walk around the front of the car and open the passenger's door as if everything was normal! Peggy stood there with my door wide open and explained, "Baby Bird, there is a path just in front of the car. It leads into the trees surrounding the park." She paused while my body shivered. "I don't run. But I know you'll want to get out of the parking lot as soon as you can. So go ahead and run toward that path and hide behind that big bush. I'll be right behind you."
Looking up at her, I muttered, "Peggy, I've never, ever been outside like this! I'm naked! Like naked-naked!"
She smiled and reached out her hand. "I know you're naked, Baby Bird. Doesn't it feel wonderful?"
I bit my lip and whispered, "I don't think 'wonderful' is how I feel!"
Peeking around one last time, I stepped out of the car and lifted my bare bottom of the seat. I quickly stepped behind Peggy and pressed my front against her back. I last thing I wanted to do was run away from her. I was going to stay as close to her as I possibly could.
After she shut the car door, she locked it with the key-fob before dropping those keys into her purse. Turning toward me, she took my hand and together we walked slowly toward the path she'd mentioned. All the while I was hiding my naked and excited body beside her. While we made our way down the paved path, I heard heavy traffic and occasionally saw cars zip-by when the curtain of trees and shrubs thinned between the path we walked and that street. I listened carefully for anyone walking toward us or coming up behind us. Luckily, I never heard or saw anyone.
Peggy eventually led me off the paved path onto a rarely used dirt trail. It led in the direction of that busy street. As we passed a large bush, I first saw a picnic table and then noticed the trees had thinned and I had a relatively clear view of the nearby heavy traffic. I hid behind Peggy and peeked around her to watch the steady flow of cars, trucks, campers, and buses driving by.
Peggy reached and laid her hand on my naked back. "Baby Bird, I've wanted to bring you here, just as you are, for quite some time." She stepped away from me and I quickly covered my penis with both hands. She led me to the picnic table and helped me to climb on top of it. When she had me in position, I was on my hands-and-knees, facing all of those vehicles driving by!
Peggy walked around and set her big, red purse down in front of me. I was panicked and glancing from the traffic, to the purse, to Peggy, and all over again. My hips were grinding around and my silly penis was still throbbing!
From her purse, Peggy first pulled out a paper towel. She laid it out flat in front of me. She went back to her purse and pulled out the long, thin bullet-shaped vibrator I'd already become familiar with. She set that vibrator down on the towel and paused while I looked at it. Going back to her purse, she presented the thicker vibrator that was just as long as the first. She laid it down beside the first.
I looked up into her eyes, "Here? Peggy, you're going to do that here?"
She smiled, nodded her head and said, "Yes. Sweetheart, I'm going to make you squirt so hard, right here on this table while you watch all that traffic driving by."
I was as nervous as a can while biting my lip, "B-b-but Peggy, they can see me!"
She ignored my concerns and reached back into her purse. She pulled out the bottle of lubricant and set it beside the vibrators. Picking up her purse, she walked around the table behind me. Laying her hands on my naked hips, she whispered softly, "Baby Bird, be a good boy and hand me the lubricant and that skinny little vibrator."
My hand shook and my breathing was raspy as I passed her the lubricant first and then the skinny vibrator. I was perched on that picnic table, naked, surrounded on three sides by trees and bushes. And directly in front of me, I could clearly see the heavy traffic driving by on that street. Even with the warm sun shining down on my naked body, chills of nervousness and goosebumps rose on my skin. I was completely bare, extremely horny and Peggy was preparing to penetrate my bottom with a vibrator!
When Peggy pressed her lubricant covered finger between my cheeks and began to rub it around my little wrinkled hole, I arched my back and moaned softly. I'd been so horny all day long. And her slippery fingertip felt so wonderfully naughty!
Her touch left too soon, but it was quickly replaced by the firm, unyielding plastic of the thin vibrator. The rounded tip of the vibrator bumped against the very center of my clenched button. As I began to push back against it, the vibrator came to life and began dancing against my tingling hole. As I squealed out in pleasure and surprise, I imagined every one of the cars in front of me coming to a stop and staring at me!
Arching my back deeply, I pushed back and this time Peggy held the vibrator in place, allowing it to sink deep inside of me. I squealed, "Peggy!"
She rubbed my back gently while sliding the vibrator in and out of my bottom in time to my thrusts back toward her. "Sweetheart, watch all those cars full of people driving by. How many of them do you think are looking this way and seeing us? Maybe someone in every forth car? Every third car? Sweetie, people from every single car and truck that drives by could see us."
I whimpered softly and arched my back deeply while still remaining on my hands so I could watch the traffic.
Her hand slid to my hip while her other hand continued to make love to my bottom with that vibrator. "How does that make you feel, Baby Bird? Knowing that so many people are seeing your skinny, pale, hairless body? All those people are learning just how teeny-tiny your little penis is. And they can all see just how much you love having me slide this vibrator in and out of your perfectly tight, little bottom."
I gasped and a little drool fell from my lip. I sounded weak and helpless as I said her name once again, "Peggy!"
She buried the vibrator deep inside of me and said, "Sweetheart, please pass me that big vibrator. I think you're all ready for that now."
Reaching out, I wrapped my trembling fingers around the thick vibrator. Biting my lip, I began to pass it back to her without looking in her direction. My eyes were fixed on all the traffic. Peggy laid her hand on my lower back and slowly pulled the thin vibrator out from my bottom. I moaned when my little wrinkled hole squeezed closed after its departure. I was left feeling empty and eager for the thicker penetration.
Peggy stepped to the side of the table and casually set the vibrator that had just been inside my body down on the paper towel in front of me. The lubricant glistened on its length and there wasn't even a hint of dirtiness on it anywhere. I imagined it to be warm from my body heat and if had been a living thing, I hoped my bottom would have made it feel good.
I was left there, untouched for several moments while Peggy prepared the vibrator for my bottom. She told me to watch the cars drive by. She wanted me to imagine at least one person in each of them seeing me on that picnic table. I tried to count them, but there were two lanes of traffic in each direction and I lost count quickly.
When I heard the vibrator turn on, I shivered and arched my back deeply, presenting my bottom to Peggy. She moaned, "Mmm, my Baby Bird is anxious!" She pressed the thick vibrating phallus between my slippery cheeks and let it rest against my quivering hole.
I pushed back, but she anticipated my movement. The vibrator followed my movements and always rested against my little hole without actually penetrating it. After bucking my hips back toward the vibrator several dozen times, I squealed, "Peggy! Please!"
She quickly replied, "Please what?"
My body was covered in a thin layer of perspiration that smelled of baby lotion. My lips sparkled with the glittery lipgloss. And the sun glistened off of my overly-excited body with my voice sounded so desperate when I moaned, "Peggy... I want it... I want it inside of me... I want to squirt... Peggy, I need to squirt really badly... Peggy, please... Pretty, pretty please..."
She moaned, "Because you asked so nicely..." She rested her hand on my naked hip and applied gentle pressure on the vibrator until my tight, little hole began to stretch open around it. I groaned and my body shook as my wrinkled hole stretched wide open and crowned over the thickest part of the vibrator. Peggy moved slowly, in and out in little bits, until the majority of the vibrator was nestled deep inside of me.
Very suddenly, her touch left my hip and I no longer felt resistance on the vibrator. I imaged she'd stepped back and was watching me with the base of the thick vibrator poking out from between my cheeks. I rolled my hips upward and ground them in little circles. I wanted Peggy to really enjoy watching me.
In a weak and soft voice, I asked without even knowing if Peggy was still behind me, "Peggy, are you going to make me squirt? Right here on this table? With all of those cars driving by?"
She didn't respond immediately. It took a few seconds. "I am going to make you squirt. You're going to have the best orgasm of your young life." Her hand gently touched my lower back and slid around to my hip. "But I haven't decided if you'll squirt here on the table..." She leaned down and placed a soft kiss on my lower back. "Or if we should move closer to the street."
I groaned and my penis jumped and I thought it may squirt all on its own, but it didn't. Looking down at my penis for the first time since I'd climbed onto the table, I watched a large drip of my excitement fall onto the wooden picnic table beneath me. My penis had been leaking since I'd gotten in place on the table and it had formed a rather large wet spot on the dry wood of the table.
After seeing the pool my arousal had formed on the table, I looked back up at the traffic and arched my back deeply. Peggy had taken hold of the vibrator and began to slowly pull it out from inside of me. Chills ran through my body and my penis throbbed hard. When I felt my little hole begin to close as the bullet-shaped tip began so slide out of me, Peggy changed tactics and slowly pushed it back into me. When the vibrator was partway inside of me, Peggy turned it on and my insides began to shiver and shake.
A long moan left my lips. It went on much longer than I thought I had enough breath for. During that long moan that came directly from my soul, Peggy asked softly, "Baby Bird, what do you think I should do?" She slowly pulled the vibrator out. "Should I make you squirt right here on this picnic table with all those cars driving by?" She began pushing it back into my body. "Or should I take you to the edge of the road and make you squirt there?" She pulled it slowly out of my quivering bottom. "Maybe I shouldn't let you squirt and walk the long way around the park back to the car?" Peggy slid it back in and my back rolled up as she did. "Shall I have you lay on the hood of the car and make you squirt there in the parking lot?"
She held the vibrator firmly in place, deep inside of me. With her other hand, she reached between my legs and pulled my skinny erection back toward her. Those strange muscles and tendons in my stomach pulled tautly and my shoulders dropped to the table. She rubbed the pad of her thumb over the sensitive head of my penis making electric shocks shooting through my body. She pulled my penis back even farther. It was no longer pointing straight back at her from between my legs, she had pulled it up even higher. Those tendons and muscles were strained to their limit. My face was pressed firmly against the table and Peggy continued to rub her thumb over the pink, squishy and slippery head of my penis.
Her voice was strangely calm sounding, "Baby Bird, tell me what you want?"
I moaned and rolled my head to the other side. The skinny vibrator she had first used lay only inches away. The sounds of the traffic, birds chirping and the breeze blowing through the trees were all lost. I didn't hear any of it. All that I heard was the phallus vibrating in my bottom and the words Peggy spoke. But I was completely unable to talk. I opened my mouth, but no sounds came out.
Peggy kept asking me what I wanted, but no matter how hard I tried, I wasn't able to make a sound. With the vibrator still buried inside of me, Peggy let my penis jump back to its normal position. She then took a firm hold of it in her fist and pointed it straight down at the table. She squeezed tightly and slowly slid her hand downward only to loosen her grip, move her hand back up and then squeeze me tightly again while pulling down. She repeated that action twice before she loosely held onto my penis and instead began to quickly slide the vibrator in and out of my overly excited bottom.
I squealed loudly while bucking my hips back and forth. I heard my voice screaming out Peggy's name over and over again. But I can't recall actually saying it. Just when I thought I was about to lose my mind with desire, Peggy buried the vibrator deep inside of me and at the same time, squeezed down on my penis and milked downward hard.
My back arched and I rose up on my hands. My eyes opened wide and I saw all that traffic still buzzing by. I felt my little balls pop up inside my body and before anything squirted out of my skinny penis, my body began to twitch and spasm wildly, uncontrollably. Peggy looped her first finger and thumb around my erection and began to slide them up and down quickly. As the first of many lines of my cream screamed out of my penis, Peggy pulled the vibrator out from inside me in one quick movement. Before I even knew what was happening, she had laid the still vibrating phallus on the paper towel in front of my face.
While my body and soul crested in orgasm on that picnic table, I watched the vibrator jump and roll around on the paper towel. It had made me feel so good. It had stretched me out and gave me feelings I'd never experienced before. I was just about to pucker up and kiss it when Peggy pushed at least two fingers inside of me. I squealed and bucked on the table. While she squeezed out the last of the creamy love from inside of my penis, she thrust her fingers in and out of me twice before completely withdrawing them from my body.
She leaned forward and placed a kiss on first one of my buttcheeks and then the other. "Baby Bird, that was the sexiest thing I've ever been a part of." She walked around to the side of the picnic table and sat down on one of its benches. After bending down and kissing my temple, she continued, "Sweetheart..." She paused to wipe her fingers on the paper towel and then to reach into her purse and retrieve her phone. She checked the time before finishing her thought, "Sweetheart, it's 3 o'clock in the afternoon and you're naked in a park! Not only that, I penetrated you with not one, but two vibrators! And Baby Bird, you squirted so hard!"
I was still face-down-ass-up on the picnic table. My still throbbing penis was dripping its juices into the pool below me. I couldn't move. I was frozen in place. Although random muscles throughout my body seemed to spasm and twitch occasionally. Peggy must've sensed that I wasn't ready to talk, much less move yet. She instead smiled at me while wiping the vibrators clean with the paper towel. Reaching into her purse, she took out another, single paper-towel and rose up off the bench. Once behind me, she first dabbed the head of my slowly, softening penis before she gently wiped the excess lubricant from between my cheeks.
When she stepped away to toss the paper-towels in the nearby trash barrel, I parted my lips and said, "Peggy, that was amazing..."
She came back to my side and gently helped me down onto my feet. We both looked at the obscenely large pool of my creamy goodness on the table and neither of us could believe all of that had come out of my two little, marble-sized balls.
With her arm wrapped around my side, she asked in a soft, caring voice, "Are you okay, Baby Bird? Do you need to rest?"
I leaned against her and whispered, "No, I'm okay. But my legs are rubbery!"
She squeezed me against her large, soft body and with her still holding onto me, we began walking. We left that picnic table behind and were soon making our way along the paved path that led back to the car. We never encountered any other pedestrians. Even in the parking lot, the only traces of other people were their unattended cars.
While Peggy dug through her purse looking for the keys. I gazed at the hood of her car and remembered what she had said earlier. In a soft voice, I said, "Maybe next time I can lay on the hood as you said..."
She stopped searching for the keys and set her bag down on the roof of the car. Taking me in her arms, she embraced my naked body lovingly. She answered me softly, "That sounds like a wonderful idea. And maybe next time we'll visit a busier park."
With my arms wrapped around her as far as they would reach, I pressed my body against her as tightly as I could. My face rested beside one of her enormous breasts when I said, "I love you, Peggy."
She squeezed me against her even more tightly and answered, "I love you too, Baby Bird."
I squirmed in her arms and said, "I never want to leave you."
She kissed the top of my head and purred, "I'm glad to hear that. Because I never want you to leave." She kissed my head again and went on to purr, "Let me rephrase that, I'm never going to let you leave."
I pressed my naked body against her even more while I soft whimper slipped from my glittery, glossy lips. "Can we go home now?"
Peggy squeezed me and replied, "Yes we can. And after spending so much time outside, I'll need to get you back in the tub. Once you're nice and clean, I'll put you back in bed so you can rest some more."
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Both chemotherapy and radiation were used to treat my leukaemia. It was worth every second of it when I was told my cancer was in remission. My mother couldn’t have been happier. It had been a gruelling year and a half for both of us since I was first diagnosed. And now we had a reprieve, at least for the moment.
There have been several changes to my body since I went through those treatments. The one which has had the most effect on my life is my skin sensitivity. It was a slow change. Over the course of several months, my skin became irritable whenever it came into contact with anything. The only fabric I could tolerate was silk. Having always been a gentle, feminine boy, being forced to wear silk came as a blessing.
Mother shopped around for silk underwear but found it was difficult to find. Instead, she resorted to buying me dozens of silk panties. Even in ‘masculine’ colors, there would be no mistaking that I was wearing panties. She found a pair of silk pyjama pants, but I pretended that it bothered my skin. The next time she went shopping, she returned with several silk blouses. It was a treat to mince around my house wearing only panties and oversized blouses. I quickly came to prefer the shorter blouses that didn’t quite cover up my panties while standing.
While I was being treated, I lost a lot of weight and spent no time outside. In addition, my body hair never really grew back. This left me looking very skinny, pale and hairless. To be perfectly honest, I loved my new look.
I was an only child and my mother had always been overprotective. But after I became ill, she became hyper overprotective. In her maternal opinion, there wasn’t a girl alive who was good enough for me. Luckily, girls my age weren’t at all interested in the sick boy with cancer. Having never had anyone from the opposite sex attracted to me, I quickly began to enjoy the way mother looked at me while in my panties and blouses.
One morning, I walked out to greet her wearing only my bikini cut, white silk panties. When mother turned away from the kitchen counter and saw me, her eyes drifted over my body and lingered on the small outline of my little penis and marble-sized balls. Her mouth fell open when I crossed the room and hugged her while chirping, “Good morning, Mom!”
She hesitated before wrapping her big, soft arms around my skinny body. My Mom was not a petite woman, full-figured would best describe her. She had wide hips, thick thighs, and gigantic breasts. She stood half-a-head taller than me and I when we embraced, I rested my head against her shoulder.
Mom soon let me go and held me at arm’s length. Her eyes drifted up and down over my body, once again lingering on my small penis which had become slightly stiff from our hug. When her eyes met mine, she said, “Tristan, why are you only wearing panties? Where is your blouse?”
My body squirmed while her eyes drifted over my body again. I lowered my chin and told a white lie, “When I woke up, my skin was kinda itchy. I really didn’t want to cover up too much.” Glancing up to her eyes, I said, “It’s just the two of us Mom. Can’t I stay dressed like this today?”
She smiled and answered, “Well, it is just the two of us. So I suppose it would be okay.” Her hand slipped under my arm and slid over my ribs, down my side. “During your last appointment, Dr. Harris prescribed a lotion that she thought may help with your skin irritation. I’ll go get it and rub you down before breakfast.”
I followed two steps behind her while she made her way to the bathroom. In the cabinet, she quickly located the new tube of lotion. When she turned around, I don’t think she expected me to be right behind her. Her eyes wandered over my body while she suggested, “Let’s have you lay on your bed.”
I quickly squeaked, “Okay!” Before spinning around and leading the way to my bedroom. After a step or two, I began to wiggle my panty covered bottom with every step I took. When I turned the corner into my room, I glanced over my shoulder and saw that she was indeed watching my butt wiggle around. I looked away before she knew I’d seen what she was up too. Having already made my bed, Mom helped me to pull down the covers and top sheet. I climbed up on my bed and lay back on my silk sheet.
Mom looked down upon my nearly naked body while uncapping the lotion. In a concerned tone, she asked, “Where does it itch?”
Bending my knees and spreading them apart, I arched my back a little and bit my lower lip. I motioned with my hands indicating my chest, sides, and stomach. I answered her in a soft voice, “It’s itchy all around here.”
She squirted out a large dollop of the cream into her hand. After setting the tube down on my bedside table, she warmed the cream between her hands. Reaching down, she started on my chest and rubbed the cream into my sensitive skin with a feathery touch. Her big, soft, warm hands sliding over my body affected me in a way that it shouldn’t have. My skinny, little penis started to become erect beneath my silk panties. She didn’t say anything about it, but I did see her glance down at it a few times.
After warming more cream between her hands, she began rubbing up and down my sides. Her gentle touch was enough to make my penis become fully erect. I purred softly, “That feels really good, Mom.”
She sounded nervous and uncomfortable when she said, “I think it may feel too good.” And she removed her hands from my body.
My penis throbbed and the waistband of the panties lifted off my stomach. Biting my lip and looking up into her eyes, I said, “Please don’t stop.”
She stood beside my bed, looking down at my very excited body. “Sweetheart, this isn’t right. I sometimes forget you’re 19 and in your prime. My touch shouldn’t... You shouldn’t...”
Looking up at her, my body squirmed on the silk sheets and I whimpered softly, “I don’t have anyone else. No one has ever touched me... there. Mom, I’m a virgin. Please Mom, just this once?”
Still standing so close to me, looking down at my skinny, pale, hairless body. My hands slid down my sides until my thumbs hooked under the sides of my panty and began to slowly lower them. As my panties moved lower, my penis remained fully covered but stood straight up while leaving my smooth pubic mound exposed.
She slowly shook her head, “We can’t. This isn’t right. I’m your mother and a mother should never...”
Lifting the waistband of my panty, until suddenly, my very stiff penis slapped against my pale stomach. I wiggled the panty down to mid-thigh. All the while, I looked up at my mother’s face. Her eyes were drifting across my naked, erect penis, upper body and face. “Please, Mom?”
She looked over her shoulder as if she was afraid someone was standing in the doorway watching us. Looking back down at me writhing on my bed. “Please don’t ask me to do this. Baby, play with yourself. Okay?”
Lifting my legs up so I could slide my panties all the way off. After laying my legs back on the bed, I let my panty fall from my finger to the floor near where she stood. Now laying completely naked on silk sheets with my penis throbbing, I arched my back and stretched my arms above my head before slipping them under the pillow my head rested upon. “Mom, just this once. Please?”
She looked over her shoulder at the door again. When she looked back down at me, she shook her head and grinned weakly. “I can’t believe I’m going to do this.” And she sat down beside my hip facing my upper body. She laid her hand on my extreme upper thigh. With a serious look on her face and a tone in her voice, she said, “We never tell anyone about this.”
I bit my lip and arched my back, “I promise.”
She went on to say, “And it’s just this one time.”
My penis throbbed and I squeaked, “Yes, just this once!”
Her eyes drifted down to my erection that was throbbing so close to her hand. She looked back to my eyes and said, “I mean it. This is a one-time thing.” While she spoke her hand began to move slowly toward my bald penis.
I whimpered softly as her soft touch approached my little hard-on. When her first finger and thumb circled my erection, I moaned, “I love you, Mom.”
She frowned and said, “Please don’t say that right now.” She began to slowly stroke my erection up and down. She was trying to look only at my face, but her eyes kept dropping to her hand holding my penis.
My breathing was getting ragged and my penis throbbing in her hand. I whimpered softly, “But I do. I love you, Mom!”
She was blatantly staring at the glistening pink head of my penis that was leaking my arousal. Her finger and thumb slid up and down along its petite length. Her voice was deeper and raspier sounding than normal. “I love you too, baby. But please stop talking and let’s get this over with.”
She continued to stroke up and down. My juices were oozing from the squishy pink head and coating her finger. The skinny shaft was throbbing in her hand. I lay naked on my bed. My hands were under the pillow, behind my head. My knees were bent and spread wide apart. And for the very first time, someone other than myself was playing with my penis. And that someone was my Mom!
My back rose and fell from the bed. It arched deeply each time. My penis was throbbing and my breathing was becoming more of a pant. In only a minute or so, I was on the verge of the best and most powerful orgasm of my life. My eyes opened wide and I stared up at my Mom staring down at me. My voice sounded squeaky and high pitched when I squealed, “Mom!”
She smiled warmly for the first time since she laid her hand on me. “I know, baby.” While stroking me at a quicker pace with her left hand, she laid her right hand on my naked shoulder and stared into my eyes.
My body began to spasm and my muscles twitched. While staring into her eyes, I squeaked, “I love you, Mom! I love you more than anyone else!” Just before my little balls popped up inside my body, I squeaked, “Mom! Mom! MOM!!!”
As a long line of my creamy love erupted from my skinny, pink penis, Mom whispered, “I love you too, baby.” She continued to stroke my penis as three more strings of my pearly white cream were drawn out on my pale chest and stomach. While squeezing out the last drops from my penis, I thought I heard her moan. She released my penis when she was sure my orgasm had passed.
I lay naked before her. The lines of my creamy love were proof of what we’d just done. She sat there looking down at me while I came down from cloud 9. When I opened my mouth to break the silence, she shushed me.
“Tristan, don’t say a word.” She leaned down and picked up my silk panties from the floor. While wiping up the creamy cum from my body with those panties, she said, “Not a word. Don’t say anything.”
She took hold of my still very hard penis in her hand and gently wiped the squishy pink head with panty. I couldn’t stop myself, as quickly as I could, I squeaked, “I love you, Mom!”
She glared at me and shook her head, “Not yet. I’m not ready for words yet.”
When I was wiped clean, she stood up holding the messy panties in her hand. “I’m going to make you some breakfast. Give me a few minutes to do that and think about what I need to say to you before you come into the kitchen.” She paused for a second before adding, “And put a blouse on before you come out there!”
I squirmed on the bed, smiled and nodded my head.
She shook her head playfully before turning and leaving my room. I remained on my bed for a long while. My heart was pounding in my chest. I had always loved my Mom. But after what we’d just done, I loved her even more. She had told me it was a one-time deal. But after feeling the way she made me feel, it couldn’t be only that one time. I wanted her to touch me again. I needed her to touch me again. There was no way I could never have her play with my penis again.
As I sat up in bed, turned and set my feet on the floor, I knew what I had to do. I tiptoed to my closet and chose my favorite, white silk blouse. It was huge for me! I slipped my arms into the sleeves and rolled them up around my wrists. I left the blouse completely unbuttoned, let it slide off of my right shoulder and didn’t bother with panties.
Tiptoeing into the kitchen, I stood across the counter from my Mom and was far enough back that she would see most of my body. When she turned and saw me standing there with the blouse hanging off my body and leaving everything out for her to see, she shook her head and pointed toward my bedroom.
“No. Get your skinny, little butt back to your room and put more clothes on. We’re not doing this.”
Biting my lip and trying to look pathetic, I shrugged my left shoulder which let the blouse fall to the floor around my feet. I sounded whiney, “But Mom...”
Her voice was firm when she said, “Tristan, I’m serious. You are not going to run around this house naked.”
Holding my hands behind my back, I lowered my chin and whimpered, “But Mom...”
She crossed her arms beneath her enormous chest and grinned. Her tone softened considerably when she said, “Don’t get cute with me, young man!”
I turned my back to her, bent at my narrow hips and took my time picking up the blouse. Standing back up, I turned to face her and slipped my arms through the sleeves. After pulling the blouse onto my shoulders, I buttoned the bottom two buttons which left most of my upper body exposed. My now very stiff penis was poking against the delicate fabric lewdly.
“Is this okay, Mom?”
Her eyes drifted over my body a few times before she said, “Tristan, I’m being very serious. Go to your room and put your panties on, right now.”
I giggled, “Mom, you just told me to put panties on!” And when she smiled and giggled along with me, I let one of my shoulders shrug and the blouse fell to my elbow. Leaving more than half my chest and upper body exposed.
She replied, “It does sound silly that I told my son to put panties on!” She grinned before saying, “But you need to put more clothes on. It isn’t right for you to be naked in front of me.”
I giggled and know I blushed when I said, “Mom, it’s just the two of us. No one ever barges in unannounced.” I took small steps around the counter until I stood just in front of her. My little penis was throbbing beneath my blouse. “And Mom, I like being naked in front of you. It makes me feel good. Like I’m not hiding anything.”
Her arms were still crossed beneath her massive chest. She curled up one side of her mouth as if she was thinking about something.
I took another few small steps until I was close enough that our bodies nearly touched. Looking up into her eyes, I softly said, “Would it help if I told you that my skin was super irritable today?”
She pulled me into an embrace. Her big strong arms wrapped around my skinny body and held me close. She kissed the top of my head and said, “You already used that lie today and it’s not going to work again.”
She stepped back and held me at arm’s length. She looked right into my eyes and said, “Sweetheart, we can’t tell anyone about this. It has to remain between the two of us. Do you understand?”
I nibbled on my lower lip, nodded my head and squeaked, “Yes! I promise!”
She tilted her head to the side and said, “And Tristan, this isn’t going to be an everyday thing. This is a one-time deal, just like what we did this morning.”
I looked up into her eyes and said, “Um, Mom, I wanted to talk to you about that...”
She stood up straight and shook her head while keeping her eyes locked on mine. “Oh no! That was a mistake and it is not going to ever happen again.”
Reaching down, I undid the two buttons I’d closed earlier. “But Mom, it felt so good. No one has ever touched me like that before.” I paused to swallow. “You and I both know that girls my age aren’t interested in someone as sickly as I am. You are the only person I have.” Shrugging my shoulders, the blouse fell to the floor for the second time leaving me standing naked and erect in front of my Mom. “I won’t tell anyone. I promise. It will be between the two of us.”
She stood there looking at my pale, skinny, horny body. I was pleading with her for affection. I knew she understood that I had no chance of getting a real girlfriend any time soon. Yes, I was in remission. But the doctors didn’t sugar-coat my chances for a long life. Her maternal touch could very well be the only contact I have with another person. I was a virgin and I was okay with that. But I couldn’t stand the thought of resorting to only playing with myself after experiencing the thrill and wonder of my mother’s hand.
Biting my lip hard, I looked up into her eyes and my voice cracked when I whimpered, “I promise I’ll never ask for anything more than we did this morning. Please, Mom, I can’t stand the thought of only playing with myself and never feeling....” I stopped talking when I saw a tear roll down her cheek.
She slowly pulled my naked body against her fully clothed body and hugged me lovingly. She rubbed my naked back and kissed the top of my head. “Tristan, sweetheart, I’m so sorry that...”
With my skinny arms wrapped around her waist, I nuzzled my body against her. I rested my head against her shoulder and didn’t look into her eyes when I spoke, I couldn’t look at her. “It’s okay Mom. I’m sorry I asked.”
She stepped back and held my shoulders at arm’s length again. Looking at me with teary eyes she said, “Sweetie, that isn’t it at all. What I’m sorry about is how you’ve had to spend the last few years. You should have never gotten cancer. You are too kind of a person. You should be in college right now. You should be dating a pretty girl and earning a degree. You should be having the time of your life.”
I bit my lip and felt tears begin to roll down my cheeks. I whimpered, “It’s okay, Mom. It’s not your fault.”
“You’re such a good boy.” She pulled me back against her body and hugged me tightly. We embraced for quite a long time without saying a word. Due to our emotional conversation, my skinny, bald penis had gone soft. She took a deep breath and uttered a single word, “Okay.”
While still snuggled up in her embrace, I asked, “Okay? Okay, what?”
“Okay, I’ll play with your penis again.”
Jumping away from her, I looked up into her eyes and asked, “Really?”
Her eyes drifted down and observed my little penis becoming perfectly erect right in front of her. “Yes, really. But I have rules.”
The smile on my face must’ve gone from ear to ear. “Okay! I’m good with rules. Anything you want!”
Her eyes drifted between my stiff, bald penis and my very happy eyes. “The first rule, no one ever finds out about this.”
I giggled, laced my fingers behind my back and stood up straight. “Agreed!”
“Second rule, when we do this, the doors are locked and the curtains closed.”
Bouncing on my toes, I was so excited, “Agreed!”
“Third rule, I’m only going to touch you with my hands. We’ll never do more than that. If you think this is going to go farther than that, we’ll stop right now.”
Looking up at her, I got perfectly serious, “I understand and I don’t expect any more. I promise.”
She looked at me standing there naked and erect. She muttered under her breath, “I can’t believe what I’m doing.”
Biting my lip, I looked up at her and asked, “Mom, can I have a few rules too?”
She chuckled, “I suppose so.”
I giggled, “Okay, forth rule, when we do it, I want to be naked!”
She smiled and let her eyes drift over my naked body before saying, “Why am I not surprised?”
“Rule five, when we’re doing it. I want to be able to tell you how I feel. I want to be able to tell you I love you.” She looked concerned, but I finished stating my rule anyway, “And I want you to tell me that you love me too.”
She grinned and shook her head slowly, “That one is going to be tough, but I’ll try.” She got a funny look on her face before she asked, “How often do you think we’ll be doing this?”



I arched my back and said, “Every time!”
She raised an eyebrow and asked, “And how often is that?”
“I don’t know, two or three or four times...”
She looked shocked, “A day??”
I giggled, “Well, yes.”
She hugged me again and said, “It looks like we found a way to spend our spare time! We sure won’t be bored around here anymore!” She rubbed my naked back and whispered, “Rule six, when you want me to take care of you...”
I finished her thought, “I’ll take off my clothes, come find you and ask you politely.”
She kissed the top of my head and whispered, “That will work.”
With my head resting against her shoulder and my naked body snuggled against her, she rubbed my back and whispered, “Tristan, do you have something you want to ask me? I can feel something against my leg.”
I giggled while stepped back away from her. With my fingers laced behind my back, I looked up into her eyes and softly asked, “Mom, would you please...” I struggled to find the right word. But suddenly remembered how she referred to it. “...take care of me?”
She bent down low enough that we were nearly nose-to-nose. She smiled and said, “I suppose so.” She sent me off to ensure the backdoor was locked while she checked the sliding glass patio doors and the front door. I beat her to my room and got comfortable before she arrived.
When she walked into my room, she found me laying as I was before with my hands under the pillow, my knees slightly bent and spread wide apart and my little pink penis throbbing and leaking like crazy. She stood near the bed looking down on me. I squirmed and writhed on my silk sheets while awaiting her touch.
She sat down on the bed and laid her hand on my naked thigh. She was struggling with what we had begun and was still trying to process it in her mind. “Tristan, I can’t believe we’re doing this again.” Her eyes drifted over my naked and hyper excited body. “I understand you don’t have anyone else to turn to. But I’m your mother.” She slid her hand down my thigh and gently wrapped her first finger and thumb around my throbbing penis. “This is so wrong. But you’re such a good boy, you deserve this.” She stared down at my penis throbbing beneath her grasp. “Touching you, rubbing you, taking care of you. It’s not like we’re having intercourse. I’m only making my baby feel good. That isn’t so wrong, is it?”
My back rolled up and arched deeply when she began to slowly and gently rub my penis up and down. “No, it isn’t wrong, Mom.”
She smiled down at me while I writhed in ecstasy under her maternal touch. Her gaze drifted over my body while slowly stroking me. Slowly enough that it kept me extremely aroused, but not enough to make me squirt. Looking into my eyes, she whispered, “You’re right, Sweetie. I’m only taking care of you. I’m making you feel good and that is what a mother is supposed to do.” She giggled, “Well, a mother isn’t supposed to make her son feel THIS good. But we’re a mother and son in an abnormal situation. So it’s okay for our relationship to be abnormal. Right?”
My hips began to grind up to her touch. My leg closest to her was bent at the knee and resting against her body, under the arm that held my penis. I rolled my head back in my pillow and stretched my arms out wide to either side. My breathing became labored and when I looked back at her, I moaned, “Oh Mom!! It feels so good!! I love you so much!!”
She turned her body more toward me and released my penis with her left hand and cupped my snug pouch of balls in her palm. She reached across and took my erection in her right hand and continued to stroke me up and down. Looking right in my eyes, she whispered, “I love you too, Baby.”
Having her see my naked body and touch my penis, I felt attractive and desirable for the first time in my life. My arms and legs were spread wide apart. I wanted her to see all of me. I didn’t want to hide anything from her. At that moment, I felt closer to her than ever before, and not in a physical way. I felt emotionally attached to her in a way I’d never experienced before. My heart was pounding in my chest and my entire body was tingling.
My eyes opened wide at the same moment she looked away from my penis to my face. My body twitched and my mouth fell open. A strange moan came from deep inside my body. And as it ended, I squealed, “Mom! MOM!!! MOM!!!!”
My fingers gripped the silk sheet in my fists. I tossed my head from side-to-side. My back arched deeply and my hips rose up off the bed. A split second before my little balls were pulled up into my body, she pressed the middle finger of the hand cupping my balls between my cheeks and made contact with my wrinkled little button. I lost all control. My penis began erupting long, thick lines of my creamy love all over my chest, stomach and the bed beside me. Every muscle in my body began to spasm, twitch and finally go taut. She continued to stroke my penis and squeeze out every last drop of my love.
While I lay there, coming down from my orgasmic bliss, I was in a daze. But even in that state, I began to chant, “I love you, Mom. I love you, Mom. I love you, Mom.” Over and over and over. I squirmed around on the bed while she slowed the pace of her stroking until she only held my wilted penis in her hand.
She continued to hold my little pouch of balls in one hand. And at the same time, she used the index finger of her free hand to draw circles in the pools of my cream.
“Are you okay, Sweetheart?”
I nodded my head and replied, “I’m better than okay, Mom. That was amazing. I love you so much!”
She dipped her finger into the biggest pool of cream on my stomach and drew a large heart around my belly button. “I love you too, Tristan. Now let’s get you cleaned up and dressed. It’s a little late for breakfast. Would you like some lunch instead?”
Biting my lip, I looked up into her eyes and asked, “Can we stay here for just a little longer?”
She laid her open palm in the puddle of cream before taking my penis back in her slippery, cream-covered hand. “Of course, Sweetheart.” While looking right into my eyes, she slipped the magical finger back between my cheeks and began to repeatedly tap it against my wrinkled hole. The more she did that, the stiffer my penis became. Before long, she was slowly and gently stroking my rigid penis again.
Looking down at me, she spoke with a tone to her voice I’d never heard before, “Tristan, is there something you’d like to ask me?”
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Even before Mallorie asked me to marry her, she had become very close to my mother. The two of them became fast friends immediately after I'd introduced them. I began spending less time with Mallorie because she was spending so much time with my mother.
My mother loved to share stories and reminisce over images with Mallorie. They spent hours talking about my childhood and every embarrassing moment of my life. One particular topic that Mallorie thought was especially cute was one of my mother's favorite stories as well. It was during my senior year of high school. I'd gotten a B- on an Advanced Placement Chemistry test. It was the lowest grade I'd ever gotten. I was an emotional wreck when I handed that test to my mother. She consoled me and told me it would be okay.
Until that time, I'd never been punished. I'd never been grounded, scolded or had my mouth washed out with soap. Mother always said I was her little angel who never did anything wrong. But that day, even though she didn't want to, I insisted that I deserved to be punished.
Mother and I sat together and discussed possible punishments. Grounding didn't make sense, I never went out with friends, I spent all my time at home. Corner time seemed juvenile. Mother tried to scold me, but she was far too amused to be taken seriously. We eventually decided a spanking would be the most appropriate.
I remember trying to be deadly serious, but feeling very silly while I stood in front of my grinning mother and told her I was sorry for doing so poorly in my AP Chem class. She couldn't stop giggling while telling me I needed to try harder and that she was very disappointed. Mother then had me lay across her lap and spanked me playfully. After just a few spanks, I rolled off her lap. I told her she wasn't doing it right. But she thought the entire affair was unnecessary and that I did not deserve to be punished at all.
After insisting I needed to be punished, she took me back over her lap and spanked me more firmly. I told her it didn't hurt at all. She spanked me harder. It still wasn't enough. It didn't feel like a punishment; they were supposed to hurt. Mother smacked me hard enough that her hand hurt, but I still felt no pain. On the contrary, I found it felt rather nice.
Mother tried several more times until I rolled off of her lap onto the floor blushing deeply. She touched her thigh, then looked down at me. With a huge smile on her face, she unnecessarily informed me that the spanking didn't have the effect we'd intended. Her eyes then dropped to my hands covering the small erection in my pants. To this day, mother still threatens to spank me which always makes me blush.
While Mallorie drove us home on the same night she'd learned about my first spanking, she rested her big, strong hand on my skinny thigh. She glanced at me while driving and without the slightest bit of amusement, she explained that there had been a few times during our relationship that she wanted to take me over her knee. Even on the night she proposed, when I hesitated before agreeing to take her last name, she told me she wanted to give me a spanking I'd never forget. But lucky for me, I agreed to take her name before she could act.
She continued to drive while keeping her hand on my thigh. We drove along in complete silence for several blocks, both of us lost in our own thoughts. Mallorie squeezed my thigh suddenly and asked, "Bobby, in the time we've been together, do you think you have needed to be punished?" She squeezed my thigh firmly and rephrased her questions, "Have you ever wanted me to punish you?"
In a very soft voice, I said, "I don't know." Biting my lower lip and squirming in the passenger's seat, I whispered, "Maybe? I don't know."
Mallorie didn't look away from the road in front of her. She kept her hand on my thigh and spoke in a very calm manner, "Bobby, I think you do know. I think you've wanted me to take you over my knee and give you a firm spanking for a long time." She paused before she went on to finish her thought, "You've wanted to know if I'd make a joke out of it like your mother did or if I'd give you the punishment you've deserved since you brought home that poor grade in your Chemistry class."
Biting my lip hard, I felt a tear roll down my cheek as I looked over at Mallorie calmly driving us home. My voice cracked when I asked, "Mallorie when we get home, are you going to spank me?"
Still not looking away from the road she answered, "Yes I am."
For the remainder of the drive, we sat in silence. Her hand never left my thigh and I found her touch to be both comforting and frightening. Deep down inside, I knew Mallorie was going to give me a serious spanking. It wasn't going to be a few silly swats on my behind. She was going to really and truly spank me. And I couldn't stop my mind from imagining just how hard she was going to punish me. My skinny, little penis was stiff in my pants and at the same time, tears rolled down my cheeks in fear of what I had in store for me.
We pulled into our driveway and I watched our garage door open through teary eyes. She removed her hand from my thigh while she turned our car off and closed the garage door. Before getting out of the car, she looked at me and spoke with a firm tone, "Bobby, I want you to march your skinny little butt into the house and wait for me in the living room."
My lower lip quivered uncontrollably and the tears continued to drip down my face. I didn't reach for the door. I sat there with my hands folded in my lap while I sobbed. I'd never been punished or spoken to like that before. Just the idea of the punishment I had coming was enough to make me cry.
She spoke in that firm voice once again, "Bobby, am I going to have to repeat myself."
My voice cracked and wavered as I sobbed, "M-M-Mallorie, I'm afraid. I've-I've-I've never been spanked before."
"Bobby, get your little ass inside right now!"
I burst into tears and opened the passenger door. I scrambled through the garage door and into the living room. I didn't know where she wanted me to be, so I sat at the end of the coffee table facing the kitchen, the direction she would join me from. I continued to sob and struggled to deal with my rising emotions while I waited for Mallorie to enter the room. I heard her car door open and shut. I heard her open the garage door leading to the kitchen. I held my breath while I listened to her footsteps cross the kitchen until she appeared in the archway that separated our kitchen from our living room.
Mallorie stood in the archway with the kitchen light shining from behind her. She had her hands on her hips and her legs were spread to shoulder width. Her silhouette was very frightening. She stood there without saying a word. We both looked at each other and I'm sure she knew the effect it had on me.
She slowly crossed the room until she stood right in front of me. She reached out and took my hands and helped me rise to my feet. Very slowly, Mallorie began to undress me. She lectured me while removing my shirt. "Bobby, you've gone your entire life without a proper punishment."
She pulled my polo shirt up and off my body while my sobbing went out of control. I was gasping for breaths while she began to undo my belt and dockers.
"Your mother isn't the type of woman who could ever give you the punishments you deserved." She paused to have me sit back down on the coffee table so she could remove my shoes and socks. "Bobby, if you had been my son, you would have spent a substantial amount of time laying over my knee. You would have had a very red and tender bottom on a regular basis."
She paused again to have me stand so she could lower my dockers and underpants to my ankles before having me step out of them. My skinny, prong of a penis was standing up straight and had left a moist spot in my underwear.
Completely naked before her, she looked at me and I suddenly felt like a disobedient boy. Rising to her feet and taking my hand, she led me to the couch. After taking a seat in the middle, she pulled me face-down, across her broad lap. My arm closest to her was trapped between our bodies. She took hold of my other wrist and twisted that arm behind my back. With her free hand, she gently rubbed my clenched butt cheeks.
"Bobby, this is going to be your first real spanking. But I can guarantee you, this won't be your last. From now on, if you disappoint me, I'm going to punish you. Sweetheart, even when you're well behaved, I'm going to begin giving you maintenance spankings to ensure you continue to behave. Do you understand me, young man?"
Her choice of words and her tone made me feel even more like a naughty little boy. I was bawling and struggling to breathe by that point. I tried to answer her question, but I couldn't stop crying.
When her touch left my bottom, it was only for a split second before her open palm came crashing down against my pale cheeks. I wailed out in pain and surprise. She growled, "Well?"
I squealed in a very high pitch, "Yes! Yes, I understand!"
Her voice was calm when she replied, "Good boy." Her hand began to gently rub my cheeks once again. "Bobby, because this is your first real spanking, I'm only going to spank you twenty times, that first one doesn't count."
I gasped but didn't say a word.
"And Bobby, after each one, I want you to tell me one thing you have done that deserved a spanking. Do you understand?"
This time I didn't hesitate, even with the tears rolling down my cheeks and nose beginning to run, I squealed, "Yes ma'am, I understand." My mind already beginning to gather all the naughty things I'd ever done.
Her voice sounded oddly warm when she said, "Ma'am, I like the sound of that."
The moment her touch left my cheeks, I clenched up and tried to prepare for what I knew was coming. When her open palm came crashing against my cheeks my body jerked both from surprise and pain. I squealed out in a high pitch while she left her hand resting on my cheeks. She kept my arm pinned behind my back which kept me from squirming off of her lap. After catching my breath, I began the first of twenty confessions I'd make that day.
"I-I-I got a B- on a Chemistry test."
She spoke in a soft, but firm tone. "Very good."
Without the slightest bit of warning, her hand rose up and came crashing down against my cheeks like a freight train. My body jerked and I squealed again. Tears rolled down my cheeks and my nose began to run. "When you proposed, I-I didn't agree to take your name with you asked me too."
"That is correct and I should have given you a spanking then and there."
When her hand savagely slapped against my cheeks for the third time I began bawling. It wasn't only the spanking that made me cry. It was the emotional toll of confessing my mistakes out loud. I was about to begin telling my fiancé some of my deepest secrets.
After I regained control of my sobbing, I whimpered, "I-I pretended I was sick so I could stay home from school."
She rubbed her open palm over my naked behind and asked, "You were such a good student, why would you pretend to be sick?"
Tears continued to roll down my cheeks and I sniffled before squeaking, "Gym class. It was so I wouldn't have to go to gym class."
While still caressing my bare bottom, she asked, "You didn't like taking showers with other boy's did you?"
My emotions rose up and I began sobbing wildly again. Between gasps from breath, I wailed, "I hated it!"
"Bobby, Sweetheart, was it because you're so much shorter than the other boys? Or was it because you're so skinny? Or was it because you have such a cute little bubble butt? Or was it because your penis is so small with just those little wisps of light blonde hair?"
I sobbed, "All of it! Everyone stared at me!"
She was still gently rubbing my butt while she continued with her line of thought, "It must've been horrible for you to be trapped in those showers. You were surrounded by those tall, strong boys with all of their body hair and their long, thick cocks. You must've felt so out of place. You poor thing."
As she uttered the last syllable of that sentence, her hand rose up and crashed against my cheeks with every bit of her strength. My body jerked and my back arched deeply. I squealed out loudly while collapsing across her lap. She let me sob for several moments before she began to rub my punished cheeks.
With my nose running and tears pouring from my eyes and dripping onto the couch, I whimpered, "I cheated. I-I-I copied from a friend on a History test. I didn't study."
In her soft but firm voice, she stated, "Cheating is never acceptable. Even if you didn't get caught, which it sounds like you didn't, you still deserved a very firm spanking."
Moments before her hand rose up, I squealed, "I know!" And then her open palm crashed against my cheeks again. My back arched and my whole body jerked from the impact. I screamed out in pain and shame while bawling my eyes out.
When I'd calmed down enough, I whispered, "I-I-I have lied about different things to both you and my mom."
With her hand resting on my now-red cheeks, she scolded me. "Bobby, you know better than that. Lying is never acceptable. If I catch you in a lie, I'm going to introduce your skinny behind to my belt."
I squealed out, "I'm sorry Mallorie!!"
Her hand rose up and when it crashed against my cheeks, the sound of her skin slapping against skin filled my ears. I wailed and continued to sob. After sniffing my nose, I moaned, "I once flipped-off my mom behind her back."
She pressed down against my warm, tender cheeks with her open palm. She growled, "If I ever catch you using that finger again, I'm going to slap you across the face and then take you over my lap for a spanking you'll never forget. Do you understand me?"
I squealed, "Yes ma'am! I understand!"
Her hand rose up off my body and then slammed back down against my cheeks harder than ever before. My body jerked and my back arched while I screamed out at the top of my lungs. By this point, I knew what I had to do. I didn't wait to recover from the pain, I confessed through my sobs.
"A few times... while my mom was out with her friends... I got naked... and laid on her bed... and played with myself."
Her voice wasn't as firm as it had been when she said, "You naughty boy. What would your mother have thought if she found you like that?"
My voice shot up several pitches when I squeaked, "I don't know."
I didn't even realize her hand wasn't in contact with my cheeks before it slapped against them once again. My legs were kicking and each time I tried to reach back and protect my cheeks with my hand, she pulled my only free arm farther behind my back. She had me pinned in place across her lap, I wasn't going anywhere.
Whimpering through my sobs, I next confessed, "Once my mom had three friends over for wine." I swallowed and sniffled before continuing, "I got naked in the hall around the corner from the living room and played with myself while listening to them talk."
For the first time, she didn't say a word, she raised her arm up and slammed her palm down on my tender cheeks. I thrashed around on her lap and struggled to get away from her. But I simply wasn't strong enough.
"I-I-I have run around our backyard naked in the middle of the day." I sniffled and then whimpered, "I was hoping our neighbor, Mrs. Harris would step outside and see me."
She scowled, "Perhaps Mrs. Harris will get the opportunity to see you naked. But that will be on my terms!"
Her hand smashed against my poor cheeks again. After thrashing about for a few seconds, I squealed, "The-The last time we visited your mom." I swallowed hard and forced myself to continue. "While you were out running an errand, I took a shower and left the bathroom door wide open."
When she spoke, her voice sounded raspy and she was beginning to breathe heavily. "Bobby, if you want people to see you naked so badly, I can make that happen!"
Her hand slammed against my cheeks with full power. While I still wailed with each impact, I was left sobbing and squirming across her lap.
After a few moments, I whimpered softly, "I-I once stole.... something from a store."
Mallorie dragged her fingernails across my tender behind. "What did you steal, Bobby?"
Tears poured from my eyes, I was about to confess something I never thought I'd tell anyone. Gasping for breaths, I squeaked, "Panties. Pink panties."
Her voice was even raspier when she asked, "What did you do with those pretty, pink panties? Did you wear them, Bobby?"
I wailed like a tortured soul, "Yes! I wore them as often as I could until they were worn out and falling apart!"
Her thick thighs squeezed together beneath me and that movement made me realize that my penis was stiff! I was in the middle of a very serious spanking and I had a hard-on! I'd fantasized about spankings, but I never thought I'd be hard during one.
"You shouldn't keep secrets like that from me, it's as bad a lying." I thought I heard her moan before saying, "Maybe this weekend, we'll go shopping and replace all of your boring underwear with pretty panties."
Her hand came crashing down on the tender spot where my butt cheek met my thigh. I screamed out in agony and thrashed about over her lap. I whimpered between sobs, "Mallorie, can we please stop? I'm really sorry about everything. I promise I'll behave."
She growled at me, "No. And you need to tell me something."
Biting my lip and sniffling my nose, I whispered, "Sometimes when my mom was out with her friends, I would spend the whole evening wearing one of her silky nightgowns." My sobbing began anew when I uttered, "I've worn some of your nightgowns too."
Her voice was surprisingly calm, but she was still breathing heavily, "Bobby, it isn't nice to wear other people's clothes without their permission. This weekend when we're out shopping, we'll pick you up a few nightgowns too."
The next three spanking came in quick succession, one right after the other. She spanked me, I confessed and she immediately struck me again.
*SMACK!*
"I've tried to cum in my own mouth several times!"
*SMACK!*
"I've fingered my bottom!"
*SMACK!*
"I've fucked my bottom with a carrot!"
She paused to catch her breath while I bawled my eyes out and squirmed on her lap. With my arm still pinned behind my back, I was trapped and forced to accept my punishment and confess my sins. It was extremely emotional telling her my deepest secrets, things I never thought anyone else would ever know. My bottom was throbbing and tender as I lay naked across her lap.
Her voice was raspy and she half-moaned, "I'm learning so much about my fiancé. I would love to watch you cum in your own mouth. And I'm sure we can find something more exciting than a carrot to fuck your cute little ass with."
When she raised her arm, I clenched my cheeks and gritted my teeth. Her hand slapped against that same spot where my butt cheek met my thigh on my other leg. I squealed out loud and she pinned my arm behind my back a little tighter to keep me from squirming too much.
"Mallorie... please? Can't we stop?? Pretty please??"
She dragged her fingernails across my tormented cheeks while growling, "No. Keep talking!"
My voice cracked and I was mortified to tell her, "Sometimes... when I play with myself... I still think about.... I-I-I still think about the spanking my mom gave me."
Her voice was soft and firm, "I'm not surprised."
The force and suddenness of her next blow knocked the wind out of me. I was gasping and sobbing and screaming all at the same time. And I was kept pinning across her lap with my arm folded behind my back.
After a few moments, I was able to continue with my confession. "We went shopping a few months ago... you sent me to find some new shoes for myself... I didn't... I snuck into the women's dressing room instead... I got naked and played with myself... ladies were coming and going... I think I heard you go in there once too."



She growled at me but didn't say a word. Her hand rose up and slammed against the sweet-spot where my leg met my butt cheek again. I thrashed about on her lap until she nudged my arm farther behind my back to keep me in place.
While still crying, I went onto admit, "Just after we moved in together... you were out with my mom... I used one of your store-bought douches in my bottom."
She growled, "Dammit! I would have enjoyed watching that!"
Her hand slapped against my very tender and sore bottom very suddenly. I squealed and thrashed about, kicking my legs around wildly. "I have always complained when you tell me to eat you after we make love. I don't hate doing that. I actually like licking you clean."
Her growl was raspy and her breathing was very heavy, "Good. You'll be doing that a lot more often!" She rubbed circles on my cheeks and said, "Last one, let's make it a good one."
Her large, strong hand slammed against my butt cheeks with an unbelievable amount of force. I screamed out and sobbed pathetically. I lay there naked, across her lap while she gently caressed my abused cheeks with her warm, open palm. She released my wrist and used that hand to rub my lower back. With a soft, gentle tone she said, "Bobby, you still have one more thing to tell me."
Biting my lip hard, I sniffled my nose and wiped my tears away with my now free hand. I thought hard for something else to confess other than what was at the front of my mind. In the end, it was what I had to tell her. I could no longer keep that secret from her. Not after all I had confessed. She needed to know my most shameful secret.
After taking a deep breath, I summoned all my courage and began to share my most embarrassing secret. "Um, you know my mom's boss, Mr. Kent. Don't you?"
Mallorie continued to caress my abused bottom and lower back with her large, soft hands. "Yes, I've met him several times."
I nibbled on my lip and didn't even try to look up at her. My voice was shaky and cracked when I next spoke, "Before we met, I went to my mom's company Christmas party. And, Mr. Kent was there..."
Mallorie whispered, "Of course he was at the holiday party. It is his company."
My penis was stiff and poking down between her thick thighs. I squirmed around across her lap before I continued, "Well, it was getting late. I was coming out of the bathroom. And I ran into Mr. Kent. He had been drinking. And I don't know if he thought I was someone else or not..."
Her voice was soft and understanding when she asked, "What did he do to you, Sweetheart?"
I fought to keep myself from crying, "He backed me against a wall and... He kissed me."
Her hands never stopped caressing my naked body. The tone of her voice never changed from the soft, gentle tone she had begun using. "Bobby, did you kiss him back?"
My back arched and I know I was blushing from head to toe, "No, I don't think so. But I didn't stop him either. Maybe I did."
"Did you two do anything more than just kiss?"
Biting my lip and squirming on her lap, I whispered, "No, not really. We just kissed in that hall for a while."
Mallorie turned her wrist so she could lay her middle finger between my cheeks. She began to slide it up and down without pressing between them. "Did you want him to do more than just kiss you?"
Rolling my hips up so her finger slipped between my cheeks a little ways, I half-moaned, "Yes."
"Bobby, would you have stopped Mr. Kent if he undressed you?"
My voice sounded squeaky, "No."
"Bobby, what would you have done if he pushed you down onto your knees?"
My voice was still very squeaky sounding, "I-I-I would have opened his pants and taken him in my mouth."
"And Bobby, if he told you to get on your hands-and-knees, reach back and spread your cheeks open for him, would you?"
"Yes."
Her finger dipped between my cheeks and the pad of her finger was gently pressing against my tight, knot of a hole. "Bobby, Honey, do you still wish Mr. Kent would have put his long, fat cock inside of you?"
My voice sounded whiney, "Mallorie, I can't do this."
She began to tap her finger against my wrinkled hole and said, "Yes, you can. Just answer my question. Do you want Mr. Kent to make love to you?"
Even more whiney sounding than before, "Please Mallorie. Don't make me."
Her voice sounded firm and serious when she said, "Am I going to have to get my belt?"
I shivered and whined, "No!"
"Then answer my question."
After biting my lip hard and rolling up my hips up high to give her access to the depths between my cheeks, I squeezed my eyes shut and forced myself to answer honestly, "Yes."
She sounded pleased when she went on to ask, "Yes, what?"
I swallowed hard and uttered, "I wish Mr. Kent had seduced me that night. I wish he made love me."
We remained like that for quite a while. I was naked and lying face down across her lap. My bottom was still tender from the spanking she'd given me. And I was having a difficult time believing all of the secrets I'd just shared with her. Mallorie's finger slipped from between my cheeks and she went back to lovingly caressing my lower back and butt cheeks.
Eventually, we got up from the couch and held hands as we made our way to our bedroom. My skinny, little penis was as stiff as ever and bounced with every step I took. My clothes were left behind on the living room floor.
When we arrived in our room, Mallorie embraced me and kissed my lips gently. She then whispered two words, "Undress me."
I reached up and began to undo the buttons on her top. It fell to the floor after sliding off her shoulders. Moving around behind her, I nibbled on my lip while struggling with the 4 sturdy clips on her bra. When that task was accomplished, I rushed back in front of her and slowly pulled the cups of her bra away from her body. Her enormous D-cup breasts fell free exposing her apple-sized areolas and thimble-sized nipples. Her fingers ran through my hair when I leaned in and gave each nipple a gentle, loving kiss.
Mallorie sat on the bed while I first removed her shoes, then her socks. I gave each of her big toes a kiss while she smiled down at me. Back on her feet, I undid the button and zipper on her pants. I wiggled them over her hips and down her legs. While I knelt to remove them from her feet, I noticed a very large moist spot on her panties and could feel the warm humidity from her sex.
Remaining on my knees, I reached up and slowly lowered her high-rise, support panties. First, her thick, jet black, jungle of pubic hair came into view. I continued to peel her panties away from her dripping sex. Her lips were peeled open like a flower and her fat clit poked out from between them. After lowering her panties to her ankles, I completely removed them as she lifted first one foot and then the other.
Mallorie stepped back toward the bed and sat down. She leaned back on her elbows, spread her legs wide apart and rested her feet on the bedframe. I crawled across the room on my hands-and-knees and rose up at the edge of the bed, right between her legs. Leaning in, I sucked her clit into my mouth and tickled it with my tongue.
After a deep moan, she shook her head and whispered, "Bobby, fuck me with your little penis. You can make me cum with your mouth afterward."
Even though I'd told her I enjoyed cleaning her after we'd had sex, it was strange that she knew. She was already using that confession against me. I had been honest, I loved to kiss and lick her when she was hypersensitive after we'd made love. But she knew I enjoyed cleaning the messes I'd made. It was terribly embarrassing, but it was even nicer to know that I didn't have to hide that from her anymore.
I slowly rose to my feet and took hold of my rigid, little, pink prong. Stepping closer, I slid inside Mallorie with ease. She was so slippery and warm, my toes curled up into knots as soon as I was all the way inside.
I'm not delusional, I know I have a smaller than average penis. Mallorie sometimes teases me and asks, 'are you in yet?'. The first few times she did that, it did hurt my feelings. But whenever she comments on the size of my penis, I wind up having the biggest, most powerful orgasms. And this time was no different.
She giggled and said the four words I had such a love/hate relationship with, "Are you in yet?"
When I grunted, "Yes!"
She giggled, "Are you sure? Because I don't feel anything!"
I looked into her eyes and whined, "Mallorie!"
She was leaning back on her elbows. Her huge breasts were spread apart with the stiff nipples pointing slightly away from each other. She grinned at me and said, "It's okay Sweetheart. I don't need to feel you now. You have your fun and squirt inside of me." She licked her lips and whispered, "I'll cum good and hard when you eat me after you're finished."
My orgasm came on quickly and exploded out like a volcano. My muscles all went taut and my arms flailed around like crazy. Goosebumps popped up all over my body and I squealed in a very high pitch as my orgasm crested. My penis squirted out three bursts of my love inside of Mallorie. I slipped my penis out from inside of her and rubbed the head of my penis against her fat clit while the last drops of my cum oozed out.
Falling to my knees between her thighs, I leaned in and took her creamy clit in my mouth. Mallorie laid back flat on the bed and began pinching her nipples with her fingers. I licked circles around her clit and sucked it back into my mouth again.
Mallorie moaned, "Bobby, I'm going to buy a long, fat strap-on dildo so I can make love to your cute little bottom."
I moaned into her pussy and began sliding my tongue up and down in the crease beneath her lips. I looped my arms around her thick thighs and pressed my face against her. After dipping my tongue into her pussy, I was rewarded with the taste of our combined juices.
She moaned, "I wasn't kidding about our shopping trip this weekend. Sweetie, I'm going to keep you in panties at all times. And you're going to look adorable in sexy little nightgowns."
Dipping my tongue inside of her and swallowing the cream that leaked out, I moaned softly and nuzzled my nose against her clit.
She continued to pinch a nipple with one hand while the other drifted down and combed through her damp pubic bush, "Maybe one night soon, I'll invite old, Mrs. Harris over for a glass of wine while you're running around in a sexy nightie."
Without pulling my face away from her sex, I moaned, "Mallorie!!"
"And I'm going to have to find reasons to give you a spanking while visiting both your mom and mine. Think about it, while I strip you naked, they'll both learn you wear panties. And I'm going to take those panties off right in front of them. Both your mom and mine will see you completely naked. And they'll both get to witness me giving you a proper punishment. They are going to see you cry and squirm around on my lap. And afterward, I may make you stand naked in the corner with a red bottom and a stiff penis."
I moaned into her pussy again, "Mallorie!!!"
"If I left you at my mother's house and gave her permission to punish you if you stepped out of line, do you think she would? If after watching me strip you naked and spank your skinny little butt, do you think my mom would do the same thing?"
My little penis had become very stiff once again and my little balls were pulled up tight to my body. I was humping myself against the side of the mattress. Pulling my face away from her pussy, I squealed out loudly, "Yes! I hope so!!"
Burying my tongue inside of her, my cream drained into my mouth. Rocking my head from side to side, I dragged my nose back-and-forth across her clit. In the softest of voices, she whispered, "What about your mom? Maybe she'd strip you naked and give you a playful spanking."
I groaned and arched my back deeply.
"She may even pinch your little penis between her thighs while she spanks you. Can you imagine squirting while your mom..."
Mallorie's thighs clamped down on my head and wasn't able to hear the rest of what she said. Dipping my tongue inside of her, I felt the walls of her pussy flex and vibrate. Dragging my nose across her clit, and hugging her thighs tightly, I pressed my face more firmly against her. I never heard a sound, I only felt her body spasm, twitch and vibrate as she finally achieved the orgasm she deserved.
Her thighs eventually relaxed and allowed me to sit back on my heels. My face was drenched with her juices and I'm sure I looked a mess. I knelt there on the floor between her legs and watched her body recover from what I hoped was a memorable orgasm.
She didn't say a word until she had sat upright and was looking down at me. "Bobby, you're little thing is stiff again. Come up here and let's find out if I can make you squirt twice." She giggled, "Let's see if we can make you squirt into your mouth!"
Mallorie swiveled around and moved toward one end of our bed. She had me lay face up with my head right between her spread thighs. She leaned forward and took hold of both my legs with her hands behind my knees. She pulled them back toward her and we worked together until my hips were directly above my face with my legs captured under her arms.
I lay there looking up at my rigid and throbbing penis. I'd done this several times by myself, sometimes I squirted in my mouth. And other times I missed and gave myself a facial. I found it very hard to aim. And I had never done this with anyone else watching! But this was Mallorie, my fiancé, the woman I loved. If I were ever to do this with someone else, it could have only been Mallorie.
She adjusted my legs under her arms so my penis was as close to my lips as it would get. I could almost touch it with the tip of my tongue. Mallorie reached under my hips with one hand while keeping my leg trapped in that armpit. She took my penis between her first finger and thumb and began to stroke it up and down. She peered down at me from between my legs and made sure my penis was aimed properly.
"Bobby, this is the sexiest thing I've ever done." She moaned softly while still stroking my skinny penis. As a drop of my clear precum began its slow descent to my lips, she whispered, "Open wide Sweetie. I don't want you to miss a drop."
Looking up at the love of my life, I parted my lips and we both watched the drop of excitement land on my tongue. For a brief moment, my tongue was connected to my penis by a thin strand of my love. Mallorie smiled proudly down at me as I closed my lips and swallowed. Parting my lips open again, I waited for the next drop to arrive. But I'd cum so recently, I knew it was going to take a while and Mallorie knew it too.
She didn't stroke me faster. Instead, she leaned forward, stuck out her tongue and pressed it between my cheeks. She licked my wrinkled hole!!! The feeling of it was so powerful and intense, my body went crazy! I thought I was having a seizure! But I couldn't move much at all, Mallorie had me folded over on top of myself with my legs trapped under her strong arms. She never stopped stroking my penis and it let out three big drops of precum that missed my mouth and landed instead on my chin, nose, and cheek.
When Mallorie sat up and looked down at me again, she moaned, "Did that feel good, Bobby? Did you enjoy that, Sweetheart?"
When I opened my mouth and squeaked the word, "Yes!", a drop of my precum fell directly into my mouth.
While leaning back toward my wrinkled hole, she whispered, "You are so fucking cute!"
This time she didn't just lick my wrinkled button. No, she licked circles around it and tried to poke her tongue inside of me. She licked over and around it until my arms began flailing around wildly and I tried to kick my legs free from her grasp. She then sat up and began to stroke me a little faster.
She looked down on me and asked, "Are you going to cum for me, Bobby?"
I squeaked, "Yes!"
Her eyes seemed to sparkle when she asked, "Are you going to cum right in your mouth? Are you going to swallow it all down like a good boy?"
Again, I squeaked, "Yes!!"
Her voice got deeper when she said, "You're going to have a mouthful of cum, straight from a penis. Just imagine that is Mr. Kent's big, fat cock pointing down at you. And when you cum, it'll be Mr. Kent who is filling your mouth with his cream."
My arms went wild and began pounding against the mattress on either side of me. My toes curled up into knots and my eyes opened wide when my little balls popped inside of my body. I watched the opening on the tip of my penis spread open as a large blob of cum shot out at full speed and fell directly into my wide-open mouth. I didn't close my mouth or swallow. I kept my mouth open for the rest of what it had coming.
Mallorie kept her finger and thumb looped around my little hard-on and stroked it quickly while keeping it aimed into my mouth. I grunted and my body twitched as the next, even bigger glob of pearly white cream raced into my mouth.
Her voice was deep and I could hear her arousal, "Oh Baby, this is the first of many times that we'll be doing this!"
She squeezed down with her finger and thumb and began jacking it off at a very quick pace. Three smaller dollops of cum left my mouth half-filled. And Mallorie squeezed out two more drops before she released my penis. I lay there looking up at both my penis and Mallorie between my legs. I didn't swallow, I was waiting for Mallorie to tell me to. When she remained up there, looking down at me with a proud gleam in her eye, I knew I'd made her happy.
She spoke in a soft whisper, "Swallow it. Swallow it all, Bobby."
I don't think she even blinked her eyes while I closed my mouth and swallowed three different times before it all went down. I then opened my mouth wide and stuck out my tongue.
I bit my lower lip and said, "That was fun."
While releasing my legs and letting me lay on my back between her thighs, she said, "Fun, is an understatement. That was incredibly sexy! You just swallowed cum that came straight from your penis!"
I giggled and squirmed around on the bed, "I know!"
Mallorie slid down from her sitting position and spooned me from behind. She kissed my ear before whispering, "Bobby, I really wasn't kidding. We're going shopping for panties and nighties this weekend."
I wiggled my butt back against her and whispered, "I never thought you were kidding."
She kissed my ear again, "And I'm going to find a way for Mrs. Harris to see you in a nightie and maybe naked too."
Biting my lip, I squeaked, "Soon, I hope."
She nibbled on my earlobe, "Sweetheart, we both know you've had a complete lack of discipline your entire life. From now on, I'm going to punish you when you deserve it. And I'll give you Saturday afternoon spankings to encourage you to behave."
I whimpered, "I understand, Mallorie."
We lay there together with her snuggled up to me from behind. She held me in her arms and I'd never felt so loved before. I was so relaxed, I was in danger of drifting off to sleep. But she shifted her body behind me and hugged me closer to her.
Her voice was slightly deeper, "We're going to visit my mother the week after next. While we're there, guess who will be wearing panties the entire time?"
I squeaked, "Me?"
She kissed my ear, "And during that visit, can you guess who is going to continue leaving the bathroom door wide open while he showers?"
Biting my lip, I whimpered, "Me."
She whispered, "That's right, Sweetheart."
There was a pause in our conversation. We were both laying there and thinking about how our activities of the evening would alter our relationship. Neither of us was upset. My confessions of the night had brought us closer together. I had no secrets to hide behind. And I knew I never would have to lie to her again.



Her voice was soft, "Bobby, if the opportunity arises, I want you to make a pass at Mr. Kent."
I quickly squeaked, "But!"
Mallorie cut me off, "It won't hurt my feelings or affect our relationship. You obviously have some very strong homosexual tendencies. I don't want to be the reason you never experience that sort of love. I'm positive Mr. Kent will be slow and gentle. He'll make the encounter as wonderful as possible."
I swallowed hard and looked back over my shoulder at her. "Mallorie, I don't know what to say?"
She rose up on her elbow, leaned down and kissed my lips. "I have one condition. If anything happens between you and Mr. Kent, I want you to tell me about it right away. No secrets."
I leaned up and kissed her lips, "I promise."
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My mother was never discreet about her relationships. Her lack of discretion got much worse after I'd returned from college for my summer break. She was an attractive lady with a pretty face, curvy body, and wonderful personality. That summer, I learned she was the type of woman who could sleep with any man she wanted to. She rarely brought the same man home twice. For those three months, there was a constant parade of tall, fit men in our home.
Our home was small and had very thin walls. When I'd arrived home that summer, I found my bedroom had been rearranged so the head of my bed was against the same wall as my mother's bed. Nearly every night for those three months, I would lay in my bed listening to her crest in one orgasm after another on different cocks, night after night after night. It was torture.
Unlike my mother, I was far from desirable to the opposite sex. I was still 100% a virgin. I was short and skinny like my father. My skin was fair and my body hair was light blonde and sparse. Being 19 years old, my sex drive was off the charts. And my mother was the star of nearly all my masturbatory fantasies.
It took me a few weeks to work up the courage to peek in on my mother and her friend one evening. I'd listened to have one unusually loud orgasm and her friend didn't sound like he was going to finish anytime soon. Wearing only my briefs, I tiptoed out of my room and down the hall. I quietly got on my knees outside her bedroom door and peeked inside. I didn't have the best view, but what I saw forever changed my fantasies.
My mother was naked and on her back. I could see one breast and one leg along with the side of her face. Between her spread thighs was a man sawing his long, thick cock in and out of my mother. He was tall and fit. He had a heavy 5 o'clock shadow and his body was deeply tanned. My hand slipped into my underpants while I watched that man fuck my mother. I played with my small, skinny penis for a short time before I decided I was pushing my luck.
Very quietly, I crept back to my own room. Before climbing back into my bed, I stripped off my briefs. That night I laid naked in my bed, on my back with my legs spread wide, just like my mother was. I masturbated in time to the man's thrusts into my mother. Of course, I didn't last nearly as long as he did. I had finished, was wiped clean and tucked into bed long before he exploded inside my mother.
Shortly after that night, my mother began introducing me to every man she brought home. Shaking the hand of the man who would be fucking my mother that same night was surreal. Not long after that, my mother had me say goodbye to them too, even if that meant waking me up while I pretended to be asleep. On those nights, she would gently wake me up and I'd have to shake the man's hand and tell him it was nice to meet him. She would be wearing one of her many nightgowns that left her immense boobs unsupported. None of her nightgowns extended beyond midthigh. A few nights I could have sworn I saw the light from the hallway glisten off moisture on the insides of her thighs.
After my mother walked her friend out, she would return to my room and tuck me in before kissing me on the lips. I knew she sucked their cocks. I'd heard the sucking sounds through the wall and many of her friends even commented on her sucking skills. When she began giving me those goodnight kisses, I knew she hadn't washed her face or brushed her teeth. She would lean down and kiss my lips, whisper, "Goodnight Sweetheart." And kiss me once again. The taste of their cocks as transferred from her lips to mine. And that taste always left me rigid, even if I'd already played with myself.
After bringing two men home with her one evening and introducing me to both of them, I listened to them both have their way with mother. They went at it, off and on, for almost two hours. When they were finally finished, my mother guided them both into my bedroom while I pretended to be asleep. She woke me up with a gentle touch on my shoulder. Opening my eyes, I saw my gorgeous mother standing beside my bed in a deeply cut, upper thigh length, completely sheer white nightie. Standing on either side of her were the two men who had just made love to her.
My penis was perfectly stiff when I reached up and shook the hands of the two men who my mother had just fucked. As usual, my mother walked them out and then returned to my room. Instead of kissing me goodnight, she pulled the covers away from my body and without mentioning my underpants around one ankle and my hands on my bare erection, she climbed into my bed and laid on her back.
Looking into my eyes, she whispered, "I don't want to sleep alone tonight."
Reaching over, she took hold of the hand I'd been stroking my penis with. She slowly slid it across her stomach. She paused and while staring at me, slid my hand even lower until my fingertips encountered her well-manicured pubic hair.
I laid there beside her, she was on her back with her knees bent and her legs spread. We were looking into each other's eyes while she guided my hand lower and lower. When my fingertips felt moisture, I whimpered softly, "Mom..."
Our noses were nearly touching when she whispered, "It's okay Julian. We both know how badly you want this."
My first and middle fingers slid along either side of her thimble-sized clit, we both moaned softly. She guided my fingers to draw circles around her clit. From time to time, she guided them down lower until they slipped into her well-used pussy only to return to her clit.
"Julian, your fingers are covered in the cum of the men you just met."
Rolling my hips back, I kept my little hard-on well away from her hip. My fingers slipped beside her clit and down toward her gooey and gaping hole. Biting my lip hard, I whimpered, "It's so slippery."
"Yes, it is. I'm slippery with the cum of those two men. Have you enjoyed listening to men fuck me, Julian?"
A soft moan slipped out, "Yes."
"You like to lay in here, listening to me cum on a man's cock, don't you? You lay in here and play with your little penis while I'm being fucked, don't you?"
I whimpered softly, "Yes."
She turned her head back and forth so the tips of our noses brushed against each other. I felt her warm breath on my lips when she spoke, "Julian, Sweetheart, I have another date tomorrow night. It is with Rodney, you've met him before. He is extremely well-hung..."
My fingers were dripping with slippery cum while she continued to guide my touch. She had me moving my fingers in circles around her clit at a calm pace. Her hips had begun to grind and hump against my fingers.
"Tomorrow, we won't look for you so you can greet him. And I won't bring him in here so you can say goodbye. Julian, I'm giving you an opportunity. If you want to hide in my closet and watch me get fucked..." She paused as she lowered my hand so I could slide my fingers in and out of her sex. "Baby, if you want to watch, tomorrow is your chance."
As she uttered that last word, my mother crested in an orgasm on my fingers. Her body twitched and spasmed. She tossed her head from side-to-side on my pillow. She moaned deeply and kept my hand pressed firmly against her well-used pussy until the wave of pleasure had passed. She turned her head, kissed me gently on the lips, then rose up off my bed and made her way to the door.
While she left me laying there with cum-covered fingers and a raging erection, she said, "Your bed is too small for both of us. I'm going to sleep in my own room. Goodnight Sweetheart. I love you."
After she'd left me alone, I moved so I could lay on my back in the middle of my bed. What I encountered made me even hornier. I was laying in a wet spot. A warm, slippery wet spot in the middle of my bed. While I masturbated my skinny, pale penis with one hand, I reached down with my other and ran my fingers through the large mess I laid in. I guessed it was a mixture of my mother's juices and the cum of two men.
I ground my naked bottom into the slippery wet spot and jacked my penis off at a quick pace. At the same time, I slowly raised my other hand toward my lips. It was covered in the gooey proof of my mother's lovemaking earlier that evening. As those two fingers entered my mouth, I tasted cum for the first time. The cum of not one, but two other men and my mother. I would have reached down to scoop up more, but I was far too excited and wound up cumming all over myself.
I thought I had been quiet, but when my mother called out from her room, "Julian? Are you okay?" I knew I hadn't been successful.
I tried to sound normal when I answered, "I'm okay, Mom. Goodnight."
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Editor's note: this story contains scenes of incest or incest content.
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There was only one other car in the parking lot when I arrived for my appointment. As usual, the office lights were on, but the large glass doors were locked. While bouncing on my toes, I gingerly tapped on the door and waited impatiently. I didn't wait long, from down a hallway, my mother-in-law appeared still wearing her white lab coat over classy, black slacks and a white silk blouse. My mother-in-law, Doctor Alice Cunningham was a beautiful woman. She was tall with an exaggerated hour-glass figure and striking features. She was a mature version of my wife, Bethany.
She smiled when she saw me outside the door and waved while strutting across the waiting room in her heels. After unlocking the door, she reached out and took my hand, inviting me into her place of work. She re-locked the door and after glancing at her watch, said, "5:30 pm on the dot! You're prompt as usual, Remi!"
From what my mother has said, my father had been a big outdoorsman. I never met the man, so I couldn't say for sure. But he wanted to name me something ultra-masculine. Remington was the name he chose. But over the years, the three-syllable name was shortened to Remi. I never met another boy named Remi, but I met several girls with my name. And having never been the most masculine of boys, I liked that the masculine name my father had given me had transformed into a softer more gentle name.
Standing before my mother-in-law, I looked up into her eyes and answered, "Of course I'm on time. I would never be late for an appointment with you!"
She reached down and smacked my behind with her open palm, "You're such a little flirt! Exam room 3. You know where it is."
I giggled while dashing from the waiting room, down the hallway and into her exam room #3. The walls of the room were painted a soft pink and adorned with graphic representations of the female anatomy. The exam table itself was covered with a layer of paper and equipped with stirrups. None of this surprised me. After all, my mother-in-law was a gynecologist. But shortly after I began dating her daughter, it was decided that she would become my primary physician. I had a standing appointment with her on the first Tuesday of each month at 5:30 pm.
During my first few appointments, I changed into a pink gown that closed in the back. But the gown got in the way during my examinations and she quickly decided it would no longer be required. With the door to the exam room wide open, I quickly undressed until I was utterly bare and perched on the edge of the exam table. I no longer bothered to cover myself. To be perfectly honest, I'd come to enjoy being naked during my appointments with Alice. My penis enjoyed the time with her too. It always stood stiff as a pencil the entire time.
She walked into the room moments after I'd gotten comfortable on the exam table. She walked with purpose and carried her tablet. After setting her tablet down on the table beside my hip, she rested her hands on my bare knees and looked into my eyes.
"How have you been, Remi? Feeling okay? Anything bothering you?"
I grinned up at her and squeaked, "I'm okay."
She got a serious look on her face and asked, "Just okay? Sweetheart, what's wrong?"
Having her look into my eyes and ask that simple question was enough to open the floodgates and I began babbling at a quick pace. "Ever since I lost my job, months ago, I feel like Bethany is losing interest in me. I looked really hard for a new job. But everything I found that I thought was interesting, Bethany told me not to apply for."
When I paused for a moment to catch my breath, Alice interjected, "You poor thing! And you do so much to try and please my daughter. You clean the entire house, you cook all the meals, you do the laundry. For goodness sake, you even get all of your body hair waxed away because she prefers you to be smooth as a baby's bottom." Her eyes casually wandered over my pale, hairless skin before asking, "When was your last waxing? Your skin looks amazing as usual. You really do have the skin any dermatologist would love."
I squirmed on the exam table and looked up at her, "Last week, I've only been going about every other month. The more often I get waxed, the finer my hair seems to get." My mind began to race with more of what I wanted to share with her about my marriage. She had always been perfectly understanding and helpful with any problem or worry I had with Bethany. I truly valued our conversations and suggestions.
Before my mind got too far ahead of my mouth, I began rambling again. "She works so hard. She comes home late and all she wants to do is drink her brandy, kick her shoes off and watch the news. There are some nights when she hardly says a word to me!"
While putting on her stethoscope, she said, "Hmm, let me think for a moment."
She listened to my heart and lungs in four different places on my chest and four more on my back. I knew she needed me to be quiet. So I waited patiently and took deep breaths when she told me too. After hanging her stethoscope around her neck, she picked up her tablet and typed in a note on my patient's file.
After setting the tablet back down, she said, "She has been working really hard in her new position. That was a big promotion she got."
I interrupted, "I know. And I don't mean to sound whiney. But..."
She placed one of her hands on my shoulder and the other on my bare thigh. "Remi, Sweetie, I know you know." She paused before saying, "You say she just wants to put her feet up, drink that godawful brandy she likes and watch television?"
Biting my lower lip, whispered, "Yes. And then she goes to bed and falls asleep almost immediately."
My mother-in-law helped me down from the exam table and took my hand. I could tell she was thinking about my situation and I kept quiet. Together we left that room and made our way toward the front of her office. The room directly behind the reception desk was where the nurses usually weighed and measured patients and drew blood. And in that brief moment, before we turned into that room, there was a clear view of the parking lot through the huge glass windows and door. Anyone from outside could have seen me naked, holding my mother-in-law's hand.
She tapped in more notes on my file after measuring me at 5'4" and weighing 132lbs. She commented out loud, "You've put on two pounds."
I stood there naked on the scale and said, "I know! I've been so worried about me and Bethany, I can't stop eating when she isn't at home!"
Doctor Alice looked up from her tablet and declared, "I know how Bethany is, you need to stop stress eating. She wouldn't approve of you being anything except petite and skinny."
I almost started crying when I whimpered, "I know. But it's so hard!"
My penis softened quickly when she had me sit my bare bottom down on the pink plastic chair and wrapped a tourniquet around my arm. After snapping on a pair of pink gloves, she quickly found a vein and after swabbing the spot with alcohol, I squeezed my eyes shut and looked away from her. She poked me with that needle and I nearly screamed! I have always hated needles.
After she'd filled two vials with my blood, she placed a gauzy pad over the spot and then wrapped pink stretchy stuff around my arm to hold it in place. Even after hearing her remove the gloves, I was still looking away and squeezing my eyes shut. When she leaned in and kissed my cheek and whispered, "Good boy." I knew it was all over.
Taking my hand again, she led me back to exam room 3. My penis hardened quickly once again now that the blood draw was over. After helping up onto the table, I laid back and she guided my legs up into the stirrups. She fiddled with knobs until she had spread the stirrups farther apart. When properly adjusted, my legs were spread as far apart as they would go and most of my bottom hung off the edge of the table.
My mother-in-law snapped on a fresh pair of gloves, sat on her stool and rolled right between my spread legs. She first pulled a six-inch plastic ruler from her lab-coat pocket. Pulling my stiff penis toward her with an index finger, she stood it straight up before setting the ruler beside it. She then called out its length, "Three and one-quarter inches." Looking up at my blushing face, she announced, "Well below average, as usual."
I laid there blushing and giggling, my wife and her mother both knew I was terribly underendowed. And it was nice not to have to pretend I was more masculine or well-endowed than I really was.
Doctor Alice next squirted a big glob of lubricant on her gloved, index finger. While rubbing in gently around the wrinkled hole I kept hidden between my cheeks, she brought up my wife while I squirmed under her tender touch. "You even get this cute little hole bleached for her. Remi, Sweetie, when was the last time you two were intimate?"
I bit my lower lip and moaned softly when she applied just enough pressure for her fingertip to penetrate my body. We were finally getting to my favorite part of my appointments. She was focused on her work and didn't look up at me when she said, "I know you two have never had traditional sex. But this little hole is so tight! How long has it been since she's taken you with one of her strap-ons?"
Her finger was slowly sliding in and out of me. My hips were gently humping against her finger. It felt so wonderful. I almost forgot to be sad when I confessed, "It's been a long time. Before my last visit. So, it's been more than a month."
She glanced up at me and said, "You poor thing. You miss her special attention, don't you?"
I can't be sure, I think she slipped a second finger inside of me at that point. My hips began to grind more lewdly while I moaned, "Yes!! Very much!!"
Electric shocks bolted through my body and goosebumps rose up on my skin when her finger made contact with that special place inside of me. She sounded very pleased with herself when she said, "There it is. Now just relax. I need to get a sperm sample and I know you could use a little relief after going so long without being made love too." Looking up at me, with my stiff penis in our line of sight, she grinned and said, "You have been playing with yourself, haven't you?"
Alice had never asked about my masturbatory habits before. It sounds silly, I was naked and she had her fingers inside of me. But admitting I masturbated was terribly embarrassing! With butterflies in my stomach, I closed my eyes and said, "Yes, yes I have been playing with myself."
I have no idea what she was doing down there. She could have been poking it or rubbing it or ramming her finger against my prostate. Whatever she was doing, she was doing it right! My penis wasn't throbbing, it was standing straight up. Drips of my excitement were dripping down its smooth length. Teasing out my boy juices in this manner wasn't a fast process. It was a slow build and I loved every second of it.
She was looking at the drips of my juices that were oozing down my pale, smooth shaft. "Remi, Sweetie, how often have you been playing with yourself?"
I whimpered softly while my back arched deeply and a large dollop of my cream formed on the tip of my penis before making its slow descent toward my soft pouch of marbles. I tried to look at her while I answered and I was mostly successful. "At least once or twice. Sometimes I play with myself three or four times a day."
Her voice sounded deep and almost like a moan, "Sweetheart, does Bethany ever watch you play with yourself?"
Squirming on the exam table, I went on to tell my mother-in-law even more about my sex life with her daughter, "She used to. For a long time, she used to watch me put on little sexy shows for her."
Looking up from my rigid penis to my eyes, she said, "Tell me about your little sexy shows."
My back arched and I moaned softly while my penis throbbed. "They were silly. I'd dance to music and do a striptease. Once I was naked, I would play with myself. Sometimes I would use a dildo in my bottom while she watched me." I moaned out loud when her fingers touched something special inside of me. "While I was doing those sexy shows, that was when she insisted I get waxed and have my little hole bleached."
Looking right into my eyes, she said, "Your performances don't sound silly to me at all. It sounds like it was a very special time for you two." She turned her head toward one of my skinny, smooth thighs and blew her warm breath over the pale skin. "And Sweetie, a boy as cute as you should never be allowed to have body hair. And this pink hole is perfectly adorable. Bleaching it was a brilliant idea."
Doctor Alice continued to massage my prostate for a time. Before she said anything else, I knew she had a suggestion for me. "Remi, you know Bethany loves your tight, little, smooth body. Why else would she insist you keep it waxed and bleach your little hole?"
My hips rolled back to spread my cheeks further apart for her. My reply came out in a high pitch, "I don't know if she does or not anymore. She hardly looks at me!"
While jabbing her finger in and out of me and ramming it into my walnut of a gland, she said, "You're being silly. She loves your body, I know that for a fact. And if you showed your body off a little more and stopped hiding it behind baggy clothes, maybe then Bethany would pay you more attention."
I whimpered softly while my penis continued to drool out its appreciation for what Doctor Alice was doing. "But I can't afford new clothes on the allowance she gives me."
For the second time, I felt her warm breath on my bare thighs. She had leaned closer before saying, "Fewer clothes. Not new clothes." She looked up at my desperate face and went on to suggest, "I have an idea. Why don't you greet her naked at the door after work?"
Biting my lip as I felt the pressure building in my penis. I whimpered softly, "I could do that." I deliberately humped myself against her finger. "I-I-I could have her glass of brandy ready too."
Her breathing was heavy, not as labored at mine, but still heavier than usual, "That's the idea, Sweetheart. You could lead her to her chair. After she sat down, you could take her shoes off for her."
My back arched deeply and I whimpered softly, "And I could give her a foot massage while she drinks her brandy and watches the news."
Doctor Alice retrieved a small plastic cup from the nearby rolling table and positioned it beneath the pink spongey head of my penis. The moment she had it in place, my little balls popped up inside of my body and pressure began to grow at a quicker pace.
I moaned, "And when she finished her second glass of brandy, I could get the big, black strap-on. The one she loves to use that I'm not very fond of. The one that's as long as my forearm and big around as my wrist."
Her motions became quicker, those fingers against my prostate would soon make my penis give up all it had been saving. Her warm breath on the insides of my thighs and overly excited penis was like being touched by a rainbow, it was a magical feeling. Her voice was raspy when she said, "That's right, Remi. You'll walk out holding that big strap-on and ask her to please fuck you with it."
I was gripping the sides of the exam table with white knuckles. My back was arched deeply and my toes were curled up in knots. The little pouch that once held my marbles was empty, my balls having popped inside my body moments before. I began to chant in that strange high-pitched voice, "Alice! Alice!"
She spoke in a soft voice, "Just relax, Remi. Let it happen."
I inhaled deeply and then it happened. It wasn't like a normal orgasm. It was like I was peeing, but it felt better than that, but nowhere near as good as a real orgasm felt. Pearly white cream oozed out of my penis and dribbled into the plastic cup my mother-in-law held in her hand. She kept nudging and poking and teasing my prostate until the drizzling came to an end.
Laying there, I was still perfectly erect. And my level of arousal had only barely decreased. I was still a very horny young man. My mother-in-law put a lid on the cup and wrote my name on the paper label. She leaned in close between my legs, wiped the excess lubricant from between my cheeks with tissues and asked, "Are you okay, Sweetheart?"
Whimpering softly, "Yes. I'm wonderful. Thank you."
She smiled and while helping me out of the stirrups and off the table, she led me out of the exam room and toward the back of her office. While we made our way to the restroom, she said, "Remi, I'm going to get my nails done after we're done here. Why don't you join me? A manicure and pedicure would do you some good."
Holding her hand, I looked up at her and squeaked, "I'd like that very much."
"Good. I'm sure Bethany will notice you're paying extra attention to your appearance too."
She walked me right up to the toilet. A plastic cup with a label was waiting for my urine sample on a nearby metal shelf that passed through a small doorway into the next room. After lifting the seat, she stood behind me and took hold of my still stiff penis. I held my arms out to my sides to keep them out of the way. She pointed my penis into the bowl and said, "Only let out a little bit. Just enough to rinse out the impurities."
My pee shot out quickly and I rose up on my tiptoes when I squeezed the flow off. Alice tore open an alcohol swab and wiped the pink, squishy head of my penis. The sensation of the alcohol evaporating off my sensitive skin made me squirm and throb. Taking my penis in one hand and the cup in the other, she reached around my body and after aiming my stiff, little prong into the cup, she whispered, "Let it go, Remi."
Biting my lower lip, I relaxing the muscles and began filling the cup. When she'd collected enough, her lips brushed against my ear when she said, "Stop for one second." When I'd cut off the flow again, she placed the cup on the metal shelf. Aiming my penis back into the bowl, her lips brushed against my ear one last time, "You can finish now, Remi." I stood there at the toilet with my mother-in-law behind me, aiming my penis into the bowl while I emptied my bladder.
When I'd finished, she dabbed me dry with a few sheets of toilet tissue. I stood nearby while she put the lid on the cup, removed her gloves and washed her hands. Before she'd finished drying her hands, I said, "I'm going to do it. If I get home in time, I'll answer the door naked for Bethany. I'll serve her a glass of brandy and give her a foot massage while she watches the news. And then I'll bring out that giant strap-on and ask her to make love to me with it."
She turned to face me and took me in her arms for a warm embrace. She spoke with a soft voice, "I know a young man who is going to get lucky tonight."
I returned her embrace and said, "I hope so!"
Leading me back to the exam room, she stood by and watched until I had dressed. I then did as I'd been told and waited in the lobby while she finished up a few things and closed down her office. She soon came to join me and after turning off the lights, she locked the door behind us. Taking my hand in hers, she guided me to her car. "We might as well ride together. I'll drop you off her after we're done at the nail salon."
I slipped into the passenger's seat of her luxury car and she closed the door after I'd buckled myself in. My eyes followed her as she made her way around the front of the car. Once behind the wheel, she drove us away from her office and toward the upscale nail salon she frequented. We chatted about different things I could do in order to attract Bethany's attention. The one topic that kept popping up was my nudity. Alice and I both decided the more time I spent naked in Bethany's presence, the better!




Alice parked her car near the door to the nail salon. The moment we stepped into the building, the pretty receptionist greeted my mother-in-law by name.
She introduced me with a warm smile, "Hello Crystal. This is my son-in-law, Remi. Do you have anyone available to give him a manicure with acrylic extensions, pedicure, and gel polish all around?"
I was shocked that my mother-in-law announced I would be getting extensions and polish, but I knew better than to speak up. I would never do anything to jeopardize my relationship with her. I just lowered my chin and accepted that when I left this building, I would have long, polished nails.
The pretty receptionist grinned while her eyes looked me up and down. "Talk about perfect timing. We just had a cancellation. We can easily squeeze him into our schedule."
We hadn't even sat down when a woman came out to collect the two of us. They only had one pedicure station open, so Alice and I were immediately separated. She went for her manicure while I was dropped off with a mature woman who would take care of my pedicure. I quickly learned she hardly spoke English at all. So our conversation was extremely limited.
I climbed up on the raised pedicure chair and the woman removed my shoes and socks. She guided my bare feet into a bath of very warm water and excused herself to let them soak. When she returned, she smiled at me while taking a seat on a low stool at my feet. Pulling one of my feet from the water, she dried it with a small towel. She then closed half the cover which allowed my other foot to remain soaking while she worked on the first. For the next 15 minutes, she scraped away any trace of callous on that foot. She trimmed my toenails and addressed my cuticles.
She then drained the water from the footbath. After drying off my other foot, she refilled the tub with more hot water and had me soak my first foot again. She spent the next 15 minutes addressing the callouses, nails, and cuticles on that foot. Switching the places of my feet again, she fine-tuned the cuticles and filed my toenails. She drained the water again before filing those nails and further addressing the cuticles.
The moment she had finished, a young woman brought a small bottle of brilliant, pink, sparkly nail polish. After chatting with the woman who was working on me in a foreign language, she spoke directly to me. "Your mother-in-law chose this color for you. It's going to look really cute against your pale skin."
Biting my lower lip, I answered in a soft voice, "Yes, it will. Thank you."
The girl grinned at me and walked away. She returned a moment later with a strange gun-like light and a second bottle of clear polish. My pedicure lady went right to work. She polished one foot at a time. Two coatings of the pink, sparkly polish went on first. After each one, she shined the light on them for a few moments. The third and fourth coatings were of the clear, glossy polish, she shined the light on each one of them too. When she was finished, I was stunned at just how pink, sparkly and feminine my little foot looked. I couldn't stop staring at it. Before I knew it, she had finished my other foot and I couldn't stop smiling while I stared down at my wiggling toes.
The woman picked up my shoes and socks and placed them in a plastic bag. She left me sitting there while she walked across the salon to talk to the lady working on Alice. I watched Alice talking to the lady working on her and quickly figured out she was bilingual. The three of them took turns talking and soon my lady walked away toward the back of the salon. She appeared moments later carrying a pair of pink flip-flops with a raised heel.
She sat on the stool and slipped the flip-flops onto my cute, little feet. She held out her hand and I took it as I stepped down from pedicure chair. The woman laid her hand gently on my back to guide me to my assigned manicure station. I flip-flopped across the salon and felt every eye in that building watch me mince my way to a manicure.
On the way, I passed Alice who was now on her way for her pedicure. She smiled, "Cute toes! If she didn't explain the reason for the flip-flops, they don't like you to wear socks or shoes after you get fresh polish."
I giggled, "I thought it was something like that."
I took a seat in front of a small table, behind which sat a pretty, young girl who did indeed speak English. My pedicure lady had brought along the bottle of polish and the bag containing my shoes. The young girl went right to work. She scrubbed, trimmed and filed my nails and trimmed back my cuticles. From a drawer, she pulled out a set of artificial nail tips. She worked from my left pinky finger to my right, applying a long nail tip to each of my fingers.
When she'd nearly finished with my first hand, I was about to ask why the tips were so long. When she offered, "Your mother-in-law, Alice, she insisted you get glamour length. I don't usually do nails as long as I'm leaving yours. Have you ever had nails before?"
I slowly shook my head and whispered, "No."
She made a funny face and said, "Well, they may be a little sore for a day. And until you get used to them, you'll probably have trouble picking things up, doing buttons, and other simple tasks."
When I didn't say anything, she went on to offer, "But your hands are going to look amazing once I'm finished."
She worked on one finger at a time. She first applied a primer to each nail, but not the tip. With a brush, she dipped it in a liquid and then through a small dish of powder. She had a small glob of stuff that she brushed onto my fingernail and then worked at it with the brush and a plastic tool until she was satisfied. She went back for two more globs and worked them onto my nail also. When she was finished, it already looked like a real nail.
With a file, she adjusted the shape of the tip but left it extending beyond my fingertip by nearly half an inch. With that same nail file, she buffed off the entire surface of the nail. When she was sure there were no bumps or grooves, she used a rectangular white buffing block to give it a nice smooth finish. By the time she was finished, my nail was ready a little sore. From there she moved onto my other nine nails.
When the acrylic extensions had been applied, she polished each of them in the same manner as my toenails. Two coats of color and two glossy overcoats, after each coating, my finger spent time under a UV light to set it in place.
It had taken well over an hour to finish the process and as I rose up from the chair and made my way to join Alice in the waiting area, I couldn't stop looking at my hands. They didn't look like my hands any longer. The fingers were thin and the bright, pink, sparkly polish popped against my pale skin like an explosion of color. Between the appearance of my finger and toenails and the sound of my flip-flops, I didn't feel at all like the same boy who had entered that salon. I was a softer, gentler, cuter version of that boy.
After Alice had settled the payment and we made our way back to her car, she paused before opening the passenger door for me. "Remi, Sweetheart, your little hands and feet look adorable! If you weren't married to my daughter, I'd take you home with me and keep you all to myself!"
Leaning back against her car, I felt my penis stiffen anew when she placed her hands on either side of my shoulders and leaned close to me. I whispered softly, "You're teasing me, Alice."
Our noses were touching when she whispered, "I am definitely not teasing and I cannot stop thinking about you putting on a sexy show for me. If you weren't married to my Bethany, I swear I'd claim you as my own."
I whimpered softly while my penis throbbed in my pants. We seemed to stand there for quite a long time, looking into each other's eyes. All too soon, she reached down opened the door for me. As I slipped into the seat, she took hold of my seat belt, leaned over me and buckled me in. While she did, my face was pressed into her deep, perfumed cleavage. She lingered there, taking her time buckling my belt and I didn't mind at all.
When she rose up out of the car, her face was flushed and so was mine. My little penis was perfectly stiff and I squirmed in my seat as I watched her strut around the car. During the drive back to her office, I timidly asked, "Alice, if I wasn't with Bethany, would you really..."
She cut me off and without looking away from the road, said, "Yes. I would. I'd keep you in Bethany's old room. And you'd be lucky if you ever wore clothes again."
I reached down to give my little erection a squeeze but quickly pulled my hand away after bumping my long nail against myself. It was very sore! Alice saw me jerk my hand away and immediately knew what had happened.
"Your nails are going to be sore for a day or so. You're going to need to be careful with them. And it's going to take some time to get used to that length. You're going to be a little clumsy until then."
Holding my arms out straight and bending my wrists backward to examine my nails again, I said, "They do look cute, don't they? Do you think Bethany will approve?"
She reached over and laid her open palm on my thigh. Glancing to me quickly before returning her eyes to the road she said, "Yes, they do look very cute. And if Bethany doesn't approve, you can always come live with me."
I giggled and squirmed in my seat, "I never knew you were a homewrecker!"
She squeezed my thigh and said, "All kidding aside, if you ever need a place to stay, even for just a night or two to getaway, you can always call me. Bethany's old room will always be ready for you. And Remi, I wasn't kidding about keeping you naked."
I squirmed in my seat when her hand began to work its way up my thigh. I giggled, "Why am I not surprised! It already seems like I'm naked around you most of the time we're together." Her hand stopped moving just before she bumped into my petite erection.
We drove in silence for a few blocks before she asked, "What time does Bethany usually get home?"
I nibbling on my lip while I thought about it, "Lately, she's been getting home around 7:30."
"I have an idea. Why don't I drive you home and help get you ready for Bethany's arrival? With your new nails, you may need some assistance." She gently squeezed my thigh, "We can worry about your car tomorrow. What do you think?"
I giggled, "I think that's a great idea!"
Alice turned at the next intersection and headed toward my home. It wasn't far and she soon parked her car in the spot where I usually kept mine. She helped me out of her car and even fished my keys out of my pocket. While her hand was in there, she tickled my stiff penis through my pocket lining. We'd barely stepped inside and closed the door when Alice turned me to face her.
She began to undress me right there in the kitchen! Her voice was calm and cool, "First things first, we need to get you out of these silly clothes!" I stood there and did as I was told: raise your arms, slip off your flip-flops, step out of our pants and underwear. I did exactly as I was told until I stood naked in my kitchen with my mother-in-law.
With my clothes under one arm, she took my hand with the other and led me to my bedroom. After putting my clothes away, she casually sorted through the things on top of Bethany's dresser. Reaching out, she picked up a bottle of perfume from her collection. The bottle she chose happened to be one I'd bought for my wife. But Bethany thought the soapy-sweet smell was too juvenile for her. It had sat on her dresser untouched until the moment Alice picked it up.
"Come here, Remi. This scent will be perfect for you!"
I shivered but didn't object. Taking small steps until I stood just in front of Alice. She spritzed the pink-hued perfume across each of my wrists, my collarbones, on both of my butt cheeks and the little pouch that contained my marbles. Instead of putting the bottle back where she'd found it, she crossed the room and placed it on top of my dresser. When she turned to face me, she said, "Don't worry Remi-dear, I'm sure Bethany will love that scent on you. And if she doesn't, you can always call me!"
My little penis was perfectly stiff, my long fingernails were polished the same sparkly pink color as my toenails. I'd been heavily spritzed with a feminine perfume and I was preparing to greet my wife in a very special way. All with the help of Alice, my mother-in-law.
She casually asked, "Remi, where does Bethany keep her strap-on collection?"
I shivered with shame. Alice was about to see all of the strap-ons that Bethany had made love to me with! My mouth went dry when I pointed and uttered, "The-the bottom drawer of her nightstand."
Alice smiled, knelt down and opened the drawer. I didn't see her face but I heard her say, "Oh my!"
On top of everything else in the drawer was Bethany's huge, plug-into-the-wall, Hitachi vibrator. Of every toy in that drawer, her vibrator was the only one that had been used in the recent past. Alice picked it up and before laying it on our bed, said, "I've got one just like this!"
Going back to the drawer, she first pulled out our large bottle of lubricant. Setting it carefully on our bed, she then pulled out all three of my buttplugs and arranged them by size alongside the lubricant. I was so embarrassed! She knew those didn't belong to her daughter. She knew each of those plugs had spent time in my bottom!
Alice then started to lay out Bethany's collection of strap-on dildos. There was a total of five of them. Like my buttplugs, she arranged them in order of size. The big, black, scary one was on the bottom of the drawer. When she pulled it out, she gasped loud enough for me to hear her. She turned to face me and held the massive phallus by its straps.
Her voice sounded concerned when she asked, "I can see why you don't like this one. It is huge! Goodness gracious, it has to be more than a foot long and as big around as a baseball!" She stared at the giant strap-on for several long seconds before saying, "My daughter does prepare you for this, doesn't she? She takes her time and loosens you up, right?"
Biting my lip and looking down at my polished toes, "Sometimes she does. And sometimes she doesn't. It sort of depends on the type of day she had at work."
While still holding the giant, black cock by its straps, she took me in her arms and embraced me. I hugged her back and we held each other for a good long time. When she released me, she stepped back, glanced at her watch and said, "We still have time. Let's get you loosened up before she gets home." She stood up and suggested I lean over the bed while she helped to prepare me for the strap-on my wife would use on me later that evening.
I stood there stunned for a few moments. Alice, my mother-in-law had just offered to prepare me for my wife. I shivered with excitement. But that excitement was short-lived. An image of Bethany appeared in my mind. I quickly rationalized that what Alice and I were about to do wasn't really cheating. She was preparing me to be made love to by my wife. We weren't going to make love. She was only going to use a dildo on my bottom to stretch me open a little. It wasn't cheating at all.
Bending at my waist and rolling my hips up high, I looked across the room and had a perfect view of myself and Alice in the mirrors on our closet doors. She first applied an ample amount of lubricant between my cheeks, even dipping her bare finger inside me. After I was sufficiently lubed, she chose the smallest strap-on and lubed up its petite length and girth. Holding the flesh-colored phallus in her hand, I watched in the mirror as she gently and patiently penetrated me with its entire length.
When the entire length of the dildo was inside of my body, all thoughts of Bethany left my mind. I squeaked, "Alice!! Oh!! Alice!!"
Her voice was soft and gentle, "Does it feel nice, Remi?"
I was bouncing on my tip-toes while squeaking, "Yes!! It feels wonderful!!"
With the straps hanging loosely, she held the dildo against her sex and slowly withdrew it and then slid it back in. I squirmed and moaned on the bed while watching Alice, my mother-in-law make love to me with a strap-on. I was losing my mind with desire!
"Remi, Baby, we need a towel. Where do you keep your hand towels?"
Rolling my hips up high, I whimpered, "In the closet in the bathroom. Second shelf. Use a black one. Those are the ones we use for things like this."
She gently sunk the length of the strap-on all the way inside of me. When she let go of it, the straps hung down and brushed against the backs of my thighs. She tickled my butt cheeks before saying, "Don't go anywhere! I'll be right back!"
While she was retrieving a towel, I couldn't stop humping myself against the side of the comforter-covered mattress. I had to concentrate hard to keep the dildo inside of my well-lubed and bleached wrinkled hole. I watched her reflection in the mirror as she had re-entered the room and laid the towel out on the bed. Taking hold of the dildo still buried inside of me, she slowly slid it almost all the way out before sliding it back in.
Her voice was still soft and gentle when she said, "It's coming out, Remi." And she then slowly pulled it all the way out and laid it on the towel. Wasting no time, she quickly lubed up the next bigger, bright red dildo and used an edge of the towel to clean her fingertips.
She held the dildo against her hips with the straps dangling down. While aiming it right between my cheeks, she looked at our reflection in the mirror. Her voice was raspier and deeper than before when she said, "Remi, Sweetheart, I could get used to this."
She gently pushed her hips forward and continued to use her hips until my wrinkled hole had stretched around the neck of the dildo. Rising up on my tip-toes and rolling my hips up as high as I could, I whimpered, "Me too. I could get used to doing this with you too. You go slow and gently. It's really, really nice."
Once I'd adjusted to the thicker dildo, Alice held the base of it firmly against her pubic mound while gently burying its entire length inside of me. I moaned deeply when her hips bumped against my bottom. Goosebumps rose up all over my body. I was standing on my tiptoes and I was scratching at the bedcovers with my long fingernails, ignoring the pain from my recent manicure. Alice rocked her hips backward while withdrawing most of the dildo from inside me. As she pushed forward and began to slowly make it disappear inside of me, she moaned, "Baby Boy, this is amazing. Damn, I didn't think I'd enjoy it this much."
All I could do was moan softly while watching our reflection in the mirror. Behind my pale, smooth, naked body stood my beautiful and fully-clothed mother-in-law. She was holding a strap-on dildo that my wife made love to me with, against her pubic mound and was making love to me with it. It felt like a dream, a very erotic, very nasty, very wet dream.
She rubbed my back with her free hand and whispered, "Get ready, Sweetie. We're going to change to the next bigger one."
I took a deep breath while she slowly slid that dildo out from inside my bottom. As it left, I felt empty and eager for more. I watched in the mirror as she picked up the next two strap-ons. She spoke out loud, "These two are close to the same thickness. But this one is longer. We'll skip this short one and use this one instead."
While reaching for the lubricant, I timidly suggested, "Alice, do you... I mean... would you... um, do you want to put that one on first?"
She looked at my reflection in the mirror and said, "Yes I would." She then sat on the bed and slipped her legs through the straps. Standing up, she pulled it into place and snugged the straps down. She looked so sexy being fully dressed with that neon pink phallus gutting out from her sex. Her face was deeply flushed and the nubs of her stiff nipples poked lewdly against her silk blouse. I bit my lip while watching her lube it up. Stepping up behind me, she took the time to re-lube my gaping hole.



Moving in close, I felt the unyielding head of the dildo bump against my tingling hole. I rolled my hips up high and stood on my tiptoes. Alice pushed forward until the tip of the thick dildo had stretched me wide open. Laying her hands in the crook of my hips, she slowly and gently pulled the two of us together. Watching our reflection in the mirror, a deep moan left my hips and I gripped the bedcovering tightly in fists. The pain of my new nails shot up my arms, but I didn't let go, I couldn't.
Alice groaned, "Baby Boy, this can't be the only time we do this. Sweet Remi, we're going to have to do this again and again and again."
I squeaked, "Yes!! All the time!! Alice!!"
Still holding my hips, Alice rocked her hips back and most of the dildo left my body. Without pausing, she changed directions and began to slowly bury it back inside of me. I was gasping for breaths and squealing in a high pitch each time it was all the way in or most of the way out. She knew exactly what my body wanted, what my body needed.
Until that afternoon, I'd always thought what Bethany did to me was making love. But Alice showed me what being made love to should have been like. What Bethany had always done to me was fucking. She never reapplied lubricant and simply jackhammered the strap-on in and out of me until she grew tired. Even while using the same dildo, Bethany had never brought me to the levels of pleasure that Alice was introducing me too.
She made love to me for a solid half an hour, she paused to reapply lubricant four times. I'd been brought to the verge of orgasm more than a dozen times. But I was never allowed completion. I was told I needed to save it for Bethany. Alice kept my hips pulled away from the mattress so I would get more carried away than she wanted. She was tired, I could tell by her movements and see it in her reflection.
Eventually, she slowly pulled the entire length of that dildo out from inside of me while we watched each other's reflection in the mirror. She quickly regained her composure and while sliding the strap on off of her body, she said, "We have to get busy, Remi. Bethany will be home soon."
I was left naked, bent over our bed with a very stiff penis and a gaping bottom. I was hornier than I'd ever been before, my mother-in-law had just made love to me! When I found the strength to stand up, Alice was already in the bathroom cleaning the strap-on's she'd penetrated me with. Looking to the mirror, I saw the light reflect off my toenails and my attention was drawn back to the new look of my finger and toenails. Raising a wrist to my nose, I took a quick sniff of my perfume and couldn't help but smile.
Alice walked back into the room carrying the three strap-on's she'd just cleaned and dried. I turned to face her, the first thing she looked at was my stiff, pink prong of a penis. It was standing straight up and anxious for attention. Alice walked close to me, reached down and drug her fingernail up along the scar of my circumcision. I whimpered desperately as a large drop of my excitement formed on the head of my penis before beginning its slow descent down my smooth shaft.
"Remi, I think it would be best if you didn't mention what we just did to Bethany. And Sweetheart, I'm going to talk to her about having you spend every Friday and Saturday night with me. That would free up her weekends and allow the two of us to spend some quality time together."
I bounced on my tiptoes a few times while answering in a soft voice, "I'd like that very much."
She leaned down and for the first time, kissed me on my lips. It was a soft, gentle, bunny kiss. But a kiss nonetheless. With her lips still brushing against mine, she whispered, "I thought you would. And I'm going to enjoy shopping for strap-ons."
We worked together and got everything prepared for Bethany's arrival. We put all of our sex toys away, except for the longest, thickest black one that was Bethany's favorite. We left that one laying on the bed beside the bottle of lubricant. I cleaned my backside and wiped up all the evidence of my encounter with Alice. Moving into the kitchen, I didn't need to get the step stool, Alice retrieved a giant, balloon glass for Bethany's brandy. I rose up on my tiptoes and carefully brought down the expensive liquor. I poured the amber liquid into the huge glass until it was a quarter filled.
Dashing to the living room, I turned on the TV and switched it to Bethany's preferred news station. Alice followed me around, grinning and giggling while I quickly tidied up the entire house. As I finished, Alice glanced at her watch and said, "I need to get going. Bethany will be home soon."
I nibbled on my lip while holding her hand walking her out. She turned to face me before opening the door. Leaning down, she kissed my lips, just as gently as before. In a soft voice, she said, "I hope Bethany is gentle with you tonight. I hope you have a wonderful time." She kissed me one last time before saying, "And Remi, I can't wait to pick you up on Friday. We'll spend the entire weekend together. I know Bethany will love the idea."
Standing there before my mother-in-law, naked, with a freshly made-love-to bottom and a very stiff penis, I really wanted her to take me home with her now. But I did love Bethany. And I really was excited to see what she would do when I greeted like I was. My hips squirmed from side-to-side. I whispered, "I know Bethany will enjoy having her weekends to herself too. I guess I'll see you on Friday."
She smiled down at me while opening the door, "Yes you will. And Remi, don't bother packing a bag. You'll be spending the entire weekend naked."
I bounced on my tip-toes and giggled, "I can't wait!!"
Alice then smiled at me, turned and walked out the door toward her car. I stood naked in the doorway, which was shielded from our neighbors by a large hedge, and watched her drive away. My little penis throbbed hard as if saying goodbye to her in its own special way.
As soon as her car was out of sight, I closed the door and made my way back to the bedroom. I spritzed myself with the pink-hued perfume once again before returning to the kitchen. I had just picked up the large glass of brandy when I heard a car pull into our driveway. I peeked out the lace curtain and my stomach did somersaults as I watched my wife rise up out of her sports car. Before coming inside, she walked around the car and got her purse and briefcase from the passenger's seat.
With all of her things in hand, she walked toward the door. She looked tired. I guessed she'd had a long day. I hoped how I was about to greet her, my new nails and scent would cheer her up. Bethany had been reaching for the knob at the exact same moment I threw open the door. I stood before her and exposed my skinny, pale, hairless body with my long fingernails with brilliant pink polish that perfectly matched my toenails and the subtle scent of the soapy-sweet perfume she'd chosen never to wear herself.
In my sweetest voice, I squeaked, "Welcome home, Bethany!"



        Mommy Denise

        His wife returns from a trip and everything changed.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mommy-denise

Title: Mommy Denise

Author: fantaseeboy

Category: Fetish

Description: His wife returns from a trip and everything changed.

Tags: cuck, smooth, look-a-like, submissive, complex, femdom, cuckold, mommy, shave




My wife Denise is very pretty with perfect hazel eyes, giant tits with dark, saucer-sized nipples, wide hips, thick thighs and stands more than 5 inches taller than me when she's barefoot. When looking at photographs of my mother when she was a few years younger, there are striking similarities between the two of them. After meeting my mom for the first time, she knew I had a bit of a 'mommy complex' and she asked me about it constantly. Before long she instigated our special taboo roleplay, which I enjoyed far more than I like to admit. If the moisture between her thighs was any indication, she enjoyed it just as much as I did.
Over time and after indulging in our roleplay several times each week, the entire balance in our marriage shifted. At the beginning of our marriage, we discussed issues of concern openly. A few months into our marriage and shortly after one of my mother's visits, Denise began making those decisions on her own. I really didn't mind. She was the breadwinner in our household anyway. It seemed like the natural thing to happen.
She didn't miss the fact of how willingly I slipped into a role in our marriage where I made very few decisions. We talked about it a few times and I had difficulty explaining why it happened. She soon began making 'suggestions' throughout our normal lives. I think she was testing me to see how far I would go. I knew what she was doing and completed each of her 'suggestions' with a smile. No matter if she 'suggested' I clean up the kitchen or if it was to go to the men's room in a restaurant we were eating at, removing my underpants and bringing them back to her at the table. I always did it with a smile and sometimes a deep blush.
As our roleplay grew out of our bedroom and into our day to day lives, Denise began doing things my mother did for when I lived with her. She began choosing what I would wear each day. She scolded me when I said a curse word. A list of my chores appeared on the refrigerator one morning. The debit card disappeared from my wallet and I began receiving an allowance based on how well I completed my chores. If I ran out of money before allowance was due to be paid, I had to (literally) beg her for more. Of course, my next allowance would be reduced by whatever I'd borrowed.
Denise teased me constantly when my mother came to visit. She embarrassed me every chance she got. She scolded me if I happened to say a curse word, right there in front of my mom. She did things like backing me against our bedroom wall, undoing my pants and taking my penis in her hand. She would ask me what I thought my mom would do if I were to walk out to her naked. She insisted on cutting up any meat that was served to me at a meal, telling my mom that I struggled when using a knife. She had me call her mommy whenever my mother was out of the room. And had me eat her to orgasm each and every night. While I was left unfulfilled and forbidden to masturbate.
Twice a year my wife needed to travel across the country for her work. Those trips usually lasted two weeks. The morning before she left on her most recent trip, she handed me the envelope with my allowance money for both weeks. But also inside this envelope, there was also a letter. The letter 'suggested' I go without a single orgasm until she returned. I could masturbate all I liked, but I shouldn't let myself cum, not even once. The note also told me exactly how she wanted me to present myself upon her return. I was to remove my body hair except for a small triangle of short pubic hair pointing down, or completely smooth if I messed up. I was also to be sitting naked on the stairs right beyond our front door. So when she entered our home, I'd be the first thing she'd see.
During my first week alone, I tried to keep myself occupied to keep my mind off not being able to cum for two weeks. But my mind was never allowed to wander for long. She called me at least three times a day and whispered words into the phone she knew would make me horny. Before saying 'goodbye', she always encouraged me to strip down and rub myself. But she also made me promise not to cum without her. By the end of the first week, I was going insane with desire. I was a walking erection. I couldn't get sex off my mind. I'd never needed to cum so badly.
The second week was sheer torture. Her emails, phone calls, and texts were keeping me constantly aroused. But somehow I made it through the entire 14 days with spilling a single drop of cum. She told me oozing precum didn't count.
The day she was due to finally arrive home, I was awoken with a call from her. She wanted to remind me about the note, and how I should present myself for her return home. I began with a long hot bath and struggled not to 'touch' too much as I washed carefully. Removing my body hair was its own adventure. When I tackled my pubic area, I nicked my scrotum and think I actually screamed. For the first time in days, I wasn't wildly horny. I tried, I really, really tried to form a triangle pointing down. But there was no way I could make it happen. So, by the end of my bath, I was completely smooth from my eyelashes down, I had a half a dozen small squares of toilet paper sticking to various parts of my body trying to stop the bleeding and the tub was full of little bits of hair. Not to mention I was considering making a run to the emergency room to make sure I didn't need stitches in my scrotum. But it eventually stopped bleeding and really wasn't that noticeable after it did. It had taken me three times as long as I thought it would and I kept finding myself in the most unusual positions trying to get every single hair. In the end, I'd gone through a package and a half of her pink disposable razors and a can and a half of her feminine shaving cream.
Looking in the full-length mirror behind the bathroom door was a shock. I'd always heard that shaving your pubic hair would make your penis look bigger. It's a lie. It definitely didn't look bigger, if anything it looked smaller. I had always been kind of proud of my almost 4" long penis. But now, even hard, it looked like a pinky finger pointing out of my groin.
The image of myself in the mirror stuck in my mind until later that afternoon when I stripped naked and perched myself on the stairs. I took my appointed seat 20 minutes after she was due to land. At that moment she should be walking to the car in the lot. With 5 minutes to get out of the lot and a 25-minute drive home, I had a half an hour to tease myself into a frenzy before she opened that door. I sat there, barely touching my rigid penis, watching the juices ooze down its length. Thankful that the desperation and waiting would finally come to an end. It was quite unnerving to be sitting right in front of a door, in my condition, knowing that the door would fly wide open soon. I jumped each time I heard a car approach the house.
When her car finally did pull into the driveway, I nearly squirted at the sound of it. I leaned back on my elbows on the step behind me, spread my legs as wide as the staircase would allow and tried to look as sexy as possible. The core of my body ached for her to walk through that door. I listened closely for the car door to close, but my concentration was interrupted by a garbage truck or something passing by our home. I struggled with all my might to hear a sound from her, but there was only the noise of the truck out there. I was really tempted to run upstairs and throw my clothes back on. But using every ounce of my courage, I remained right where I had been told. When her key hit the lock I nearly had a heart attack. Juices were freely running down my penis. I was literally shaking with excitement.
As the door was flying open, goose-bumps rose all over my body, I threw my arms into the air and squealed, "Welcome home!"
There stood the love of my life, but she was different. While standing in the doorway, it was definitely Denise, I would know her anywhere. But she looked more like my mother than ever before. While she was away, she had had her hair cut, dyed and styled to perfectly match my 'younger' mother from the photo albums. She was stunning. She was nearly an exact duplicate of my mother and I was amazed. Even the dress and shoes she wore looked like they popped out of those albums. The only difference in the dress was the neckline, the dress Denise wore left far more of her cleavage exposed than my mother ever would. It was while I stared at her massive cleavage that I realized her wedding ring was dangling from a chain around her neck.
When she set her suitcases down and held her arms open, I jumped up and ran to her. Burying my face in her cleavage, my nose against the ring I'd once slipped on her finger. She rubbed my naked back and told me how glad she was that she was home. My voice muffled from talking into her boobs, I told her I was glad she was home too. I told her she looked gorgeous. And I told her I loved her.
She gently pulled me away from her boobs, and while laying her hands on my shoulders and pressing downward, she said, "Why don't you give mommy a proper Welcome Home kiss?"
She leaned back against the door as I dropped to my knees. Looking up at her one last time, I found it hard to believe how much she looked like my mom! She lifted the hem of her dress with both hands exposing her groomed, meaty pussy. The plump lips swelled up with excitement and her large clit poking out proudly. I dove in and began with gentle kisses up and down her thick thighs. Eventually winding up where I was meant to be, right between her legs. Tilting my head back a little, I scooted forward even closer and covered her swollen lips with wet kisses and licks. When she shifted her hips forward, I rose to meet her and took that fat clit between my lips and made love to it with my tongue.
The whole time I was feasting on her pussy, I couldn't get my mom out of my mind. It was as if I was eating her and not Denise. When she let her dress fall around me, it became even more intense. My mind was running wild, the taste, the smell, the feeling of her pussy on my tongue, it was my mom. I was eating my mom's pussy.
Her clit is bigger than my thumb to the first knuckle. So taking it in my mouth and sucking on it is like giving a blowjob to a small penis. Puckering my lips together, I sucked her button into my mouth and teased it with the tip of my tongue. Then released it. Only to pull it back into my mouth again. Pausing only to slide my tongue along between her lips, dipping it into her love, and returning to her button again.
Kneeling there on the floor, just inside the front door of our home, hairless, naked and desperately horny, I ate my mother, I mean my wife, for all I was worth. I lost track of time and focused on making Denise orgasm as best I could. By the time she pushed me away, my entire face was drenched and she'd cum twice. I stayed kneeling before her while she let her dress fall back into place and caught her breath.
Now standing before me, my wife looked radiant, and completely dressed while I remained on the floor, not even covered by body hair. She held out her hand and helped me to stand before sending me to the bathroom to wash my face. I dashed down the hall and quickly washed my face and brushed my teeth, returning to the living room where she sat on one end of our couch.
She looked at me, studying my body, from my toes, up my smooth legs, to my rigid penis and up to my bare chest and arms. When she made eye contact with me, she smiled and said, "You look perfectly delicious. I believe I'm going to keep you like this all the time. You've never looked so adorable."
I never kept anything from her, I'd always been completely open and honest. But standing there without even body hair to hide behind, I felt utterly and truly exposed. Her eyes devoured me until she finally wagged her finger and had me stand right in front of her. My knees were shaking and juices were flowing down the modest length of my penis. She reached up, took my hand and pulled me down onto her ample lap.
"You haven't said anything about my new look. Do you like it, Sweetheart?" She asked, already knowing the answer, I'm sure.
"Yes, very much. You're beautiful. You look just like..." I let the sentence trail off, not wanting to admit how much she resembled my mom.
"I know. That was the look I was going for. I have to say it turned out rather nicely." She fluffed her hair with her hand before continuing. "Sweetie, we both know you need a mommy. We've played with it our entire marriage. But I'm tired of playing. Sweetheart, I want to be your mommy all the time."
I whimpered on her lap as I squirmed. I wasn't completely sure what she meant.
She smiled and held me against her, "You're going to call your boss tomorrow and turn in your resignation. My sweet boy isn't going to work ever again. You're going to start calling me mommy all the time, no matter who might be around. And Sweetie, if you're naughty, I am going to punish you."
She only paused for a moment, just long enough to lift my chin so we made eye contact. "Most importantly, you are going to tell your 'real' mom about us. When she comes to visit or we go see her, nothing will change. You will still call me mommy. I'll choose what you will or will not wear. And even if your mom is in the same room, I will still be able to hold you on my lap just like this."
A soft moan slipped from my lips and I snuggled into her embrace. An image of me perched on Denise's lap, naked and smooth, with my real mother in the same room invaded my thoughts. A chill shot up my spine and I felt my little penis jump.
She gracefully dragged the nail of her index finger along the underside my penis. I shivered and nearly squirted from the sensation. She could tell how dangerously close to orgasm I was. Instead of teasing my denied penis more, she cupped my balls in the palm of her hand. In the softest of whispers, she said, "Sweetie, I'll give you a choice. You can your boss and quit your job. Or I can make that call for you." She gently squeezed my smooth pouch and whispered, "I know how much he intimidates you."
Biting my lip, I whispered, "Would you please call him?"
She kissed my forehead and said, "Of course I will, Sweetheart."
Her arms pulled me against her, smushing me against her soft body. She then asked how I felt about always calling her 'Mommy', no matter who may be listening. I paused when I considered this. Yes, I was beyond the normal range of horniness. But promising Denise I would always refer to her as 'Mommy' would prove to be very embarrassing! What would our friends think? What would my real mother think? I can't begin to imagine what she'd think the first time I called Denise that word! But we'd been building our lives around my mommy fetish. Beginning to call her by that word seemed to make sense. Biting my lower lip, I asked if I could try calling her, 'Mommy Denise' to start with. She hugged me tightly once again and said she thought that was a wonderful idea.
She took hold of my left hand and began to remove my wedding band. She informed me that I would no longer be needing it. But she promised to keep it somewhere safe. And as an alternative, she looped her finger and thumb around the base of my penis and suggested getting a ring for it instead! I whimpered softly and humped my hips upward.
The pad of her index finger began to slowly slide up and down along the underside of my denied penis. She nibbled on my earlobe and whispered, "Sweetheart, can you remember the last time we had conventional sex? It's been a long time. Once we make this change in our relationship, we'll never have conventional sex again. The only way you'll ever achieve orgasm is by my finger. Can you live with that Sweetie? Can you accept giving up intercourse forever? It will be exclusively finger-jobs for you."
I whimpered softly and snuggled further against her soft breasts. I whispered, "I don't know. Never again?"
She stroked my hair gently and whispered, "Never, ever."
I moaned into her breast and whispered, "Can I think about it?"
She continued to hold me and stroke my naked, hairless body with her warm hands. "Of course Sweetie. You can have all the time you need."
I whispered, "What about you? If we don't make love, how will you? I mean..."
She hushed me and explained that as my Mommy, she'd still have needs. And on occasion, she may bring home a friend to help her satisfy those needs. During those times, I'd be sent to the spare bedroom to sleep.
I pulled away from her, looking into her eyes I asked, "You'd see another man?"
She smiled and pulled my head back to her breast. "Another man? Well, you're not really a man at all. I'd bring home real men. Big, strong men with long, thick cocks. Yes, Mommy will see other men. Lots and lots of other men."
I sat naked on her lap, snuggled against her soft breasts while I remembered how I'd walked in and caught her in our bed, with other men on four different occasions. I recalled the stories she'd told me about all of the sexual escapdes she had before we were married. Deep down, I knew she had never even tried to remain faithful throughout our marriage. I'm sure she'd had dozens upon dozens of affairs. And there were all of those times when she came home from an evening out and forced me to eat her pussy. It was always so wet and messy, I tried not to believe that I was cleaning her after she'd been with someone else. But I knew. I'd always known.
Tears were forming in my eyes. She must've sensed the feelings and emotions I was trying to deal with. Very casually, she slid her dress off of her shoulders and exposed the sturdy, tan bra containing her breasts. Leaning forward, she reached behind herself and unlatched her bra. As gracefully as a ballerina, she slid the bra off her shoulders, down her arms and laid it gently on the couch beside us. Laying her hand on my head once again, I scooted off her lap, onto the couch until my head rested in her lap. She lifted her massive breasts and lowered the enormous nipple to my lips. I latched onto it and began licking and sucking on her stiff, erect nub.
Her hands began caressing my body and she whispered, "Baby, I've never been especially discreet about my affairs. But with this change in our relationship, I will not even try to hide my lovers from you. I will fuck them in my bedroom with the door wide open. Even if you're too afraid to watch another man fuck me, I want you to hear it. I'll want you to hear me cum on a man's long, thick cock."
Her fingers drifted over my body, intentionally avoiding my rigid penis, "I'd love for you to become more involved in my affairs. Wouldn't you love making the call to schedule my dates? And I think it would be sweet if you helped me choose what I'd wear for my men friends and even help me get ready to meet them? I know that would make your little penis tingle!"
While I continued to suckle from her massive breast, her finger drifted down and began to tease my neglected penis. She spoke down to me, not able to see me beneath her breast. "After my men friends leave me with a cream filled pussy, I'll call you to my room. And Sweetie, you'll do what you've done so many times before. You will crawl between my thighs and you'll kiss me in my most special place. You'll kiss, lick and clean my pussy with your mouth. You'll swallow the cum that came from a man's cock. You'll do it and you'll enjoy it, just like you always have."
I squirmed on the couch. Her fingers were teasing me and I was so close to squirting. But every time I approached my orgasm, she slowed down until I'd calmed myself. The memories raced through my mind of all the times I knew I was eating a man's cum from my wife's pussy. I remembered the creamy mouthfuls she would push out onto my tongue. My heart ached and my penis throbbed. I knew she was only telling the truth. I'd been cleaning her pussy after her affairs for as long as I could remember.



"Sweetheart, you've been eating creampies since before we were married. You knew it. You've always known. And if you're truly honest with yourself, you'll admit that you enjoy eating cum. You love the taste, the texture and the simple act of cleaning me up after I'd been with someone else."
I moaned softly and sucked harder on her nipple. She slowly dragged her fingernail up and down along the underside of my rock hard penis. My legs began to twitch and my stomach did somersaults as my orgasm grew inside of me.
At the same moment my little balls drew up inside of my body and penis throbbed hard, Denise told me to tell her what I wanted. My penis jerked hard again and a large rope of creamy cum erupted from inside me. I moaned deeply and my back arched deeply. She continued to drag her fingernails along the underside of my penis as another long rope of pearly cum shot out from the squishy pink head.
Denise whispered, "Tell me. What do you want? Sweetheart, talk to me."
I moaned in an oddly high pitch, "I want it all Mommy!"
She whispered, "Not Mommy Denise? Just Mommy?"
I squealed, "Just Mommy!" And then my hips jumped up and other long rope of my love erupted from my penis and painted a creamy line on my stomach.
My penis continued to throb and drops of my creamy love oozed out slowly. But the orgasm I had achieved subsided quickly. I moaned and pulled her giant nipple back into my mouth.
She continued to tickle my wilting penis while whispering, "That's my good boy." When my breathing had nearly returned to normal, Denise whispered, "Sweetie, Mommy made a new friend on her trip. He's waiting outside in the car and he's very excited to meet you."
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One evening, I had agreed to join a large group of friends for dinner at a local restaurant. One of my friends brought along a woman named, Ruby. I sat next to her that night and knew at first glance, we were physically complete opposites. She was a decade older than me, very tall with long, straight dark hair pulled back in a huge ponytail. She was extremely fit and obviously visited a gym on a very regular basis. She had muscle definition that I would never be able to achieve no matter how hard I tried. I, on the other hand, had curly strawberry blonde hair, a very fair complexion, stood a mere 5'3" tall and was skinny as a rail with zero muscle definition. When we shook hands after being introduced, my small hand disappeared into her massive, strong hand. She was like a giant in every way when compared to me.
We spent much of that evening getting to know each other. It became apparent that we had many of the same interests. We both loved movies, especially romantic comedies. We both appreciated a good meal. And neither of us had ever had good experiences with relationships. Ruby, because she was taller, stronger and more confident than most men. And I, because I was shorter, unusually cute for a boy and not inclined to make decisions on my own.
We exchanged phone numbers that evening and over the next few weeks, we called and texted each other at least every other day. One particular morning, she called me just as I stepped out of the shower. When I told her I was dripping wet, she chuckled and asked me to send her a selfie. With her still on the line, I held my phone out and took a quick pic of my smiling face. My usually curly hair was matted down against my head and water droplets covered my face. I attached it to a text and sent it to her. After looking at the pic, she told me she hoped I'd show her more.
Her words stunned me. I'd always had a secret exhibitionist streak. The idea of showing my naked body to anyone was my premier fantasy. But I never thought I was the sort of guy any girl or woman would want to see naked. And I'd never had the courage to let someone see my naked body. But the opportunity to do just that had arisen.
I giggled into the phone, "One sec!"
Dropping my towel, I turned to face the full-length mirror on the back of my bathroom door and struck a pose. My pale, body was wet and glistened in the light. My little, pink penis with its dusting of light blonde pubic hair was far from masculine. No, it was cute. That's the only word that would ever properly describe it. I wound up taking four pictures before I was satisfied with the result. By that time, my penis was fully erect and stood proud at just over 3-inches.
I didn't say anything on the phone. I just texted the picture to her and waited for her response.
When Ruby spoke, she was unmistakably excited and thrilled, "Oh my God! Casey, you're adorable!"
I stood there naked, looking at myself in the mirror, "Stop it."
Her voice was a bit deeper than usual when she said, "I'm not kidding. You are the cutest boy I've ever seen!"
I giggled, "Boy?"
She paused, I guessed to look at my picture again, "Let's be honest, you don't look like a man. You're too cute." Another pause, "Send me another one of your butt."
I squirmed when she asked for a second picture. It was like a dream come true. I was showing my naked body to Ruby! Turning around, I looked over my shoulder and snapped off several pictures. After sorting through them, I chose my favorite and sent it to her. Without saying a word, I took a few close-up pictures of my very erect penis. My hand was shaking when I pushed the send button with that picture attached.
The phone sat by my ear for several long moments before I heard Ruby's heavy breathing. She spoke in that same deep tone, "Casey, what are you doing today?"
I watched myself bite my lower lip in the mirror before saying, "Hopefully spending the day with you."
"I'll be by to pick you up in 20 minutes. And Casey, wear something cute for me."
Those twenty minutes went by in a blur. I finished getting ready in the bathroom and then struggled to find an outfit that was 'cute'. I tried on a dozen different things, but couldn't make a decision. I was standing in front of my closet, naked and my penis was still mostly stiff when I heard the knock on my door. I wasn't expecting anyone else, it had to be Ruby.
I'd always wanted to show my naked body to someone. That morning I'd sent pictures of it to Ruby. But now she was just outside. I nibbled on my lip as I tip-toed to my door and looked out the peephole. Ruby stood in the hallway just outside my apartment door. I summoned all my courage and turned the lock on the deadbolt. Reaching down, I slowly turned the knob and opened my door while hiding behind it.
I poked my head around the door and with her still standing in the hallway, I bit my lip and said, "I couldn't decide what to wear!" And then I stepped out from behind the door and exposed my 5'3", skinny, pale body with my thin, little, pink erection to Ruby.
She hesitated for only a split second before stepping into my apartment and closing the door behind her. Ruby looked even taller and stronger than usual while standing in my apartment. She had to be close to six feet tall! Even through the white t-shirt she wore, I could see the outline of the muscles across her shoulders, abdomen, and biceps. Her breasts seemed enormous, but I was sure they were mostly muscle. She wore black, spandex-y pants that emphasized her muscular thighs and rock-solid shins. She was a giant!
I backed into the middle of the room while still facing her. Ruby stopped approaching me when she stood several feet away. Her eyes wandered up and down my naked, pale body. Her chest was rising and falling with her heavy breathing. Even while standing there casually, she looked like she was posing for a bodybuilder competition.
She spoke with that familiar deep tone, "You don't need to wear anything. I think you look perfect just the way you are." And she took several slow, measured steps toward me.
I giggled and laced my hands behind my back to keep from covering myself with them. Looking up into her eyes, I asked, "Do you really think so? You're not teasing me, are you Ruby?"
She gently took hold of my arms and looked down into my eyes while saying, "Casey, I've never seen anyone that is even close to being as cute as you are. You are perfectly adorable. And I think it's sexy that you're not covering up at all."
I blushed and giggled while standing there glancing between her face and her chest. My voice sounded squeaky when I uttered, "I sort of always wanted to do this. You know, be naked in front of someone."
Taking my hand in hers, she guided me to my couch. After taking a seat, she pulled me down so I sat across her lap. She wrapped one of her big strong arms around my back and rested her other hand on my naked thigh, halfway between my knee and my groin.
"Am I the first girl you've ever sent naked pictures to?"
Nodding my head up and down slowly, I whispered, "Yes."
Her voice was a bit raspy when she asked, "And I'm the first girl you've ever exposed your cute, little body too?"
Biting my lip, I slowly nodded my head again and whispered, "Yes."
She leaned in close, I could feel her warm breath against my cheek and ear, "That makes me very lucky and special. Casey, Sweetheart, why did you choose me?"
I stuttered and stammered for a bit before collecting my thoughts and explaining, "When we first met, you were really nice to me. We talked all night long." I paused to swallow and try to clear my head. Her huge, warm hand was still slowly moving toward my rigid, pink erection. "Um, usually girls like you wouldn't even look at me, much less talk to me."
She squeezed my thigh gently and asked, "Girls like me?"
My back arched and I squirmed on her wide, solid lap, "Tall... pretty... smart girls."
She leaned in closer and felt her lips brush against my neck below my ear, "You forgot strong."
I whimpered softly and snuggled against her, "Yes, strong too."
Her hand was close enough that her index finger was touching my little pouch of balls. I parted my legs to give her enough room to do, whatever she wanted to do. Turning my head so I could look at her, I whispered, "I'm really glad you didn't laugh or get mad when I answered the door like this."
She smiled and slid her hand up my naked back to rest on my neck. She gently pulled me toward her while whispering, "Seeing you answer the door like that was the best surprise I can imagine. And I don't think I could ever be mad at you." Our noses were touching when she next spoke, "I'm going to kiss you now."
I whimpered softly when our lips touched. She kissed me gently several times before sliding her tongue into my mouth. With one hand behind my neck and the other so close to my desperate penis, I was in heaven. I slipped my skinny arms around her strong, muscular neck and tilted my head to the side a little. This allowed more of our tongues to dance together. We sat there for quite a long time kissing each other and not saying a single word. Ruby never moved her hand up high enough to touch my throbbing penis. Instead, she only slid her hand up and down between my legs, letting the side of her finger brush against my pouch.
Our make-out session eventually ended, but we remained close enough that our noses were touching and our lips brushed against the others. My arms were still looped around her neck and I couldn't stop myself from giggling.
Ruby spoke softly, "I could get used to this."
I whispered, "You could get used to what? Kissing me?"
She grinned and kissed my lips gently before answering, "All of it. Everything. Kissing you, having you sit on my lap naked, teasing your..." She paused mid-sentence and looked down at my erection. "Teasing your body. Teasing your penis."
I giggled, "I could get used to this too."
Her lips brushed against mine and I felt her warm breath on my skin. "I had planned on taking you to my apartment and fixing us lunch."
I bit my lip and said, "I sent you naked pictures of me. And you were going to make me lunch?"
She smiled warmly and corrected herself, "Okay, I had planned on getting you to my apartment and hoped we'd wind up in a position like this!"
I whispered, "We can still do that. I'd like to be naked in your apartment."
She kissed me gently and said, "I'd like you to be naked in my apartment too."
This time I kissed her and whispered, "I couldn't decide what to wear for you. Do you want to help me pick something out to wear for the drive to your home?"
She smiled and while I rose up off of her lap, she said, "Yes, but you're not going to wear very much! If you have to wear clothes, they're going to cover as little as possible. I prefer you to be naked."
Ruby stood up and followed me to my bedroom. Together, we went through everything hanging in my closet, every drawer in my dresser and nightstand. After seeing everything I could possibly wear, Ruby made her choice. She had a playful grin on her face when she pulled out a pair of white flip-flops and dropped them on the floor in front of me. She then opened the bottom drawer in my dresser and took out a little white speedo. I'd bought the swimsuit with the intention of visiting a tanning salon, but the fear of skin cancer scared me off.
While holding the speedo on the tip of her finger, she said, "Here you go. If anyone says anything, I'll tell them I'm taking you to the swimming pool."
I shivered as I reached out to take the suit from her offered finger. I held the suit up between us and moaned, "I've never worn so little in public before."
She smiled at me standing naked before her and said, "So this will be a treat for you. And perhaps sometime soon, I'll take you outside wearing even less."
Looking up into her eyes, I whimpered softly, "I think I'd like that."
Bending over, I wiggled into the snug-fitting suit. As I stood up and pulled the stretchy material into place, the outline of my skinny erection was unmistakable. Anyone who looked at me would see the impression of my stiff penis. Ruby let me admire myself in the mirror on my closet door for a few moments before stepping in behind me. She reached around and cupped my stiff erection in the palm of her hand. Her other hand cupped my butt. She held all of my private parts in her hands!
While looking at me squirm under her touch in the mirror, she said, "The sooner we get going, the sooner we can get you out of this suit."
I spun around and she held my hand while I stepped into my flip-flops. She continued to hold my hand as we made our way to my front door. On the table beside the door sat my keys, phone, and wallet. Ruby saw me reach for them and snatched them up first.
After letting go of my hand, she reached for the doorknob and asked, "Are you ready, Casey?"
I stood there and shivered while I squeaked, "Yes!"
Ruby opened my door wide. My penis throbbed in my speedo as I stepped out into the hall. No one was in sight and I stood there impatiently while she locked up my apartment. While holding my wallet, phone and keys in one hand, she took hold of my hand with her other. Together we casually made our way to the staircase.
We made it to the second-floor landing before we encountered anyone. An older woman I'd often run into while getting my mail opened the door into the stairwell at the same moment we stepped onto the landing. She stood there, frozen in place watching me wiggle toward her.
When I stood just in front of her, I bounced on my toes and giggled, "Hello Alice!"
Her eyes wandered over my pale, skinny body with the unmistakable lump of an erection in my tight swim trunks. She was staring at that lump when she uttered, "Hello Casey."
Ruby spoke up while Alice devoured my body with her eyes. "Alice, is it? I'm Ruby, Casey's friend. I'm taking him to go swimming. Doesn't he look cute in his suit?"
I held my arms up out of the way and turned around in a slow circle so Alice wouldn't miss a thing. Her voice sounded deep and raspy when she said, "Nice to meet you, Ruby. And yes, Casey looks very..." She paused to lick her lips before groaning, "...cute."
Ruby reached down to take my hand, but she missed and her hand cupped my stiff erection instead. I giggled and arched my back. Ruby left her hand there and gently squeezed me. I squirmed under her gentle touch and loved that Alice was there to witness me being fondled.
Ruby looked down at me and said, "We better get going. That chilly pool water is what you need to calm down."
Alice stood there with her mouth hanging open watching Ruby grope me right in front of her.
I smiled brightly and took her hand after she released my penis. Looking back at Alice, I quickly chirped, "Bye!"
Ruby walked down the steps while I hopped down them alongside her. Alice remained on the landing and watched us until we were out of sight. We didn't run into anyone else on our way to her SUV. As we stepped out of my building into the midday sunshine, Ruby squeezed my hand and said, "You don't know how badly I wanted to strip you of your suit in front of Alice."
We continued walking while I admitted, "I wish you would have."
She looked down at me while I looked up at her. Ruby was fully dressed and looking like she was on her way to the gym. While I rushed along beside her in flip-flops and a speedo. With a smile on her face, she said, "Don't worry, I won't let an opportunity like that pass by again." We were quite a ways from her SUV when she stopped walking. I turned to face her to find out what was wrong.
After glancing around in all directions, she grinned and said, "Casey, give me your swimsuit." She held out her hand, waiting for me to do as I'd been told.
I swiveled my head around quickly. We were just outside of my apartment building. People I saw everyday lived here. But this was Ruby. She was the only person who had ever shown a real interest in me. And there was no way I was going to let that slip away. Plus, I'd always wanted to be naked outside. This was the opportunity I'd always wanted. The sound of nearby traffic and a breeze blowing through the trees made me hyper-aware that I was outside.
Turning to face Ruby, I stepped out of my flip-flops onto the warm sidewalk. Looking up into her eyes, I hooked my thumbs into the sides of my suit. Glancing around one last time, I silently wished Alice would step outside, but she never did. I wiggled my hips and slid the swimsuit over my stiff penis and down my legs until it fell around my ankles. Ruby smiled down at me while I squatted to pick up my suit.
After handing her my speedo, a shiver shot through my body. Goosebumps rose up on my skin even though it was very warm outside. I looked up into her eyes and squealed, "Ruby, I'm naked!"
She grinned and said, "Yes you are. And you're going to stay that way until I say otherwise." Ruby held my speedo and my other things in one hand. She reached out and took hold of my hand with the other. My penis throbbed hard and its squishy pink head glistened with my excitement. As I moved to step into my flip-flops, Ruby pulled on my arm as she began to walk away. She said in a surprisingly casual voice, "Leave them."
I had no choice. I left my flip-flops on the sidewalk and did my best to keep up with Ruby's pace. As we approached her car, she pulled the key-fob from the waistband of her workout pants. She unlocked the car and opened the passenger door for me. Completely naked, not wearing a single thing, I stepped up into her SUV and sat my bare bottom down on the seat. My back arched uncontrollably and a soft moan left my lips while I watched Ruby close my door.
She walked to the back of the SUV and opened the hatch. I heard her moving things around and latches opening and closing. I looked back at her and our eyes met. She grinned and said, "I'm putting your things somewhere safe."
Stepping back, she closed the hatch. When she opened the driver's door, the only things she had in her hand were her own keys and her phone. She stepped up and sat in the car. As she did, the entire vehicle shifted under her weight. That movement made me feel safe. I knew in my heart she would never let anything bad happen to me. And she was strong enough to protect me from anyone or anything. I had honestly never felt so safe before.
She reached across my body, pulled the seatbelt down and buckled me in. She leaned in closer, kissed my lips and said, "Buckle up for safety!"
Ruby got settled in the driver's seat and after buckling herself in, started the engine. She drove slowly and carefully out of the parking lot. Before she turned onto the street, I said, "I can't believe we're doing this, Ruby! I'm naked outside and we're driving away from my building!" I fought with myself to keep from laying my hands on my desperate penis. I was so horny!
She glanced over at me sitting Indian-style on the huge seat of her SUV. She asked me, "Do you want me to turn around?"
I squealed in a strangely high pitch, "No! Don't turn around. Take me anywhere, but don't take me home!"
She glanced at me again and said, "You are too cute." Turning her attention back to the road, she said, "Alright, we're taking the scenic route to my building!"
What would have been a 20-minute ride if we'd taken in the expressway, turned into an hour-long drive on surface streets. She took me through several shopping districts, parking lots and anywhere else where there were pedestrians and traffic moved slowly. She rolled all the windows down so we could hear and see the traffic and people. There were countless pedestrians, trucks and other SUV's that could have seen me sitting there naked. But I never heard anyone call out or horn honk. But I like to imagine dozens of strangers saw my naked body that day.



Throughout the ride, my penis remained perfectly stiff. And that didn't go unnoticed by Ruby. "Your penis looks like it's enjoying itself."
I giggled and gave my penis a tickle with the pad of my index finger. "Ruby, I've dreamed of doing something like this for a long time. It is my all-time favorite fantasy." I paused and nibbled on my lip, "And you made it come true. It's like you knew exactly what I wanted."
She reached over and laid her big, strong hand on my thigh. "After you sent me those pictures this morning and then you greeted me at the door as you did..." she pulled to a stop at a traffic light and looked at me. "I'm not sure if it's your fantasy, or mine that we're living out. Casey, I've always dreamed about having a cute little boyfriend that I could show off. A boyfriend who would take off his clothes if I told him too. A boyfriend who would love to be naked around me, even when I was fully dressed."
I giggled and squirmed in my seat, "Am I your boyfriend?"
She smiled and asked, "Aren't you?"
I wanted to kiss her so badly just then. But I was buckled in, so I answered her question instead, "I guess so. I hope so."
She looked at me and smiled, "You are my boyfriend. Don't worry."
Ruby turned her attention back to the road after the light changed to green. Her voice sounded a little different when she asked, "Casey, how attached are you to your body hair?"
A shiver shot through my body as she asked that question. And at the same time, she pulled to a stop at another traffic light, alongside a large truck on my side of the road. If the man in that truck had looked down, he would have seen my naked body on display for him. That fact raced through my mind while I asked, "My body hair? What do you mean?"
The light turned green and she pulled ahead of the truck. "Well, the boyfriend in my fantasy is without body hair. He doesn't have a single hair beneath his eyelashes." She gave me a second to think about that before she finished her thought. "Casey, if I made an appointment at a waxing salon and paid for it, would you get your body hair removed for me?"
My penis gave my feelings away. It throbbed hard and a large drop of my excitement dripped down the soft skin. Biting my lip, I thought out loud, "Well, I really don't have that much hair."
Her voice sounded excited when she said, "No, you don't! Casey, you're already so cute. But after your body hair is gone, you'll look even cuter!" She looked at me for a split second before looking back at the road, "Would it help if I said you didn't have a choice? If I told you I was going to make that appointment to have all of your body hair waxed away, what would you do?"
I squirmed in my seat and while looking at her watching the road, I said, "I would ask if you'd be in the room when it happened. Because I think I'll need to hold your hands when I'm being waxed."
Ruby's hand slid up my thigh as she said, "I'm going to take such good care of you, Casey! We're are going to have the best relationship ever."
I leaned back in my seat and turned my head to look at her driving. In a soft voice, I said, "You're the girlfriend I've always wanted."
The SUV came to a stop and when I looked past her, out the driver's side window, I learned we were in a parking lot. There was a fairly busy street just behind us and cars were coming and going at a fairly regular pace. She unbuckled herself and leaned toward me, after kissing my lips gently, she said, "And you Casey, are the boyfriend I've always dreamed of having."
She rolled up the windows, turned off the car and let herself out. She walked around the front of her SUV without ever taking her eyes off of me. When she opened my door, I quickly unbuckled my seatbelt. She offered me her hand and I took it. Ruby helped me out of her car and kept hold of my hand after closing the door and locking it with the fob.
I stood naked in a parking lot I'd never been to before. But I was with my giant, strong girlfriend. So, in a small part of my mind, I knew I was safe. In a timid voice, I asked, "Where is your apartment?"
She kept hold of my hand and we began walking toward her building. "It's on the second floor. But it's on the far side of the building. It'll be a nice walk."
I covered my stiff penis with my free hand and scurried along beside her on my bare feet. As we got close to the sidewalk leading to her building, a car came to a stop right in front of us. There was a woman behind the wheel that looked to be even older than Ruby. I guessed her to be in her early forties. The woman held a cigarette between two fingers when she rolled down her window and smiled.
Her voice sounded raspy due to years of smoking. "Hey, Ruby, who's your little friend?"
Ruby smiled at the woman and said, "Hello Gloria. This is my boyfriend. Isn't he a cutie?" As she finished talking, Ruby stepped behind me and gently pulled my hand away from my very stiff penis. But she didn't need to keep me from covering up again. Now that Gloria had seen me, I didn't want her to stop looking at me.
Gloria grinned and said, "Yes, he is a cutie. What's your name, cutie?"
Summoning my courage, I stepped closer to the car while holding my hands behind my back and said, "Casey, my name is Casey. It's nice to meet your Gloria."
Gloria smiled from inside her car and shook her head, "He's fucking adorable. He's naked and he's polite. How did you get so lucky?"
Ruby wrapped her strong arms around my naked, pale body and said to Gloria, "That's what it was, lucky. Casey and I were just lucky to meet each other!"
Gloria's eyes wandered over my body while she said, "I need to get going. But Ruby, if you ever need someone to watch Casey, I'll make myself available. Just drop him off at my door and I'll take real good care of him."
Ruby spoke from over my shoulder, "Thanks Gloria, I'll keep that in mind. And I may take you up on that offer!"
When Gloria pulled away, Ruby took my hand and we continued on our way to her apartment building. I scampered along beside her, covering my penis with my free hand once again. When she opened the door for me, I stepped inside. After she'd taken my hand again, we climbed the stairs to the second floor. As we walked into the hallway, someone had just closed the door to their own apartment. If we had arrived a few seconds earlier, they would have seen me.
As we walked to the far end of the hall, I whispered, "Would you really let Gloria watch me?"
She grinned down at me, "Maybe. You would have someone else to be naked around. And I'm sure you'd both have fun together. She would spoil you rotten! Would you like me to leave you with her for a few hours?"
I whispered, "I don't know. Maybe."
She squeezed my hand and turned toward the door to her apartment. While slipping the key into the lock, she said, "Why don't I decide if Gloria or anyone else watches you."
Biting my lower lip, I squirmed while standing naked in the hallway outside of her apartment. In a soft voice, I said, "I like that idea."
She turned the knob and opened the door for me. As I stepped into her apartment, she said, "Casey, I want to make most of the decisions in our relationship."
I giggled, "You show me off to Alice while I'm wearing a speedo. Then you strip me naked outside of my building and drive me over here. You're going to make an appointment to have my body hair waxed away. You tease me about having Gloria watch me. And now you want to make most of the decisions in our relationship?" Standing in her apartment watching her close the door, I said, "You really are the best girlfriend ever."
She approached me and wrapped her strong arms around my skinny body. Leaning down she whispered, "Forget what I said, I don't want to make most of the decisions in our relationship. I want to make all of them."
Rising up on my tiptoes, I kissed her lips gently before whispering, "I think I love you, Ruby."
She suddenly bent forward and hooked one of her massive arms behind my knees while supporting my back with the other and scooped me off my feet. With my arms looped around her neck, she kissed me with just a little tongue and said, "I think I love you too, Casey."
While she carried me across her apartment toward her couch, she explained, "I've never met anyone like you before. You really are the boyfriend I've always wanted. You're so cute and small. You're polite and sweet. You've done everything I've told you too." She smiled down at me and went on to say, "And I really love that you like to be shown off. Because, Casey, I'm going to show you off to everyone!"
Ruby sat on the couch and held me on her lap. With my arms still looped around her neck, we kissed each other for a short time. By the time our lips popped apart, I found myself straddling her lap. With my lips brushing against hers, I whined, "I'm really horny, Ruby."
She sat up from the back of the couch and pulled her t-shirt up and off. My mouth literally fell open when I saw her muscle bound upper body for the first time. She didn't hesitate after setting down her t-shirt, she pulled her sports bra over her head too. Leaning back, I rested my hands on her knees. I was in awe of her body. She was built like a goddess!
Completely mesmerized, I slid off her lap and knelt on the floor between her legs. I whispered under my breath, "You're beautiful."
Picking up her right hand, I placed a kiss on the tip of each finger and her thumb. I then kissed my way along the back of her hand and up her rock-solid forearm. I licked the crease of her elbow before kissing my way up the rest of her arm. And that part of her arm was way bigger than my thigh! She flexed her bicep at one point and it bumped my nose.
I leaned back a little and said, "You're amazing, Ruby. You're so perfect!"
She didn't say anything as I leaned back against her and kissed my way up the rest of her arm. When I reached her shoulder. I glanced up into her eyes for a second before picking up her left hand and kissing every part of it too. The muscles in her shoulders were huge and rock hard. I kissed every exposed inch of them. Working my way across her chest, I could feel the muscles relax beneath my lips. But no matter how much they relaxed, she still had a very hard and fit body.
Cupping her large but firm breasts in my hands, I kissed, sucked and licked one before switching to the other. The nubs of her nipples were as big as thimbles and I paid them more attention than any other part of her, so far.
Kissing my way down her body, I next encountered her rock-hard, washboard stomach. I kissed, licked and drooled over every inch of them. When my lips met the top of her spandex exercise pants, I looked up into her eyes. I whispered, "I need some help with these."
She stood up and together we lowered those stretchy pants and panties. While she stood before me, I was looking right at her pussy with its short-cropped, dark hair. Before she sat back down, I nuzzled my nose into her soft, curly pubic mound. She ran her fingers through my hair and whispered, "Very soon, I'll be the only one in this relationship with body hair."
I moaned softly while she sat back down. After spreading her muscular thighs, I lowered my face and planted a soft kiss on top of her protruding clit. Ruby held my head in her hands and when I tried to move away and kiss my way down her legs, she kept me firmly in place. "Right there, Casey. Stay right there."
After sucking her clit into my mouth and tickling it with my tongue, I changed tactics and started licking from the bottom of her pussy to her clit. I did it over and over and over. She stroked my head with her hands and softly said, "You're like a kitten licking milk from a dish."
I did my best imitation of a purr and she whispered, "Good Kitty." From then on, she gently scratched my scalp with her fingernails. After worshipping her pussy and clit for long enough that my jaw got really tired, she dragged her fingers behind my head and held me firmly in place.
While I licked, sucked and kissed her swollen clit, she moaned things like, "Right there Kitty! Don't stop!" and "That's it, Kitty, just like that! You're going to make me cum, Kitty!"
Soon I felt and saw her muscles begin to flex and twitch. She groaned, "Oh fuck! Casey!! Don't stop!!"
Her thighs clamped down on my head lick a vice, but I never stopped licking and kissing her. She pulled my face tightly against her sex and held me right there while she rode out the waves of her orgasm. I placed gentle kisses up and down the sides of her pussy. She eventually relaxed her legs and released my head.
"That was amazing." She paused while she continued to catch her breath. "I may have to get you kitty ears, a kitty tail, a leash, and a collar."
I sat back on my heels and whispered, "I'd like that."
She reached out her hands to take mine and I sat up on my knees. "Somehow I knew you would."
When I was on my knees between her spread thighs, she released my hands and took hold of my hips. She guided me forward until my stiff, prong of a pink penis brushed against her dripping pussy. That gentle, breeze-like brush against her soft pussy was all it took. I felt so silly when my little penis ejaculated a long line of my pearly white cream against the lips of her pussy. I lunged my hips forward and my penis slipped between her lips and bumped against her clit. More of my juices were spit out, completely painting her clit and dampening her pubic hair.
Glancing up at Ruby, I saw she was smiling at me. While still in the throes of the most powerful orgasm of my life, Ruby said, "You are too cute! This is the most adorable orgasm I've ever been a part of!" My body spasmed hard for the third time and my pink penis erupted one last time. It shot up into the air and landed in her manicured pubic hair.
As it drew to an end, I fell back on my heels and buried my face in my hands. "I'm so sorry, Ruby. I was too horny. I couldn't stop it."
She sat up and cupped her hand over her pussy, careful not to let my mess get on her couch. She laid her hand beside my face and whispered, "Kitten, you have nothing to be sorry for. Your penis barely touched me and it came. Do you know how flattering that is for me?"
Lowering my hands, I looked up at her and whimpered, "Really? You're not upset? You don't think I'm pathetic?"
She smiled warmly at me and said, "Of course not. That was perfectly cute, just like you."
Nibbling on my lower lip, I was so happy she wasn't upset or disappointed by my lack of performance. While I began to accept that I hadn't made a complete fool of myself, Ruby leaned back and spread her legs wide, putting me in the same position I'd been in before my accident. She reached down and rubbed her index finger through the cream I'd painted her lips with. She raised that finger between us and rubbed it against her thumb.
In a soft but firm tone, she said, "Kittens like cream, don't they? Have you ever tried your own cream, Kitty?"
My back arched and a soft moan left my lips as I looked from her creamy finger and thumb to the mess I'd made on her body. My voice cracked when I answered honestly, "Yes. A few times."
She spread her massive, rock hard thighs farther apart and asked, "Want to try it now? Have a lick, Kitty."
I hesitated while I fought with my post-orgasm blues. She must've known what was happening inside of me. In a soft voice, she said, "I'm not asking anymore. Lick my finger, Casey."
After biting my lower lip hard, I leaned forward and she pointed her cream-covered finger at my approaching lips. I closed my eyes as her finger slipped into my mouth. The taste wasn't unfamiliar, I'd tasted my love before. But licking and sucking it off of Ruby's finger somehow enhanced the flavor. It was creamier and somehow sweeter.
When I opened my eyes, the first thing I saw was Ruby's smiling face. In a soft voice, she said, "You really are the boy I've always dreamed of being with."
Letting her finger slide out from between my lips, I then took her thumb in my mouth and cleaned it with my tongue. I didn't hesitate after cleaning her hand, I leaned down and sucked her creamy clit into my mouth. Ruby's back arched and she moaned deeply, "OH MY GOD!!"
I licked along her lips and the secret places it had dripped between. I quickly cleaned up the bulk of my mess before moving up to her pubic hair. I licked and sucked it out of her downy patch of hair before returning to her clit. While I licked up my mess, Ruby thrashed about on couch and occasionally clamped her thighs down on my head. Sucking her clit into my mouth, I tickled it with my tongue and nibbled on it gently with my teeth.
Ruby's body began to spasm and twitch once again. Her hands balled up into fists and she squeezed her eyes shut while I watched the muscles in her body flex and relax and then flex again. She was absolutely gorgeous. And when I felt her clit throb on my tongue, I slowed down and let her orgasm wash over her like a wave. But even my gentle kisses and licks were too much for her. She pushed me away from her while moaning, "It's too much! I'm too sensitive! I can't take it!"
I knelt there between her thighs with the taste of my cream still in my mouth. While watching her still come down from her second orgasm of the afternoon, I had a realization. Already, I'd done everything she asked of me. And I knew I would continue to do as I was told. She was the woman I'd always dreamed of being with, just like I was the boy she had fantasized about. We were together and I would do whatever it took to keep her happy.
When she'd mostly recovered from her orgasm, she sat up slowly and pulled me into her arms. She kissed me with her tongue. I knew if I could still taste her and myself, she would too. Ruby was tasting me! I threw my arms around her neck and kissed her back with all the passion I had. Our tongues danced together we held each other.
When our lips smacked apart, she held my face in her hands and said, "Casey, when you..." She got a hazy look in her eyes before she started over. "Casey, I've always hated having to clean up after sex. But with you..." She drifted off again. After kissing my lips gently, she said, "Casey, that was the best sex I've ever had. And we didn't technically have sex. But it was amazing!"
I giggled and blushed before confessing, "It was incredible for me too. Even when I was licking you... after... you know."
She smiled and said, "I know. Believe me, I know and I'll never forget that."
Ruby leaned back against the couch and pointed toward the door. "Casey, would you get my phone? I think I set it down by the door."
Popping up on my feet, I dashed across the room and retrieved her phone. When I turned back to face her, I learned she was getting dressed. I made my way back toward her and waited patiently until she finished. That familiar shiver of shame shot through my body when I was naked before Ruby while she was fully dressed. I loved that shiver!
After taking the phone from my hand, she sent me to get us something to drink while she made a call. While pouring two glasses of juice, I heard her talking on the phone.
"Hello, I'd like to make an appointment."
"Yes, a waxing, full body."
"Really, a cancellation?"
"Sure, we can be there in 30 minutes."
"Oh, the appointment is for my boyfriend, Casey Applegate."
"Fantastic. We'll see you in 30 minutes!"
I stepped into the room holding a glass of juice in both my hands. "30 minutes? What am I going to wear?"
She grinned while taking one of the glasses from hands, "I would love to walk you in there naked. But that may be pushing our luck. I'll put you in one of my t-shirts. It'll cover you up nicely. And your skin is going to be a little sensitive afterward, so the loose shirt will be the perfect thing for you."



Nibbling on my lip, while I thought about walking into a waxing salon in only a t-shirt. The thought made my penis begin to stiffen. "Um, Ruby, you made the appointment for Casey Applegate. My last name isn't Applegate."
She smiled warmly and said, "I know. Applegate is my last name."
A warm feeling filled my body as I whispered, "Oh."
Her eyes wandered over my naked body before saying, "I wanted to try it out. It sounds nice, doesn't it? Casey Applegate."
I replied, "Yes, it does sound nice."
She took a big drink from her juice before saying, "I'm glad you like it. Because, when we get married, you'll be taking my name."
My knees turned to jelly, "Are you proposing?!?"
She took my glass from my hands and set it on the table beside hers. She rose up on her feet and took me in her arms. "No, I'm not proposing... yet. But I'm sure I will someday."
Nuzzling my face against her shoulder, I whispered, "So you know, my answer will be yes."
She didn't say anything more, she didn't have too. We were both feeling the same way. We'd both found the person we'd always hoped we would meet. She was my ideal girlfriend and I was her dream boyfriend. We held each other and enjoyed the moment.
Ruby eventually stepped back and held me at arm's length. Her eyes wandered over my naked body. "You are going to look even cuter when you're smooth! Let's get you dressed. We don't want to be late for your appointment, Casey Applegate!"
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My mother wasn't thrilled with my choice of moving to a nearby city. She worried about me constantly. But I finally convinced her I was old enough to take care of myself. I packed up my meager belongings and took a bus into the city. Luckily, it didn't take long to find my new home. I began renting a room in the home of my landlady, Helen Taylor, a woman a few years older than my mother. She was a full-figured lady with wide hips, huge boobs, thick thighs, and broad shoulders. She stood almost a full head taller than my 5'4 and more than doubled my weight of 130lbs. She had a standing weekly appointment with her hairdresser which kept her light brown hair perfectly styled all the time. Only when we settled down in the late evening did I see her without her subtly applied makeup.
Most days Mrs. Taylor would wear slacks and a classy blouse. Although there were days when she would wear a tasteful pantsuit or a modest dress. Those were the days she usually went to her office. She had retired from her Law Practice a few years before I moved in, but still did some pro bono work when she felt it was necessary.
Like Mrs. Taylor, her home was huge. 4 bedrooms with 3 bathrooms, a family room, living room, a kitchen that was twice the size of my mothers and a laundry/utility room that was bigger than my old bedroom. My room was just down the hall from Mrs. Taylor's Master Suite. The room I stayed in was obviously decorated by a woman, for a woman. But the delicate colors didn't bother me in the least. The walls in my room were covered with a turquoise and white wallpaper. The hardwood floor was covered with a matching turquoise rug with a white border. The dresser and bedside tables were both white with subtle turquoise accents. The walk-in closet in my room was gigantic. There were rods to hang clothes from on three of the walls. Along both sides of the door were cubby holes for shoes, there were 72 cubbies on each side of the door! Even after my laundry was done and all my clothes were in there, it looked sadly empty.
My bedroom and bathroom were separated by only a large archway, there was no door at all. That took some getting used to. My bathroom was only equipped with an oversized bathtub situated in the middle of the room. The huge tub was raised up off the floor and surrounded by a wide tiled step. Not having access to a shower was strange at first, I hadn't taken a bath since I was a small child. But after my first soak in the tub, I wondered why I ever switched to showers! The tub was easily big enough for four people my size. And it felt like a waste to fill it just for me, but I couldn't resist and soon enjoyed spoiling myself with long soaks in the tub. Mrs. Taylor kept my bath area stocked with big cakes of pink Camay soap, Cherry Blossom Organix shampoo and conditioner and white bath poofs for scrubbing myself clean. While growing up with my mother, she used similar items.
Near the faucets, on the edge of the tub were two baskets. The smaller of which contained a few pink razors and a can of feminine shaving cream. I left that basket untouched. The larger basket was always full of softball-sized, pink bath-bombs. I shied away from these for the first two weeks I lived in her home. Curiosity finally got the best of me and quickly found it impossible not to use them. Mrs. Taylor noticed the first time one of those giant pink bombs was missing from the basket. Shortly afterward she mentioned that I might want to use three or four of them due to the size of the tub. The perfumed, clean scent and the flower petals that remain after the bomb has dissolved are very relaxing and terribly arousing.
The massive front and back yards of her home were cared for by service. All repairs needing to be done around the house were hired out to contractors. This left only the cooking, cleaning and laundry. Upon moving in I began helping with these chores. Over those first few months, Mrs. Taylor learned that my mother had raised me well. I was adept at cleaning any room in the house and soon worked myself into a routine where I cleaned every room in 'our' home once a week. The only exceptions were the two bathrooms we used regularly, I deeply cleaned those at least twice a week. Mother always said I was a bit OCD when it came to cleaning. It had to be perfect before I'd stop.
The laundry was another chore I excelled at. Mrs. Taylor was reluctant to let me wash her clothes at first, but over time she relaxed and I think she enjoyed having me wash her things. Having done both mine and my mother's laundry since I was in junior high, I knew which outfits required dry cleaning, and I delivered them to her preferred shop when necessary. I could also sort out which pieces could be dried and which couldn't. I could replace a button and make minor repairs with a needle and thread. Hand washing Mrs. Taylor's intimates in the utility room's basin with its sloping drainboard was an undertaking I cherished. The big bottle of Woolite for hand-washing was quickly replaced when it ran low. It left everything, including me, smelling fresh and squeaky clean. Scrubbing her immense panties, enormous bras, slips, pantyhose, and nightgowns in the slippery, soapy water made me feel like I was doing something special for her. Not just a silly chore around the house, but it was a special way for me to thank her for allowing me to live in her home.
Once I had all the hand washables scrubbed clean, thoroughly rinsed in cool water and wrung out, I placed them all in a basket and carried it to the backyard. With clothespins, I hung up all of her intimates on the line to dry in the breeze. After several hours, I gathered her things from the clothesline in a basket. I returned to the laundry room and touched up all of her panties, slips, and nightgowns with a warm iron.
It was a special touch my mother had taught me early on. She used to say there was nothing quite as nice as a pressed panty to slip into. When Mrs. Taylor opened her panty drawer the first time after I'd done her laundry, she called me into her room. When I got there I saw her standing by the open drawer staring down at the neatly folded stack of panties. She looked over at me in the doorway and asked if I'd ironed her panties. When I told her I had, she smiled warmly and said I was spoiling her. Without thinking, I softly replied that she deserved it.
Cooking was never my strong suit. I could make a few simple dishes and wasn't bad at desserts, but it was blatantly apparent that Mrs. Taylor was much more skilled in the kitchen. While living with my mother, one of her rules was whoever cooks, doesn't clean. I applied that same rule with Mrs. Taylor. After every meal, I would clear the table and wipe it down with a cloth. I would then prepare Mrs. Taylors after-dinner drink, she preferred a balloon glass of brandy. While gathering all the dishes, pots, pans and cooking utensils, the sink would be filling with hot water. Just before it was filled, I went under the counter to get the Palmolive dish soap. Like my mother, Mrs, Taylor kept a pair of pink rubber gloves resting on the dish soap bottle. It was habit for me to slip-on the gloves after adding soap to the sink. While the suds worked their way into a mountain of perfumed bubbles, I wiped down the working surfaces in the kitchen. Mrs. Taylor would sit at the table and chat with me while I worked.
One evening, with my rubber-gloved hands in the sink washing the evening dishes, Mrs. Taylor casually mentioned that I have a cute butt. I blushed and looked at her over my shoulder. While wiggling my hips around, I teasingly informed her that my mother used to say the same thing. With that, Mrs. Taylor rose from her chair and approached me from behind. She laid her hands on my hips and leaned down close to my cheek. I could smell the expensive Brandy on her breath and the musky perfume she wore. She whispered in my ear, "It's not flat like most boys. No, you have a cute little bubble butt. It's a shame it has to be hidden under these jeans." While whispering those final words in my ear, Mrs. Taylor's hands slid from my hips to my behind. She held a cheek in each hand and gently squeezed and massaged them.
When she first made contact with my cheeks, I froze. My hands were still in the sink and I stood there while she fondled me. While getting to know Mrs. Taylor during my first few weeks in her home, I divulged the fact that my sexual experiences were extremely limited. Her gentle touch on my behind had me more aroused then I'd ever been before. I dared not move, afraid she would stop if I did. I lost all track of time and have no idea how long she had her hands on me I'm not even sure I was breathing. When she began to remove her hands from my body, I found myself pushing my bottom back into her hands.
She leaned down close to my ear again, so close that I could feel her lips moving. She whispered, "Oh, it looks like someone likes his bottom played with." Laying her hands onto my cheeks once again, she whispered, "I'll have to remember to grope you more often."
Later that evening, I laid in bed and played with myself while remembering how Mrs. Taylor had touched me and all that she had said. My mind ran wild with how that encounter could change our relationship. I desperately wanted her to touch me again. But I hadn't a clue as to help make that happen.
Several days passed with neither of us mentioning how she'd touched my body. While washing the dinner dishes later that week, I did peek over my shoulder and caught her staring at my butt. I wiggled it a little and asked if she was enjoying the view. She was working on her second glass of brandy. And after taking a big swig she said, "I am. But the view would be a lot better if you weren't hiding your tight little ass under those jeans!"
Those words she spoke both surprised me and sent an erotic chill through my body. I'd never heard her use a word like 'ass'. She wasn't that sort of lady. A soft moan slipped through my lips and my back arched, which pushed my butt back toward her. I heard her chuckle behind me and say, "That's it, grind your hips for me!"
She rose from her chair and crossed the room. Standing right behind me, the smell of alcohol filled my senses. She leaned in close to my ear and whispered, "Have you been wondering when I'd lay my hands on you again?" I couldn't look back at her. I stared straight down at my hands in the dishwater. Biting my lower lip hard, I nodded my head and whimpered a single word, "Yes."
Her hands slid up the sides of my legs and rested on my hips. With her lips brushing against my ear, she asked, "Is this where you want me to touch you?"
Pushing my hips back toward her, I gasped, "No."
Her hands slid up and down the sides of my thighs. She chuckled softly before whispering, "You smell so pretty. I love that you've been using the bath-bombs and body lotion I set out for you. I do love a boy that smells like soap and flowers. Tell me, are you ever going to use the pink razor and shaving cream I set on the edge of your bathtub?"
I shivered with arousal. I'd been staring at the razor and shaving cream since I'd moved in. I knew she wanted me to use them, why else would she have laid them out? I had picked the razor up a few times and thought about shaving my legs. But I'd always decided against it. If she didn't intend for me to use them, I didn't want her to think I was weird. While still unable to look back at her, I tried to wash a glass while I asked, "Do you want me to shave?"
She took a deep breath and then licked my earlobe. I whimpered softly and pushed my hips back against her. In a soft, sultry whisper, "Sweetheart, I don't want you to shave. I would love for you to shave. A sweet, cute boy such as yourself shouldn't have a single hair beneath his eyelashes. Girls shave their bodies to make them more attractive to men. So why shouldn't a boy shave his body to make it more attractive to a woman? I would much rather look at a perfectly smooth boy than one covered in nasty hair."
Her hands slid to my butt and she cupped a cheek in either hand. Licking my ear once more, she whispered, "Any woman would love your tight butt cheeks with a little wrinkled hole hiding between them without a hair in sight."
Her hands went back to my hips, down my thighs and back up, "And perfectly hairless legs and toes."
While she whispered, her hands slid around to my stomach, up my chest, and down my arms. "Hairless stomach, chest, armpits, arms, and fingers. Yes, smooth boys are my favorites."
I knew it was coming. I'd been standing at that sink aching for it to happen and when it did, I almost lost it. Her hands slid down my chest and stomach and then framed around my rigid cock. She bit my ear gently and whispered, "And bald little penis's just like this one." With those words, one of her hands moved to cup my penis gently.
My penis was small. I knew that. I'd seen enough videos to know for sure that my penis was nowhere near 'man-sized'. It wasn't thick or long. When it was soft, the head and a small part of the shaft poked straight out less than an inch from my body. The shaft was a soft pink color and the head was a slightly darker shade of pink. And my little pouch of balls never hung low, they were always nestled tightly against my body. I knew all of this. But hearing Mrs. Taylor tell me my penis was 'little', made me blush to my very core.
Nibbling on my ear once again and still cupping my stiff penis in her palm, Mrs. Taylor asked, "Well Sweetheart? Are you going to use the razor I left out for you?"
I whimpered in a desperate voice, "Yes, Ma'am. Yes, I will. I promise."
"Mmm, I knew you would. Why don't you head upstairs and run yourself a bath? I'll finish the dishes tonight. Use at least 3 bath bombs and be sure to soak for a while before you shave. There are more razors in the top left drawer. And Sweetie, if you need some help shaving those hard to reach places, just call out for me." She then kissed my neck and pressed her hips against me, trapping me between her and the sink. "Be sure to leave your bedroom door open. If I have to come help shave you, you shouldn't have to get out of the tub."
She stepped back which allowed me to turn and face her for the first time since the discussion began. I was obviously blushing deeply. My penis was rock hard and my breathing was ragged. I was tremendously aroused. Biting my lip, I looked into her eyes and tried to say something, but all I managed to do was stutter.
She leaned in closer until our lips were nearly touching. In that alcohol scented whisper, "If you do manage to shave by yourself, why don't you come to show me the results when you're done. I'll be in the living room waiting for you." She then leaned in and kissed me gently. I nearly came in my underpants.
I took off my rubber gloves and laid them on the counter. Biting my lip once again, I looked up at her and excused myself. I nearly ran up the stairs and into my room. I quickly stripped to my bare skin. And after putting my clothes in the laundry basket, I began to fill the tub in my attached bathroom. While standing naked in the archway separating my bedroom and bathroom, I recalled her telling me to leave my door open, not unlocked. I shivered as I crossed the room and opened my bedroom door all the way and went back toward the tub.
I picked up three pink and three purple bath-bombs and dropped them into the half-full, steaming tub. The room was quickly filled a flowery soapy scent that was decidedly feminine. When the tub was nearly filled, I sat on the edge and slowly slipped into the pink-hued water. It was a bit too warm and took some time for me to get used to it. I had to force myself to relax. I'd been told to soak before I start shaving, so I settled into the tub and got very comfortable.
The next thing I knew, I felt a warm touch stroking my hair. My eyes fluttered open and I saw Mrs. Taylor perched on the edge of the tub above me. She held a freshly filled glass of brandy and was smiling warmly. It took me a minute to realize where I was. But once I did, I quickly covered my penis with my hands.
I was just about to ask what she was doing in there when she began to speak. "I got worried about you Sweetheart. You'd been gone so long and I hadn't heard a sound."
When she reached down to pick up the shaving cream, I noticed she'd already grabbed a full package of the pink razors. She squirted some cream in her hand, raised one eyebrow and suggested we get started. She reached into the tub and pulled out my arm, she coated the skin from the tips of my fingers all the way to my armpit. Picking up the razor, she took measured strokes and was soon returning my arm to the water. When I lifted it back out, there wasn't a hair to be found anywhere. I felt my penis throb beneath my other hand.
Mrs. Taylor repeated the process on my other arm and then moved onto my chest. She had me kneel in the tub, facing her while she carefully removed any trace of chest hair. I used both hands to keep my rigid erection hidden from her. I had never been an overly hairy guy, and that was making the job easier than she expected. In a sing-song voice, she said, "With so little hair to begin with, you were made to be kept perfectly smooth!"
She took another large drink of brandy before moving to the opposite side of the tub. I lifted my leg way up out of the water. She held onto my ankle and coated its length to mid-thigh with shaving cream. Using long strokes, it was soon perfectly smooth. She slid her fingers along my leg to check for stubble, touching up any she found. The process was repeated on my other leg and I soon found myself having legs as smooth as any beach bunny.
Dipping her hand into the water and sliding it up my thigh, she asked what I wanted to do next, the front or the back? I didn't expect to have to choose. My penis was so stiff and had been for so long, I was afraid that when she touched it, it would explode. So, in a soft voice I told her the back.
She had me get into position. I was standing in the tub, facing away from her, leaning against the opposite side of the tub with my legs spread wide. She filled her hands with shaving cream and took her time rubbing it onto my cheeks. Her long fingers slid effortlessly between my cheeks and teased my wrinkled hole until it quivered under her touch. On a few occasions, her slippery fingers slid further between my legs and played with my small sack of balls. After adding more shaving cream to her hands, she covered my cheeks and down my thighs to the point she had stopped shaving earlier.
Rinsing the cream from her hands in the bathwater, she then picked up a new razor and began taking long strokes up my legs. In a soft voice she said, "Oh yes, you are going to look simply adorable without this hair."
She asked me to reach back and spread my cheeks for her. I leaned forward and spread them as wide as I could. She took her time shaving and then checking for stubble. In that same soft voice, she went on to explain, "Keeping a young man naked would be a treat for an old lady like me. I would love watching this tight little butt running around my home. What do you think Sweetie? Would you like to spend some time naked?" Before I was able to respond, she pressed the pad of her index finger against my tight little wrinkled hole.
I gasped and while still holding my cheeks wide apart, I pressed my hips back against her. In a higher than normal pitch, I squeaked, "Yes, Mrs. Taylor!"
She set the razor down and rinsed off the remaining cream from my cheeks with the bathwater. "You're such a good boy. Now turn around so we can finish shaving you."
I stood up and used both my hands to cover my very stiff penis. The water splashed around my legs as I turned to face her. I know I was blushing deeply when I stood before her. Mrs. Taylor reached up and let her hands wander up to my thighs, over my hips and come to rest over my hands. She looked up into my eyes while gently urging me to move my hands away from my penis. I thought I was going to faint when they fell away, fully exposing my little penis to my landlady.



She let her eyes linger on my face while I burned with embarrassment for several moments. Very slowly her gaze began to fall down my body. Her line of sight eventually focused on my erect and throbbing penis.
Still holding my hands in hers, she said, "Let's have you sit on the side of the tub. Spread your legs nice and wide so we can finish shaving your cute, little body."
I did as I'd been told and she was soon lathering up my most private place with feminine shaving cream. She used both of her hands to spread the lather over my pubic area. I almost squirted on several occasions, but she always removed her hands from my body before it happened. She pressed my stiff penis down toward my toes while spreading the shaving cream across the mat of hair above my penis. I whimpered softly and bit my lower lip. I was so terribly aroused. I'd never been in a situation like that before and the fact that my landlady was touching my penis was almost too much to believe.
While still holding my erection out of the way, she picked up a fresh razor and began shaving away the only remaining hair on my body. My body shivered and soft moans slipped through my lips as she swiped away more and more of my hair. She eventually released my penis and let it slap back against my smooth mound.
She smiled while looking into my desperate eyes and said, "You are being such a good boy. I've very proud of you." She then began the process of pulling the skin of my scrotum taut and shaving away the wispy hairs. After that, it only took a few strokes from the base of my penis to its neck to render me free of body hair.
After grazing her fingers over the freshly shaved skin and finding no stubble at all, she whispered under her breath, "There we go. Now your little wee-wee has no place to hide."
Mrs. Taylor had me return to the bathwater and rinse myself off. As I rose back up from the tub, the water cascaded down my smooth, pale body and I'd never felt so naked. I was completely free of hair. My skin looked even more pale than usual. The head of my penis was a brilliant pink color and its shaft pulsed with excitement.
Mrs. Taylor held my hands and helped me from the tub. She stood on the floor as I stepped first on the wide, tiled ledge surrounding the tub. For that brief moment, Mrs. Taylor and I were the same height. I couldn't resist stealing a quick peek down her blouse at the perfumed canyon between her giant breasts. Of course, this didn't go unnoticed by Mrs. Taylor, she caught me, but didn't say a word. Taking the next step onto the bathroom floor in front of her, I found myself looking up into her eyes while she towered above me.
She kept hold of both of my hands and held them up at my shoulder level. My skinny, pink penis was stiff and poking straight up. I squeezed my legs together and tried to turn my hips away. No matter what I tried, I couldn't hide from her gaze. She seemed to devour my body with her eyes.
She was twice my age, she towered over me and was so confident. She stood there fully clothed while I was utterly naked without even a hair to hide behind. I found myself feeling terribly embarrassed, insecure and immature.
It seemed as though I stood there in my bare skin for hours while she memorized every inch of my body. I squirmed where I stood, blushing from head to toe. While my skinny penis throbbed before her eyes.
Still holding my hands, she led me across the room to retrieve a fresh towel. Guiding me back to the tub, she sat on the ledge and began drying the bathwater from my body. The feeling of that towel sliding across my freshly shaved skin was a completely new sensation. It felt like it was caressing my body instead of just drying me off.
My hips squirmed around while she dried my body and I giggled when she addressed my ticklish spots. When my body was dry, she sent me across the room to hang up the towel on the rack. When I turned back to face her, I bashfully covered my stiff penis with both hands.
In a low voice, she said, "Oh yes. This is much better. Sweetheart, you're much more fun to look at when you're naked."
I shivered and blushed. She had already seen me naked. She knew my penis was stiff. I fought with my brain and forced myself to lower my hands away from my penis. I bit my lip and looked at the floor, even though I'd managed to work up the courage to lower my hands, I didn't have the strength to look her in the eye.
In that same low voice, "Baby boy, you're absolutely precious."
While she spoke she walked toward me. Once I was within reach, she took my naked body in her arms and hugged me. She embraced me against her large, soft body and I looped my skinny, pale arms up around her neck. She laid a hand behind my neck and pulled the side of my face against her giant, soft breasts. The scent of her musky perfume and the brandy on her breath reinforced the difference in our ages in my mind.
"Yes, this is very nice. Sweetheart, your body is simply too precious to be hidden behind body hair or clothes." Her large, soft hands slid up and down my naked back and butt cheeks. "You are officially forbidden from wearing anything while we're together in this house. The only exceptions will be your apron and rubber gloves. And you'll only wear those while you're cleaning."
My skinny thighs were straddling one of her wide, thick thighs and I couldn't stop myself from gently humping my stiff penis against her. Her hands slid down my back and cupped my butt cheeks. She guided the speed of my humping and whispered in a gravelly voice, "You don't need to say a word, Kitten. I can feel how stiff you are. And that alone tells me that you're going to love running around naked, almost as much as I'm going to love watching you run around naked."
One of her warm, soft hands slid up to my lower back. The other firmly slapped my left cheek. I squeaked and jumped against her body. I broke into the giggles while looking up into her eyes, she whispered, "I've wanted to smack your cute little ass since the day you move in!"
My voice was squeaky when I said, "You can smack my ass anytime!" And like a tease, I wiggled my bottom back into her hands.
She leaned down low enough that her lips brushed against mine. "Kitten, you don't want to make offers like that unless you're willing to live up to them." And to prove her point, she slapped my cheek even more firmly than the first time.
I chirped softly, bit my lip and whispered, "I meant it."
Her open palm slapped against my cheek even harder and the sound of flesh striking flesh echoed around the room. "Did you now?"
While continuing to shamelessly hump myself against her wide thigh, I whimpered, "Yes!"
She embraced me against her soft body and growled into my ear, "You have the most spank-able ass I've ever seen. I suggest you get used to having this tight little ass of yours beaten on a regular basis." Her hands slid down until she held a cheek in each one. She then squeezed them and pulled me against her body. Her fingernails were digging into my delicate flesh when she growled, "Baby boy, have you ever gotten a real spanking? Not a few playful smacks on the behind, but real spanking?"
Grinding myself against her warm, thick thigh, I whimpered softly, "No, not really, Mrs. Taylor."
She chuckled softly before saying, "You're in for a treat. When you're standing naked, with your nose in the corner, tears rolling down your face and a freshly beaten bottom, you're going to feel forgiven for every mistake you've ever made."
Arching my back deeply while grinding myself against her thigh, I moaned softly, "Mrs. Taylor..."
She nipped my ear with her teeth before asking, "Yes? What's wrong, Sweetheart?"
Her fingernails were digging into the tender flesh of my cheeks. She was spreading them far apart and controlling the speed of my humping by pulling me toward her. I whimpered softly, "Mrs. Taylor... I'm going to... if we don't stop..."
She pressed her thigh further between my legs so I needed to stand on my tiptoes. Her hands holding my cheeks kept me pulled in close to her. "You're going to, what? You're going to squirt your boy juices?" She squeezed my cheeks and spread them wide apart. "That would be a pity. Because if you squirt your juices onto my leg, I'll have to force you to lick up your mess." She dug her fingernails even deeper into my tender flesh, "And then I'll have to spank this tight little ass. You'll get the spanking you've needed for such a long time."
I moaned against the soft breast my face was resting against. With my arms still looped around her neck, I clung to her as if my life depended upon it. My naked, hairless, pale body was so dangerously close to squirting and as I squirmed against Mrs. Taylor's thick thigh, I knew there was no way to stop it. I was going to squirt my love onto her leg. And the words she spoke still echoed in my head. She was going to make me lick it up! I'd tasted my juices before, but I'd never swallowed all of it before. The idea of it made a terribly naughty shiver race through my body. But I also knew, as soon as my penis squirted, my thoughts on the topic would change. I would be ashamed and frightened and disgusted by the concept of licking up my own creamy love. I doubted my feelings would matter very much at that point, Mrs. Taylor was not the sort of a woman to make idle threats. If she said I was going to lick it up, she would follow through with it.
And the spanking! She'd promised to spank me after I'd cleaned up my mess. I'd never, ever been punished like that before. No one had ever laid a hand on me. But I have to admit, the idea of Mrs. Taylor spanking me made my erection throb. I tried to imagine laying naked across her lap. That image alone was enough to make me thrust against her thigh in desire.
After nipping my ear with her teeth again, she groaned into my ear, "Squirt for me. Do it! Do it, so I can make you clean it with your tongue. Do it, so I can give you a proper spanking. Do it! Do it!!"
My voice chirped in a high pitch and my entire body began to spasm. My arms were wrapped tightly around her neck when my feet came up off the floor. My eyes opened wide and I looked up at Mrs. Taylor. I then squeezed them shut tightly and my head fell back against her breast. My hips were humping against her at a furious pace. I felt completely out of control. And then it happened. My penis began to ejaculate all over her thigh. I humped against her hard each time it erupted. More and more of my creamy, sperm-filled love soaked her pants.
As my orgasm was coming to an end, Mrs. Taylor leaned down and whispered in my ear, "That's a good boy." She continued to knead my cheeks and ground my body against her thigh. "Before I give you the spanking you so desperately deserve, do you remember what you have to do?"
My voice cracked and I still hadn't fully come down from that extremely powerful orgasm. "I-I-I have to lick it up."
Her hands moved away from my cheeks. One tickled my naked back while the fingers of her other hand caressed my scalp. Her voice sounded very happy and pleased, "That's right, Sweetheart. Why don't you slide off my leg and get to work."
I whimpered softly as I literally slid off of her leg. As I knelt down in front of her, I saw the smeared mess I'd made. When I looked up into her eyes, silently pleading for mercy, she grinned down at me and moved her leg closer to me. I held onto her shin with my hands and leaned forward. The scent of her musky, damp arousal made me squirm on my knees before her. I couldn't take my eyes off of the creamy mess. When I hesitated, Mrs. Taylor gently rested her hands on my head and prompted me to get to work.
Opening my mouth wide, I placed my lips around the biggest pool. I closed my eyes and sucked up my love. I slurped it out of her pants and when I leaned back to swallow the mouthful on my tongue, I glanced up and saw Mrs. Taylor smiling down at me. Her voice was deep when she moaned, "You are so fucking cute."
The taste wasn't unfamiliar or completely disgusting. But it wasn't one of my favorite flavors either. After swallowing the bulk of my sperm-filled cream, I looked back at her thigh, I saw one of my squirts had drawn a line up to where her leg met her hip. While still hugging her shin, I turned my head and sucked up that part of my mess. Swallowing it down, I went right back to work without looking up at her.
While I sucked and slurped up the rest of the mess I'd made, Mrs. Taylor caressed my scalp with her fingernails and whispered, "Yes, I'm going to enjoy keeping you naked. And this won't be the last time you clean up your mess. And Sweetheart, you cannot possibly understand how badly I've wanted to spank your skinny little ass."
After cleaning up and swallowing the last of my juices, I sat back on my heels and said, "I'm done, Mrs. Taylor."
She raised her knee and examined the moist spots that remained. She must've been satisfied those moist spots were due to my saliva because she smiled at me and said, "Yes, you are. And now it's time for you to finally receive the spanking you so desperately deserve."
She reached down and offered me her hand. Before I took it, I bit my lip and looked up at her, "Is-Is-Is it going to hurt?"
My hand was shaking when she took hold of it. She smiled warmly at me while I rose to my feet. "Yes, it is going to hurt. Punishments are not meant to be pleasant."
Standing before my lovely, full-figured landlady, I felt so many different feelings at once. I was afraid of the spanking she was about to give me. I was embarrassed and ashamed that I'd so willingly licked up my sperm-y mess from her thigh. I was terribly excited about the prospect of spending my time with Mrs. Taylor naked. And my overall feelings for that mature, confident woman had changed drastically that evening. I'd always treated her with respect, that was how I'd been raised. But after what the two of us had done that night, my level of respect for her hand skyrocketed. I was fully prepared to do whatever she told me too.
While my mind went wild trying to comprehend all the feelings and emotions washing over me, and the taste of my cream still in my mouth, I uttered softly, "Am I going to cry?"
With my hand in hers, she led me out of my bathroom, through my bedroom and back toward our main living room. It was an odd feeling to be completely naked and walk along beside Mrs. Taylor through so many rooms in our home. During that short walk, Mrs. Taylor explained, "Yes, Sweetheart you will cry. I'm not going to stop until you do. And I'm not going to accept forced tears. I'm not going to stop spanking you until your perfect little ass is bright red and you are bawling your eyes out."
My steps became smaller and Mrs. Taylor had to pull on my arm to keep me moving. When we arrived in the living room. She released my hand and spoke in a very firm tone, "Wait right here. Do not take a single step." She then walked away and brought back an armless, wooden chair from the dining room. After positioning it in the middle of the room, she sat down upon it and wagged her finger at me.
When I stood just a step away from her, she had me stop. Looking up at my already tear-filled eyes, she said, "Sweetheart, a lot has happened tonight. Our relationship has taken a drastic turn. I understand if you're afraid. If I were in your shoes, I'd be frightened too. The spanking I'm going to give you is going to hurt, badly. But know that the pain of the spanking will fade. It won't last forever. But the memory of this punishment will last for a very long time."
She reached out and took a firm hold of my hand. She pulled me toward her and I resisted. With tears rolling down my cheeks, I whimpered, "I'm afraid! Please don't spank me! I don't want to be punished! I promise I'll stay naked. I'll clean up my messes. I'll do all of it. But please..."
That night, I learned I was no match for her strength. She had me pulled across one knee with very little effort. She kept my legs pinned under her other leg and pulled my arms behind my back to keep them out of the way. My bare butt was in the perfect position for a spanking.
Mrs. Taylor wasted no time. She raised her arm and then slapped her large open palm against my bare butt with full force. I screamed and wiggled around as much as I could, but she had me pinned down very securely. Her open palm crashed against my bare flesh again. As before, I screamed and began babbling while more tears formed in my eyes and fell to the floor beneath my face.
I lost count after she'd struck me for the 17th time. I was crying so hard and struggling to wiggle away from her. She continued to beat my poor bottom until both cheeks were bright red and tender. She even spent time on the crease where my cheeks met my thighs. I later learned that is where the pain lasted the longest. It was tender to sit down for a good part of the next day.
When she finally finished, she was breathing heavily and I bawling my eyes out. My nose was running and I was drooling too! She reduced me to a sobbing mess, just like she said I would. She didn't release me right away. She kept me pinned over her knee. She rested the hand she'd punished me with on my throbbing bottom. I'm not sure if she was talking to me or herself when she said, "Oh yes. This is how this cute little ass should always look. Next time I'll have to use my belt. My hand is just as tender as your ass."
When she released me, I rolled off her knee onto the floor. I knelt at her feet and sobbed for several long moments before wiping my face with the back of my hand. The stinging pain of the punishment I'd received began to slowly fade. In its place, a warm feeling of forgiveness and love came over me. Mrs. Taylor was right, it felt as if every sin and wrongdoing I'd ever done had been completely washed away.
Looking up into her grinning face, I whimpered softly, "Mrs. Taylor?"
She stroked her fingers through my hair, "Yes, Sweetheart?"
I softly sobbed, "You said I deserved this. And you were right."
She gently rested her hand against my jaw and said, "Sweetheart, your punishment isn't quite over yet. I need you to go stand in the corner. You need time to think about what it's going to be like to continue living here. You will always be naked in my presence unless you're wearing your apron and gloves while cleaning. I'm going to continue to shave your body free of all hair. You will clean up the messes you make with your mouth. And Sweetheart, you'll be making lots and lots of messes. Last, but not least, you can expect to receive swift and severe punishments for any mistakes you make."
As I rose to my feet, I think we were both surprised to see just how stiff my little penis was. I couldn't tell you how long it had been erect, but it was very excited and drooling its juices down my pale, smooth shaft. I stood there for a few moments while I accepted that the spanking I'd received had aroused me in a primal sort of way. The pain of that spanking shouldn't have made me horny, but it did. Mrs. Taylor had introduced me to something I'd never considered even remotely arousing, masochism.
While I stood there throbbing before the woman who had punished me, I whimpered softly, "Thank you for spanking me, Mrs. Taylor." I didn't wait for her to respond, I turned around and tiptoed toward the corner of the room. I stood just away from the wall and laced my fingers behind my head, it felt like the right thing to do. The cheeks of my butt were tingling and burning. I was completely unable to keep my hips from squirming around. And from behind me, I could feel Mrs. Taylor's eyes wander over my naked backside.
I have no idea how long I stood there. I didn't dare say a word. I stood silently in the corner as I'd been told. My penis never softened, it remained perfectly stiff the entire time. I listened to Mrs. Taylor return the chair to the dining room. I heard her in the kitchen pouring herself a fresh glass of brandy. She came back to the room I stood in and sat on one of the couches. She was staring at me, I could feel her gaze. After a time, she got up and left the room again. I listened as she went to her bedroom. I heard nothing for a short time. But then she made her way back to the room I was in once again. I listened to her sit down on one of the couches.



In a soft voice, she said, "Your punishment is not over. Keep your nose in that corner."
The next thing I heard was the unmistakable sound of a vibrator. I fought to do as I'd been told. I so wanted to turn around and see her. But the last thing I wanted was to disobey her. So I stood there squirming in the corner while listening to the moist sucking sounds of the vibrator pleasuring my landlady. My mind imagined what she looked like laying on the couch, her heavy thighs spread wide while thrusting a vibrating phallus in and out of her perfect pussy.
My thoughts were interrupted when the scent of her arousal touched my senses. I kept my fingers laced behind my head and humped my penis into the corner I stood in. The squishy pink head was brushing against the texture of the wall. I knew it was leaking and leaving a mark. But I was going crazy with desire!
The wet sounds of her using the vibrator became more frantic. I could hear her breathing become raspier and deeper. She began to moan softly and mumble under her breath. The wet, sucking sounds increased to an even faster pace. Her moans and grunts became more animalistic. Until she groaned deeply while cresting in orgasm.
My skinny, bald penis was leaking all over the wall while I stood in the corner obediently. She had told me not to peek at her and I hadn't. But knowing she was pleasuring herself in the same room where I stood was incredibly arousing. It was almost too much to bear. I was breathing heavily while slowly sliding my penis along the wall. The room went almost silent when Mrs. Taylor turned off her vibrator. The only sounds were the two of us breathing.
I eventually listened to her stand up off the couch. I heard the sound of hard plastic being set down on a wooden table. And then, goosebumps rose up all over my body and I shivered in excitement as I listened to her approach the corner where I stood. With my hands still laced behind my head, Mrs. Taylor stepped in close behind me. She let her fingernails glide down my sides which made me squirm and giggle under her touch.
With her brandy scented breath, she whispered close to my ear, "Sweetheart, your punishment is over."
Lowering my hands to my sides and turning around to face her. Mrs. Taylor was completely covered by her white, terrycloth bathrobe. It covered her from her neck to mid-shin and it was cinched in snuggly around her belly. She stepped closer and trapped me in the corner. She looked down and grinned when she saw my penis was still very stiff.
Leaning in close enough that our noses were touching and her lips brushed against mine while she spoke, "Be a good boy and fill my glass." Backing away, she motioned to the end table where her empty glass sat next to the glistening vibrator she had used. My eyes zeroed in on the vibrator that had brought her so much pleasure. Biting my lip, I glance up to her eyes before stepping away from the corner.
After only a few steps, Mrs. Taylor called out to me, "Young man, what is this?"
When I turned back, I saw her pointing to the moist stain on the wall. I squirmed where I stood and whispered, "I'm sorry, Mrs. Taylor. I couldn't help it. I'll clean it up right now."
She grinned at me and uttered, "Damn right you will."
As I turned to get a cloth, she stopped me once again. "Where do you think you're going? Get over here and lick this mess off of the wall right now."
Spinning around, I didn't bother looking at her. I tiptoed back to the corner and after getting on my knees, I leaned into the corner and licked the slippery mess from the wall. I kept my hands on my knees and licked the wall long enough that I was sure I hadn't missed a drop. When I leaned back, I looked up at my landlady and asked, "Is this okay, Mrs. Taylor?"
She stood just behind me and spoke in a deep tone, "Yes, that is just perfect."
I knelt before her, completely naked with a stiff penis and devoid of body hair, looking up into her eyes. Judging by the smile on her face, I guessed she enjoyed looking down on me as much as I enjoyed kneeling naked at her feet. It felt like the place I was supposed to be. After quite a long time, I asked in a very soft voice, "Shall I refill your drink now?"
As I slowly rose to my feet, I bit my lip while glancing up at her smiling face. I smiled back at her before quickly tiptoeing across the room to the table where her empty glass and still glistening vibrator sat. After picking up the glass in my trembling hand, I timidly asked, "Um, Mrs. Taylor, would you like me to clean this too?"
She stepped close behind me before she answered. Her hands were resting on my naked hips and her lips brushed against my ear, when she whispered, "No, I'll take care of that. Just pour me a fresh glass of brandy."
Holding her glass in both hands, I tiptoed to the kitchen and carefully poured a fair amount of brandy into the delicate balloon glass. Taking the glass back in both of my hands, tiptoed back to the living room with my stiff penis bouncing along the way.
Mrs. Taylor was sitting on the couch beside the table where her vibrator rested. After handing her the glass, she said, "Thank you, Sweetheart. It's getting late and time for you to go to bed."
I stood naked and horny before my landlady. All that had occurred that evening had forever changed our relationship. She had shaved away my body hair. She had allowed me to hump myself against her thigh and then had me clean her thigh with my mouth. She had taken my naked body over her knee and given me the spanking I'd needed for so very long. And afterward, she had me stand in the corner while she orgasmed on her vibrator just a few feet from where I stood.
As I turned to head to my room, Mrs. Taylor called out to me, "Sweetheart, no pajamas tonight. I want you to sleep naked. And one more thing, you are not allowed to play with yourself. I'll be checking on you in a little bit. And if I see any signs of you pleasuring yourself, I'll start binding your wrists to the bedframe each night. Do you understand me?"
Biting my lip, I glanced into her eyes and whispered, "Yes, ma'am. I understand. Goodnight."
She smiled warmly before saying, "Come give me a goodnight kiss before you go."
Tiptoeing quickly across the room, I bent at my hips to give her the kiss she requested. As I did, she reached out and pulled my naked body onto her lap. She wrapped her arms around me and as I turned my head to face her, she leaned in and kissed me. There was no tongue, but the kiss lasted a good long time. I whimpered softly while she kissed me and her hands drifted over my bare, hairless body.
When our lips parted, she continued to hold me on her wide lap. In a soft voice, she asked, "Sweetheart, can I trust you not to touch yourself once you get to bed?" She reached out and picked up her vibrator from the end table. Every gently, she touched the tip of her vibrator to the squishy pink head of my penis. "This little penis of yours is awfully stiff." When she pulled the vibrator away from my rigid penis, a string of my creamy excitement connected the two.
As I parted my lips to answer her question, she moved the vibrator toward my mouth and brushed its slippery surface over my lips. Staring into her eyes, I licked my lips and moaned softly. Her flavor and the tasted of my excitement were mixed together. She kept the vibrator near my lips. I could smell her on the rigid phallus. And as I parted my lips to answer her again, she gently slipped the tip of it into my mouth.
We stared into the eyes of each other while she slid the vibrator in and out of my mouth. Her taste was magical and had me feeling like I was floating. My penis was so stiff, if it had even the slightest friction, it would have squirted all over my stomach. I sat here with my arms looped around Mrs. Taylor's neck while she slid the vibrator she'd used just minutes before to make herself orgasm, in and out of my mouth.
She asked in a soft voice, "Sweetheart, have you ever been with a girl before?"
I shook my head slowly from side to side while she continued to slide the vibrator in and out of my mouth.
She smiled happily, "You're a virgin?"
While nodding my head slowly, I licked and sucked on Mrs. Taylor's vibrator.
She leaned in close to my ear and whispered, "Now I'm sure I can't trust you not to touch yourself." Leaning back away from my hear, she pushed the vibrator into my mouth far enough to nearly gag me. "Sweetheart, I don't want to find something to bind your wrists with tonight." She nearly gagged me with the vibrator again, before saying. "For tonight, you'll sleep in my bed with me. It's the only way I'll know for sure that you won't play with yourself." This time she pushed the vibrator in and gagged me. "But if you lay your hands or penis on my body, I'll get the belt and beat you bloody." She then pulled the saliva covered vibrator from my mouth.
She gave me a few moments to catch my breath before sending me to turn off the lights around the house. As I slid off her lap, I half-tiptoed, half skipped around helping her shut down the house for the night. We met at the doorway to her bedroom. She held her vibrator in one hand. Mrs. Taylor looked down into my eyes and stated very firmly, "Young man, there will be no funny business tonight. Keep your hands and all other parts of your body to yourself. I was serious about that belting."
I bit my lower lip and whispered, "I understand, Mrs. Taylor. I promise I won't touch you."
She then guided me into her room and told me I'd be sleeping on the far side of the bed. After I'd gotten under the covers, Mrs. Taylor shut off the ceiling light which left the room aglow from the lamp on her bedside table. After crossing the room to stand beside her bed, she curiously shut off her lamp which left the room in complete darkness.
I lay there waiting anxiously for her to climb into bed. But what happened next, I was not at all prepared for. Her warm robe fell over my head and the scent of her body and musky perfume surrounded me. Before I even thought about moving her robe, she pulled back the covers and settled into bed beside me.
After moving the robe away from my face, I asked in a soft voice, "Mrs. Taylor, are you... I mean..."
The sound of her vibrator coming alive derailed my thoughts. I felt her bend her knees and spread her legs apart. Her foot was close enough to my leg that I could feel the warmth of her body. She moaned, "Sweetie, put your arms outside of the covers and keep them away from me and your little penis."
Biting my lip hard, I slipped my arms out from under the covers and laid them close to my sides. I lay there beside my landlady in her huge, king-sized bed. I was completely naked and hornier than I thought was possible. Just inches away, Mrs. Taylor was using her vibrator for the second time that evening. The bed shook when she thrust the vibrator in and out of herself. At other times, the sound was muffled but there was no movement.
It took a long time for her to orgasm that second time. It was torture to be so close to her, but unable to even touch myself. Eventually, her breathing became very ragged and her moaning got deeper. The entire bed began to shake and I knew she was cumming. I whimpered softly while my poor penis throbbed and leaked all on its own.
She set her vibrator on the bedside table after turning it off. Before she got too comfortable, I whispered, "Goodnight, Mrs, Taylor."
She turned to face me and moved close enough that I could feel her warm breath on the side of my face. "Goodnight Sweetheart." She then moved away from me and rolled onto her side, facing away from me.
While I lay on my back in the darkness, extremely horny, but knowing I'd have to deal with it until it passed. I whispered, "I love you, Mrs. Taylor."
She rolled over to face me once again. I crossed my arms over my stomach so she could get as close to me as she wanted. She scooted close enough that I could feel her body heat along the whole side of my body. When she began to speak, I turned to face her and our noses brushed against each other. She moved a little closer until her lips brushed against mine while she spoke.
"I love you too." She then backed away from me and the next thing I felt were her fingertips painting my lips with the juices from her pussy. After coating my lips, her hand slipped back under the covers only to return with more of her lovely juices. This time she painted a line just under my nose before slipping her fingers into my mouth. Her womanly scent made my desperate penis throb all the more. After licking her fingers clean, she whispered, "Have sweet dreams."
She rolled over, facing away from me and left me lying there with her taste in my mouth and her scent in my nose. Before long, Mrs. Taylor's breathing became very regular and I knew she'd fallen asleep. I never considered touching myself. I'd told her I wouldn't and I wasn't about to break that promise. So I lay there in the dark with a very stiff penis and tried to think of anything to make it go soft. It felt like hours that I lay there, knowing Mrs. Taylor was just inches away from me. But I did eventually drift off to sleep and the dreams I had that night were anything but 'sweet'.
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Shortly after getting settled in the motel room we'd reserved, the friend I'd come with received a text. He left shortly afterward to join the rest of the lacrosse team that had also come to spend spring break on the beach. I hadn't expected him to ditch me, so I puttered around the room for a while. I took a shower, shaved my face, even though I really didn't need to. I added some gel to my short strawberry blonde hair and tried not to part it so severely to one side. But it always wanted to lay that way, which left me looking much younger than my 19 years. I slipped into a clean pair of briefs, baggy cargo shorts, and a t-shirt. Just before stepping out the door, I grabbed the keycard to my room, my phone, wallet and stepped into my boat shoes.
The sun was just starting to set as I stepped onto the outdoor walkway or a 3rd-floor room. It was warm and slightly humid, which was a welcome change from the chilly weather at school. The music I heard was coming from the direction of the beach only a few blocks away. I worked my way off of the motel grounds and toward the beach. There were big crowds of people walking on both sides of the road and cars packed with college students were slowly cruising down the narrow street. I felt like I was the only person there that wasn't included in a group.
When I arrived at the beach, I could see a huge crowd of people mobbed in front of a stage. I wasn't familiar with the music the band was playing, but I joined the crowd and began cheering along with them. Even though I started at the back of the crowd, I soon found myself surrounded by my cheering peers.
After the sun had fully set and the band had played several songs, I began thinking about returning to my room. Standing alone in the dark, surrounded by a crowd is a very discomforting feeling. Just when I was about to turn and leave, I felt a presence move in close behind me. It was as if whoever had stepped so close to me, had done so on purpose. The music of the band was loud, but not so loud that a conversation couldn't be held without shouting. She leaned in close to my ear and I smelled her before I heard her. Her musky perfume filled my senses and made me shiver. I'd never smelled anything so sexy. Her low, sultry voice sent a chill up my spine. "This band is really good."
Looking back over my shoulder I was greeted by a woman, not a girl. A woman who was at least 20 years my senior. She stood several inches taller with a very fit build. The flowery print top she wore left her arms and shoulders exposed which had more muscle definition than any of my roommate's friends on the lacrosse team. The white skirt she wore hung to just below her knees and left her muscular calves exposed. Her wavy, dark-brown hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail. She had a very pretty face and wore minimal make-up. I bit my lower lip and nodded my head stupidly in response to her statement. I turned back around and prayed she wouldn't leave.
The next song the band played must've been very popular. Everyone in the crowd began pumping their fists in the air to the beat of the music. I joined in and began pumping my skinny arm in the air along with all the other people.
It happened quickly. I felt this woman lay her hands on my hips and then quickly slide them up under my shirt and drag her fingernails from my collar bones to the top of my shorts. My penis became erect in an instant. I'd never had anyone touch me like that before. I had no clue how to respond. I decided to act like it didn't happen. After a few moments, she did it again. This time letting her fingers trace my collar bones, ribs, gently pinch my nipples and finally come to rest on my hip bones. She left her hands on my hips while I tried not to do something stupid like spin around and ask her what she was doing. I didn't want to upset her.
Just before that song ended, she took hold of the bottom of my t-shirt and began to lift it up. Higher and higher it came until I had to make a decision: confront her or simply raise my arms. I chose the latter. Raising both arms up high, she pulled my shirt up over my head and off my arms. I'm not the type of guy who goes without a shirt. I've always been rather skinny with fair skin and only wisps of thin, strawberry blonde body hair. But having this strange woman pull my shirt off was a freeing feeling. I suddenly felt alive and electric. And the crazy thing was, no one around us even noticed what had happened! When I turned my head, I couldn't help but smile as I watched her slip my shirt into the bag she wore over her shoulder.
The next song started and the crowd came alive once again. Fists began pumping into the air and the crowd tightened around us. The woman behind me rested her hands on my hips and I felt her warm breath on my neck and ear. She slowly and teasingly slipped the index finger of each hand under the waistband of my shorts. Moving her hands toward each other across the front of my body made goosebumps pop up all over my body. As her hands got closer to each other and the front of my shorts, I unintentionally pushed my hips back against her. I heard her moan as her hands met each other. Her fingers briefly brushed across my underpants right over my super stiff penis. I swear I'd never been so horny before!
Her muscular arms kept my hips pulled back against her body while her fingers slowly undid the button on my shorts. I looked up over my shoulder and before I could utter a single word, she kissed me. Her tongue shot into my mouth and kissed me with a level of passion I never knew possible. While distracting me with that kiss, her hands quickly lowered the zipper of my shorts and spread them wide open. With that task accomplished, she dragged one hand up along my body until she held my neck. She continued to kiss me while slowly sliding her other hand under the band of my briefs and downward until she cradled my insanely stiff penis in her hand. She didn't move her hand at all, she simply held my small penis and balls in her large, strong hand.
When our kiss broke, I was left gasping for air surrounded my hundreds, if not thousands of people. She lowered her hand from my neck pinched first one of my nipples and then the other. That hand soon slid down my body until the thumb had slipped under the waistband of both my shorts and briefs. About that same time, she'd released my penis and positioned that hand similarly on my opposite hip. I knew what she planned to do. I took hold of her wrists to keep them from stripping me naked. I looked back up over my shoulder, shook my head from side to side and silently begged her to stop what she was about to do.
She smiled down at me, kissed me quickly on the lips and responded by nodding her head. Even with my hands on her wrists, I wasn't strong enough to stop her from lowering my shorts and briefs. I know I was blushing like crazy when the stiff prong of my pink penis popped free of my shorts. I struggled to stop her, but I was no match. When it dawned on me that my penis was out for all to see, I released her wrists and quickly covered myself with both hands. This allowed her the opportunity to lower my shorts far enough that they fell to my ankles.
Leaning in close, she licked my ear seductively and stated loud enough for me to hear over the music and crowd surrounding us, "Step out of your shorts and shoes."
Knowing people should be gawking at the naked boy standing in the crowd, I looked around. But I didn't see anyone looking my way. Everyone was staring straight ahead at the band on stage. Feeling like I was about to cry with shame, but more aroused then I'd ever been before in my life, I slowly slipped my foot from my shoe, out of my shorts and stepped out onto the warm sand of the beach.
Licking my ear again while dragging her fingernails from my collar bones to midway down my bare thighs, she said, "That's a good boy. Now the other."
Biting my lip hard while cupping my hands over my throbbing penis, I felt so embarrassed! But I did as I'd been told and slipped my other foot free of my clothes. Her hands moved to my sides and slid all the way down my legs. She picked up my shorts, briefs, and shoes from the sand and quickly put them in the bag with my shirt. She rose up behind me and laid her hands on my hips, pulling my butt back against her hips. She began to grind herself against me in time to the music. Having her hold me in that manner was somewhat reassuring. I felt safe with her so near. It's odd, I didn't even know her name. But I somehow knew she'd protect me if needed.
After bashfully dancing along with her for half a song, while still cupping my hands over my penis, she let her fingers begin to explore my body once again. This time her hands wandered up and down my front, while intentionally avoiding my hands and penis. They also explored my back and bottom. With my butt still pressed back against her hips, she could only fondle my cheeks so much. But while she did, she leaned in and moaned into my ear, "If I had a cock, I'd be fucking you right here, right now." She emphasized the word 'cock' by thrusting her hips against my backside.
I didn't say, "Thank goodness you don't have a cock!" or "Ew! Gross!" No, my response was, "I'm sorry."
Shortly after making that silly statement, she laid her hand on my neck and turned my head toward her again. Looking up into her eyes I felt so helpless and small. Her eyes left mine and focused on the necklace I wore. She quickly raised her hands and removed it, while stating, "I want my sweet boy to be completely naked." Once removed, she added my necklace to her bag.
Moments afterward, she let her hands move to my wrists and gently pulled my hands away from my penis. I'd never felt so naked and exposed before. Still holding my wrists, she raised our hands above my head. My hips wiggled around my body shivered with arousal. With my hands above my head and my stiff penis pointing upward, I began to notice people looking in my direction. I wanted to pull my arms back down and cover myself, but my wrists were held up firmly. All I could do was try to lift a leg to cover myself. It didn't take long for the people around us to pull out their phones and begin taking pictures and videoing my nudity. As more and more phones appeared, the woman behind me steered my body to face cameras.
First licking, then nibbling on my earlobe, she said, "My sweet boy is going to be famous! Smile for the cameras, Sweetie!"
When more and more people began surging toward us to get pictures, the crowd tightened and I felt hands of strangers groping me. I think the woman behind me panicked as much as I did. She quickly spun me around and held me close. I don't remember if I walked backward or she carried me, but we eventually broke free of the mob of people. Even then, she didn't slow, she kept moving at a quick pace until we found ourselves in a much less crowded area of the beach. The glow from the nearby hotels dimly lit the area which allowed us to attract less attention. But there were still small groups of people stopping to stare at the naked boy with the muscular woman. She released me and held me at arm's length. In a concerned tone, she asked, "Are you okay? I wasn't expecting those people to rush us like that."
Looking into her eyes, I told her I was okay. Without another word, she wrapped her arms around my body and gave me a hug right there on the beach. I wasn't expecting to be hugged, but I threw my arms around her neck and embraced her just as tightly. When the hug ended, I quickly lowered my hands to cover my stiff penis. Biting my lip, I whimpered, "May I ask you a question?"
She smiled before saying, "Of course Sweetie. Ask me anything."
"May I please have my clothes?"
Her smile warmed and while shaking her head from side to side she replied, "I'm sorry Sweetie. You may not have your clothes. I'm not ready for you to cover up your perfect, little body yet."
Knowing I really didn't have a choice, I accepted her response and remained standing before her completely nude. Occasional groups of people were walking around us. I felt their eyes on my body. It was so embarrassing, yet terribly arousing at the same time. I'm not sure, but I think I stuttered when I asked, "M- M- May I ask another question?"
Laying her finger under my chin, she forced me to look at her. The smell of her perfume mixing with the ocean air, filling my senses again and made my penis twitch and throb. She kissed me gently on the lips and said, "Yes you may."
"W- W- What is your name?"
She kissed me again and her free hand wiggled under my hands so she could drag her fingernail along the underside of my still rigid penis while whispering, "What would you like to call me?"
I whimpered softly from the unexpected contact and my mind ran wild trying to find an answer for her. She eventually rescued me by telling me her name was Karen. After I shared my name, Aiden, she spoke in a soft voice, "That is a very cute name for a very cute boy."
We were beginning to attract a rather large audience and the flashes from camera phones were gathering even more attention. To avoid another mad rush, she took my hand and guided me further away from them toward the nicer, upscale hotels I couldn't dream of affording. I sort of felt like a child being led along by his mother. At times I had to run along beside her to keep up with her pace. While running, I couldn't keep my little erection covered. It was left bouncing around for anyone to see.
We passed small groups of people either sitting or walking along the beach. Every person we passed stopped what they were doing and watched me walk/run along beside Karen. By then, each time I moved to cover my bare penis, she squeezed my hand firmly. When I looked up at her, she shook her head from side to side.
I almost asked her for my clothes again. But just as I was opening my mouth she began, "The moment I saw you walking toward that concert all alone, I knew you were a very special boy. I could tell by the way you looked, the way you walked and the bashful way you joined the crowd. As soon as I got close to you, I couldn't keep my hands off of you! I knew you had a cute little body under those baggy clothes and I hoped your mother had raised you to be an obedient boy. It's pretty obvious she did. Or you wouldn't be walking here with me without a shred of clothing on!"
Our course changed eventually as she led me toward a fancy hotel with more than a dozen floors. As we got closer and closer to the gated grounds of the hotel, I began to panic. It sounds silly, but I was kind of okay being naked outside with her on the beach. But stepping into the bright lights of a fancy hotel in my birthday suit was a completely different matter. I was scared silly! My stomach began doing somersaults and I felt ill!
She felt me pulling on her arm and must've seen the fear in my eyes. She had a sympathetic look when she stopped and turned to face me. "Aww, you're scared, aren't you? You poor thing. Baby, it's spring break. There are naked people all over the place. It's okay, you don't need to be scared. And once we get to my room, I promise I'll make everything you've been through worthwhile."
I quickly chirped, "I haven't seen anyone else naked."
She kissed my lips gently before saying, "You haven't been looking closely enough. There are naked girls all over this city."
I whimpered softly, "B-b-but I'm not a girl."
That's when she leaned in and kissed me again. While holding my shoulders in her strong hands and looking down into my eyes, she explained, "Aiden, sweetheart, there are lots of men and women who love to see naked boys. But unfortunately, there aren't many boys willing to be stripped naked in public. And that makes you extremely special."
Her logic was confusing enough to make sense. And so I agreed to walk into the hotel with her. She told me not to cover my privates up or she may have to punish me when we got to her room. The idea of being punished by Karen sent a shiver through my body. I'm not sure if it was a good shiver or a bad shiver. It didn't really matter, my penis throbbed even harder at the thought.
Using her keycard to open the gate, she led me into the pool area. With the sun having already set, there weren't lots of people using the pool, but there were a few couples. And they all stared at my naked body while Karen held my hand and led me toward the brightly lit doors of the hotel. The anxiety of being walked around naked while everyone else was dressed was wildly arousing.
The closer we got to the brightly lit glass doors of the hotel, the faster my heart began beating. I could see dozens of people in the ornately decorated lobby talking in small groups. Of course, they were all fully clothed which made me feel all the more naked. Out of all of the people I could see through the glass doors, I didn't see anyone even close to my age. That didn't really surprise me, the hotel looked extremely upscale and I doubt there were many college students who could afford such a place.
When Karen reached for the door and pulled it open, I felt her squeeze my hand tightly. Looking up into her eyes, I nearly began crying from the surge of emotions washing over me. Karen held the door open for me and had me step into the lobby first. My legs felt like rubber when I took that first step over the threshold. The brightly lit lobby only emphasized my nudity and my poor penis was throbbing out of control. I couldn't stop myself from lowering my chin and looking at my bare feet. When Karen stepped in behind me and let the door close, I began to notice the lobby becoming very quiet. Blushing like crazy and utterly humiliated, I briefly raised my chin and looked at the crowd.
The reaction to seeing me ran through that lobby like a wave. As soon as someone saw me, they froze, stopped chatting and looked right at me. Some people pointed, others simply stood there and stared at me. But one person after another, they all wound up looking right at me. When the room became completely silent and every eye in the lobby was staring at me, I thought I was going to vomit. I don't know how long I stood there with Karen standing right behind me with her holding my hands at my sides firmly, but it felt like hours. Chills of shame and embarrassment overtook my body.
Finally, Karen moved to my side, took my hand in hers and led me directly to a desk under a sign that read 'Concierge'. During that short walk, she squeezed my hand very tightly every time I moved to cover my stiff penis. The crowd seemed to part, making way for us to pass as we approached a very concerned looking man in a suit standing behind the counter.
As we stood near the concierge counter, Karen looked down at me and said, "Sweetheart, I want you to wait right here. Don't try wandering off again. I need to talk to this nice man for a second and then we'll go up to our room. Do you understand?"
I nodded my head and whimpered, "Y-Y-Yes."
Karen then released my hand and dug around in her bag. I stood there beside her feeling alone and afraid. Everyone in the lobby was still staring and some of them began talking about me. My emotions were so powerful I felt like I may faint.
When Karen pulled out a pen and small tablet, she quickly scribbled down a list of things. She then withdrew two $100 bills from her wallet and slid the bills and the list across the counter to the man.
The man seemed to ignore the money and list. Instead, he cleared his throat while looking at me with disdain and said in a firm sounding tone, "Madam, this hotel does not permit nudity anywhere on the property other than in the guest rooms."
Karen only smiled at him and replied, "I will be taking him directly to my room as soon as we discuss my request. Now, as the concierge, are you able to locate the items on this list for me?" The man's eyes lowered to the list she'd written out. Before he was able to shake his head and refuse her request, Karen slid a third hundred-dollar bill on top of the first two.



The man pocketed the bills and list and said, "It won't be a problem. The items will be delivered to your room in an hour."
Karen grinned and slid a twenty-dollar bill across the counter and asked, "Can you make it a half an hour?"
He pocketed that bill, nodded his head and stated, "It won't be a problem. Now please remove this young man from the lobby."
Karen scowled at the man and growled, "I paid full price for my room and if I want my little man to run around naked, then the hotel is going to have to deal with it." She nearly shouted at him when she said, "There are dozens of people all over town naked and I can't understand what your issue is."
I stood there watching her and learned that when Karen got upset, she flexed her muscles and stood up taller than usual. The man behind the counter must've been intimidated, I know I would've been. He didn't say a word.
Karen eventually turned to me, laid her hands on my hips and spun my body around to face everyone in the lobby. Looking back at the man, she asked, "Would you be okay if he were a girl instead of a boy?" She then grabbed my wrists and lifted them above my head once again. "Or maybe you're a closet homosexual who is attracted to this cute little figure." She turned me around like a ballerina so everyone in the lobby got to see all of me. "Or is your problem with this beautiful young man your own petty jealousy? Do you dream about being as cute as he is?"
The man behind the desk began to mumble under his breath while waving at a younger man who was opening the lobby door for arriving guests. The concierge obviously wanted both of us out of his lobby. He passed the list and some of the money to the younger and man sent him to retrieve the items Karen requested. When that younger man darted out the door, Karen smiled at the concierge before she cupped my butt in her hand. She guided me through the crowd and to the elevator. While we waited for the doors to open, we were still the center of attention in that utter silent lobby.
Thankfully the elevator was empty when the doors opened. Karen pushed me inside and pressed me against the back wall. She reached over and punched a button before taking my face in her hands. She told me I was absolutely perfect! She kissed me aggressively while spreading my butt cheeks wide apart with her hands. I looped my arms up and around her neck and kissed her back with an equal passion. Our tongues danced together which only made me hornier.
When the doors opened, Karen had me step into the hallway first. She reached back and slapped my butt hard before telling me we were in room #1215. It didn't hurt, but I'm sure her handprint was on my pale cheeks. I ran down the hallway playfully looking for her room. When I found it, I spun around and saw her walking down the hall at a leisurely pace. She had a smile on her face and her eyes were wandering up and down my body. I tried my best to pose for her, but I have a feeling I looked like a fool.
When she got close enough, she slid her key through the lock. While opening the door with one hand, she reached out and pulled me into her room by my penis. She led me through her room to a small couch with a table. We sat beside each other on the couch and without a word, she pulled my clothes from her bag. After setting them on the table, she laid her hands on my knees, looked into my eyes and finally spoke.
"Aiden, I really enjoyed stripping you on the beach. And walking you into this hotel's lobby was unbelievably arousing. Every single person down there was staring at your cute little body. I'll bet all of those men and women wished they were me right now. Does that turn you on, Sweetie?"
I tried to say something and she immediately shushed me. She wasn't finished talking.
"Sweetheart, I don't know how long you'll be in town..." She hesitated and I figured out she wanted me to tell her how long I planned to stay.
My voice was squeaky when I said, "I'll be here until Sunday, three more days."
She grinned and her eyes wandered over my body before she said, "Honey, I'm here until Monday and I would love to spend every moment we can together."
I squeaked while struggling to maintain eye contact with her, "I'd like that very much too."
She smiled and asked, "Would you now?"
My mind clouded over the possibilities of all the things Karen could do to me. But at that moment, I couldn't think of anything that would top what I'd already been put through. My penis throbbed and my voice cracked when I squeaked, "Yes."
She stood up and without a word, gathered all of my belongings in her hands and crossed the room to the closet. She typed in a code on the room's safe and when it opened, she placed all of my things inside of it. A chill shot through my body when she closed the safe door and hid her hand while typing in a new code. After shutting the closet door, she turned back to face me and grinned, "There, now all your things will be safe and sound for the next three days."
I didn't move. I couldn't move for several moments. The idea of spending this entire vacation with Karen, the beautiful, strong woman I'd just met was like a dream come true. But spending the next 3 days naked was frightening. I already felt so ashamed of what I'd done that evening. There were so many people who took pictures of me. They were most likely already plastered all over the internet. What if my mother saw them? What if my stepfather saw them? He already considered me to be a complete pansy! The idea of everyone I knew seeing those pictures sent a wave of humiliation rushing through my body. And that humiliation made my penis throb hard and a pearly drop of my juice ran down its modest length.
She crossed the room and sat down beside me again, holding my knees in her hand while we faced each other, she said, "Aiden, starting now, if I catch you trying to cover your nudity, I'm going to take you over my knee and spank you. You'll be spending the next three days in your birthday suit. And Sweetheart, we won't be spending all our time in this room."
I whimpered softly while staring into her eyes. Biting my lower lip, I was about to say something, but she cut me off again.
"But while we're in this room, I'll make you cum like never before and you'll also learn what it's like to have your butt played with. You have got such a cute little ass I can't wait to get my hands on it! And you're going to spend a lot of time learning how to properly please a woman with your mouth."
Karen stood up, took my hands and pulled me to my feet. She kissed me gently and whispered, "Sweetheart, this is going to be a weekend neither of us will ever forget."
I would be naked and helpless until such a time that Karen gave me something to wear. She may not do that. She could drop me off at my motel room naked! My roommate would see me naked! As I considered racing out the door, Karen reached out and took my penis in her fingers. She slowly stroked it up and down while whispering in my ear. "Aiden, I'm going to take such good care of you, you'll never want to leave my side."
I whimpered softly and was so terribly close to squirting when we were interrupted by a firm knock on the door. It happened so suddenly, I nearly jumped out of my skin! Karen grinned at my nervous reaction and released my penis from her fingers. She then took hold of my hand and together, we walked toward the door.
Karen stood behind me with her hand on my bare hips. She whispered in my ear, "Answer the door, Aiden. And don't crack it open so you can peek out. Throw it all the way open and greet our visitor properly."
My penis was oozing its excitement and my hand trembled as I reached for the knob. Doing as I'd been told, I opened the door all the way very quickly. Our concierge stood in the hall holding two shopping bags. One of which was rather large, unbranded and made of opaque black plastic. The other was from a familiar drug store chain and was of white plastic.
His eyes quickly darted from my head to my toes and back again. Holding out the two shopping bags, he muttered, "The items you requested."
I reached out into the hall and took the bags from his hand. Before turning away, I smiled brightly at him and squeaked, "Thank you!" I then spun around and stepped aside so Karen could tip our 'helpful' concierge. While I waited, I peeked into the white shopping bag and found a toothbrush, deodorant, a package of several razors, shaving cream, a bottle of hair removal lotion, sexual lubricant and two boxes containing disposable enema bottles.
A soft moan slipped through my lips which attracted the attention of both Karen and the concierge. I blushed and looked away from them both, instead peeking into the black shopping bag. Inside that one, I saw several boxes covered with pornographic images. There was a hot pink butt plug. A strap-on dildo that was easily twice as long and twice as thick as my own penis.
Looking up from the bag, I saw Karen closing the door on our concierge who was grinning at me from the hallway. When the door was shut and locked, Karen guided me back to the living area of her room. After sitting down, she took the bags from me and began to pull out one item after another, placing each on the table in front of us. I sat beside her in silence, watching her work and shivering with both desire and shame while thoughts of what those things could do to me raced through my mind.
After removing the packaging from each item, she handed me the toothbrush, deodorant, razors, shaving cream, hair removal lotion, lubricant, and disposable enemas and sent me to put it all in the bathroom. Before I left her side, I timidly asked, "Karen, um, is all of this for me?"
She looked into my eyes and smiled, "Yes it is, Aiden. Before our fun begins tonight, you're going to have every hair below your eyelashes removed. You're going to have your bottom rinsed out. And you're going to scrub your body from head to toe."
Nibbling on my lower lip, struggling to look into her powerful eyes, I whimpered, "And then?"
She didn't look away from eyes when she reached out and picked up the strap-on. Holding the phallus between us, she said, "Judging by the look on your face, I'm betting this will be a new experience for you." She watched me slowly nod my head to confirm her assumption. "Baby Boy, I'm going to pop your cherry with this."
A soft whimper slipped through my lips. I'd fantasized about being taken with a strap-on a thousand times. But seeing that strap-on dangling from her finger in front of my eyes was tremendously frightening. Very soon, that dildo would be buried deep inside my bottom! I asked with a squeaky voice, "Is it going to hurt?"
She smiled and spoke in a gentle voice, "Sweetheart, I would never hurt you. I promise this will only be a pleasurable experience for both of us." Glancing at my armload of things, she reached up and tapped the disposable enema and said, "Let's start with this."
She then rose up off the couch and followed me to the bathroom. After I'd arranged everything neatly on the counter, Karen picked up the tube of lubricant. "Aiden Honey, I need you to lean against the counter, bend at the hips and spread your legs wide apart." Moving in behind me, she looked at my reflection in the mirror and whispered, "Yes, this is perfect."
While removing the cap from the lube and squirting some out onto her finger, she asked, "Sweetie, will this be your first enema?"
I watched while she coated the long, plastic nozzle with the lube. I whimpered, "Yes." While my hips ground around anxiously. Karen then squirted more lubricant onto her finger. Laying one hand on my naked hip, she whispered, "You are so precious. Baby, I'm going to touch you now."
Every nerve in my body was on high alert. My heart was pounding in my chest as I waited. When it happened, when her slippery finger made contact with my tight knot of a hole, I chirped in an oddly high pitch and my back arched deeply. Her finger slithered and slathered over my highly sensitive little hole. I squealed, "Karen!! Oh My!! It feels so... so..."
While I struggled to find the words I needed to describe the sensations, Karen lined her finger up and slowly pressed it into my body. She watched my reaction in the mirror and after seeing my eyes roll up into my head in pleasure, she whispered, "I knew you were going to enjoy this. Sweetheart, we're just getting started. Just wait until I bury my dildo inside of you."
When my eyes fluttered open, I found Karen was still looking at my face while she slowly fingered my bottom. My hips rolled up high and I moaned softly when she withdrew her finger from my body. After wiping off the digit that had penetrated me, she picked up the enema bottle and bumped the plastic nozzle against my little hole.
While looking at me in the mirror, she said, "Take a deep breath, Aiden."
I did as I'd been told and while I did, she gently sunk the nozzle of the enema deep inside of me. Even after taking that deep breath, I was left gasping for air. The feeling of that hard, plastic nozzle sliding inside of my body was indescribable. I shivered and my hips rolled up high to allow her easier access.
She whispered, "Here it comes." And she then began to slowly and steadily squeeze the plastic bottle. The feeling of the liquid filling my butt wasn't at all negative. I found it to be a very pleasant sensation. While she withdrew the nozzle from my bottom, she whispered, "Aiden, I want you to hold that inside for a little while."
My hips ground around in circles while Karen tossed the empty bottle into the trash. When she returned to stand behind me, she rested her hands on my hips and asked, "How are you doing?"
I whimpered, "Do you really need to ask?" As I uttered those words, I stood up far enough so she could see my rigid and oozing penis. Reaching around my body, she rubbed the pad of her index finger over the slippery pink head of my penis. After she'd coated her fingertip with my juices, she slowly raised that hand and painted my lips with my own excitement. The entire time, she and I stared at each other in the mirror.
She leaned in and licked my earlobe while whispering, "Such a naughty boy." She nipped my earlobe with her teeth before saying, "Sit on the toilet. Call me when you're finished." Without another word, she left the bathroom, closing the door behind her.
I looked at my reflection in the mirror for a few short moments, thinking about all that had happened since I left my motel room earlier that day. Nature called and I tiptoed my way to the toilet and sat down. I was thankful Karen had shut the door on her way out. The noises I made while sitting on that toilet were not the sort of sounds I wanted her to hear. After cleaning myself up with toilet tissues and spritzing the room with the deodorant she'd bought for me, I flushed the toilet. While washing my hands, Karen re-entered the room without even a knock.
Karen didn't mention what had just occurred in that room and I was thankful for that. She sat on the closed lid of the toilet and called me between her spread knees. After filling her palm with hair removal cream, she made quick work of the task at hand. In no time at all, my body was covered with a thick layer of cream that soon had my skin tingling. The tingling became more intense with every second it remained on my body. I found myself dancing around in the bathroom while dealing with the intense sensations.
Karen sat there calmly watching me and said, "Aiden, do you realize I stripped you naked on the beach. I walked you into this hotel's lobby naked. I locked your clothes in my safe. I gave you an enema and now I'm removing all of your body hair. And after all of that, you haven't objected once. You've simply done as I've told you too."
I whimpered while dancing from one foot to the other, "I know! I never stand up for myself. I'm sorry!"
She grinned at me and said, "Oh Sweetheart, you don't understand. Being as obedient as you are isn't a bad thing. Baby, doing as you're told is a good thing. A very, very good thing that I consider a very attractive quality in a boy."
In a squeaky voice, I asked, "Really?"
She smiled and said, "Yes, really. Now hop in the shower and rinse off that cream."
I didn't need to be asked twice. I barely bothered to adjust water temperature before I stepped under the warm water and watched as the cream washed away from my body. With it, my sparse patches of body hair went with it. After all of the lotion had been washed away, I stepped out from under the water. Karen approached the tub, reached out and let her fingertips pass over the places where hair used to be.
With a grin on her face, she said, "The cream did a better job than I expected. I don't think we'll need to use that razor at all. Step back under the water and wash down the soap and shampoo. When you're finished, meet me in the living room."
I took my time and washed my body especially well. Every square inch of my body had been soaped down and rinsed off twice before I turned the water off. The sexy feeling of my soapy hands sliding over my hairless skin was nothing compared to the way the towel felt. When I was dry, I paused to look at my naked, pale and hairless body in the mirror. My penis looked positively tiny without its patch of strawberry blonde pubic hair to hide behind. But that fact made it throb and a drop of its pearly excitement began its slow descent down its smooth, thin shaft.
Stepping out of the bathroom, I tiptoed into the living area and found Karen lubing up the butt plug. I stood there silently watching her until she noticed me. When her eyes met mine, she said, "Aiden Honey, you look absolutely delicious!"
I blushed from head to toe and lowered my chin. In a soft whisper, I said, "Thank you, Karen."
Wagging her finger at me, I crossed the room on my toes. She had me stand between her spread knees, facing away from her. I bent forward and braced myself against the table. Karen once again lubed up my tight little hole. While fingering my behind, she said, "Do you remember when I said popping your cherry would be a pleasurable experience?"
I nodded my head while grinding myself back against her finger. I squeaked, "Yes!"
Pulling her finger out of my body, she next picked up the butt plug. Lining it up with my virginal hole, she let the stiff rubber bump against that knot of nerve endings. "Well, having this inside of you for a while will loosen you up. When I slide my strap-on into your butt, you'll be squealing in pleasure. And not screaming out in pain."
I gasped when she applied pressure to the plug and my wrinkled hole began to stretch out allowing it to enter my body. Karen pressed it in a little bit at a time. She would press a little in and let it slip out. Then press in a little more. When she neared the widest part of the plug, I was moaning and grinding my hips back toward her. She was being so gentle and taking her time. Having her press that plug inside of me was a wonderfully erotic event.
When the widest part of the plug slipped inside of my body, my tight hole pulled the base of the plug snuggly between my cheeks. Karen wasn't finished. She took hold of the base and pulled it out so my hole stretched over the widest part again. She repeated that process over and over until finally letting the plug settle deep inside of me.
Karen rose up from the couch and spun me around so we faced each other. Taking my naked, hairless and extremely horny body in her arms, she kissed me. It was a long, wet, and loud kiss. My arms slithered up around her neck while our tongues danced together and I fought against humping myself against her leg.
When the kiss came to an end, she remained close enough to me that her lips brushed against mine when she asked, "How do you feel, Baby Boy?"



I moaned and leaned in to kiss her. But she pulled away and said, "Use your words, Sweetie. Tell me how you feel."
My voice cracked multiple times while I tried to put my feelings into words. "I feel really sexy. And I feel really, really horny. And I feel really, really, really happy that you saw me on the beach today."
She grinned and whispered, "Good boy. Aiden, I'm going to fuck your cute little ass with a strap-on. Sweetheart, I'm going to buttfuck you. How do you feel about that?"
After moaning deeply, I caught my breath and whimpered, "I want it. I want it bad. I never thought a woman like you would ever find me attractive."
Brushing her lips against mine, she asked, "A woman like me?"
Another moan slipped through my lips before I said, "Yes. A tall, strong, smart, older woman. A beautiful woman."
She kissed my lips gently and said, "You're so sweet." Reaching around behind me, she slipped at least one finger between my cheeks and pressed against the base of the plug. Chills shot through my body and a moan left my lips. "Aiden, what would you like to do now?"
Humiliation burned inside of me when I opened my mouth and said, "I want you to buttfuck me."
Licking my upper lip with her tongue, she whispered, "Ask me to buttfuck you."
Moaning into her mouth, I whimpered, "Karen, would you please buttfuck me?" Humiliation burned through my body when I went on to say, "Pretty please?"
After biting my lower lip, she whispered, "Sweetheart, I would be happy to buttfuck you." She pressed against the base of the buttplug with her fingers which made me thrust my hips forward. With her lips dragging against mine, she whispered, "Be a good boy and help me put my cock on."
Whimpering softly, I turned from her embrace and approached the table where her strap-on sat. I stood there for a moment, looking down at the long phallus with its sturdy canvas harness. The idea of that long dildo sliding deep inside my bottom made me rise up on my tiptoes as goosebumps formed all over my body.
Reaching down, I picked up the strap-on by its harness. Biting my lip, I turned back toward Karen. She stood there regally, watching my every move. "Put it on for me, Sweetie." She reached behind her back and I heard the sound of a zipper. I stood there completely stunned when her white skirt fell around her ankles. She stepped out of her skirt toward me while never looking away from my eyes. She stood there wearing her flowery print top, shiny white satin panties and white netted beach shoes.
My eyes dropped to her panties when she pointed to that general area. In a sultry whisper, she said, "Look how wet my panties are. You have my pussy gushing with excitement."
Naked, smooth with an extremely stiff penis, I whimpered, "I did that?"
She grinned, "Yes, you did, Baby Boy. Doing everything I've told you since we met on the beach, without complaint, has made me very horny." She paused until I looked back into her eyes. "Now Sweetheart, put my cock on so I can fuck you properly."
Shivering with excitement and shame, I knelt at her feet and opened the harness for her to step into. When both of her feet were in place, I began to slowly pull the dildo up her legs and over her panties. Without ever touching the dildo itself, I adjusted the harness until it fit snugly around her waist and left the phallus protruding from her pubic mound.
Her chest was heaving and her face was flushed. Looking down at me kneeling at her feet, she said, "Take it in your hands and give it a kiss, Aiden."
Everything I'd been through since I'd met Karen had proven to be incredibly arousing. But being told to kiss the dildo that would soon be buried in my bottom took my arousal to a whole new level. The muscles in Karen's legs flexed when I reached up and took the long dildo in my hands. Glancing up at her, I saw she was smiling down at me and slowly nodding her head. Leaning in more, I puckered my lips and placed a quick kiss on the tip of the phallus.
Karen ran her fingers through my hair and said, "That wasn't much of a kiss."
Biting my lip, I looked from her eyes to the dildo. I knew what she wanted me to do. She wanted me to give her a blowjob. It sounds completely silly, but in my mind, there was a big difference between being buttfucked and giving a blowjob. I believed if I took that dildo in my mouth, I would never be the same again. I would somehow change as a person. But my rigid penis and desperation eventually convinced me it would be okay if I did what I'd been told.
Leaning back in, I placed another kiss on the tip of the dildo. Then, looking up into her eyes, I parted my lips and took the dildo into my mouth. I slid up and down on the shaft a few times before I heard Karen moan. Her fingers were sliding through my hair, pulling me toward her, urging me to take more of it in my mouth. I began bobbing up and down on the dildo, taking as much of it in my mouth as I could, without gagging. The musky scent of her arousal caressed my senses and it was perfectly apparent that Karen was enjoying herself.
After letting me suck on her dildo for a time, she moaned, "Aiden, you are absolutely precious. Sweetheart, are you ready for me to pop your cherry?"
As I slid off of her dildo, a string of my saliva was left connecting my lower lip to her dildo. Looking up into her eyes, I whimpered, "Yes, please!"
She offered me her hands and I took them as I stood up. Reaching down, she picked up the lubricant and began guiding me across the room toward the door leading onto the balcony. After sliding the door wide open, she had me step outside first. By this point, I was way beyond caring if we were outdoors or not. I was so horny, I wouldn't have minded if she guided me into the hotel's hallway to fuck me!
The balcony was equipped with a small table and a pair of chairs. Beside them, directly outside of the door, there was plenty of room to stand and look over the guardrail. Across the street were three hotels, there were dozens of rooms in those hotels who could have a perfect view of Karen and I being lit from behind by the light from our room.
Karen had me stand at the guardrail, bend at the hips and look at the street below and the nearby hotels. She suggested I think about all the people who could potentially witness what we were about to do. There were so many windows across the street, many of them had lights on. We were too far up, the twelfth floor, to worry about being seen from the street. But looking through the bars of the guardrail down at all those people milling about on the street was surreal when considering what was about to occur.
She pulled a chair up behind me and without saying a word, began to slowly pull the plug out from inside of me. I squirmed and rolled my hips up when the widest part of the plug stretched me open. After my muscles pushed the plug out beyond that widest part, Karen applied enough pressure to push it back inside. She did that several times before letting the plug slide all the way out. This left me feeling empty and needing her attention. I turned to watch her set the plug down on the table beside her. Picking up the lubricant, she took her time and slathered the dildo down with ample amounts to ensure the loss of my virginity would be a painless experience. With that completed, she squirted some onto her finger and applied it to my quivering and anxious hole.
Standing behind me, Karen took hold of my hip with one hand. With the other, she aimed the dildo at my trembling hole. After bumping the rounded tip against me, she asked, "Aiden, Sweetie, tell me what you want."
I didn't look back at her. I stared at the buildings across the street. My eyes raced from window to window, balcony to balcony looking for a sign of anyone looking in our direction. I didn't see a single soul. The warm breeze blowing over the naked and hairless skin felt magical. Rolling my hips up while arching my back deeply, I moaned, "I-I-I want you to take my virginity. I want you to make love to me. I want to spend the whole weekend with you. I-I-I want..."
Karen pressed forward with her hips and my wrinkled hole began to stretch over the smooth, rubbery dildo. I arched my back as deeply as I could to provide her with the best angle. When I'd stretched over the widest part of the dildo, I felt Karen take hold of my other hip. She began to slip a little bit in, and then it slips back out. She would then slip a little more in and let that slip out. She worked slowly and methodically. There was no pain at all. I wouldn't even consider it discomfort. Being impaled on her dildo made me feel like I was the star of a very naughty fairy tale.
The more of the dildo that disappeared inside of my body, the more intense the feelings became. I was being penetrated by a strap-on dildo being worn by a woman straight out of my naughtiest fantasies! Leaning against my back, she moaned into my ear, "That's about half of it. How do you feel, Sweetie?"
I whimpered while my body shivered with desire. My penis was perfectly hard and oozing its excitement. "I feel wonderful!"
While still leaning against my back, she began to slowly slide the rest of the dildo into my body. When I felt her hips meet my butt cheeks. I squealed at the top of my lungs, "I LOVE YOU, KAREN!!!"
She began to saw the dildo in and out of my body, in time to the beating of my heart. After nipping my earlobe with her teeth, she moaned, "Oh baby, I'm falling in love with you too."
Her thrusts forced me to stand up straighter. She had me pinned between her and that rail. My drooling penis poked out between the bars while she thrust her dildo in and out of my bottom. She wasn't being rough at all. She was very gentle and aware of my reactions to her lovemaking. At one point, after burying the dildo deep inside of me, she asked, "Are you okay? Do you want me to add more lubricant?"
Arching my back, looking over my shoulder into her eyes, I moaned, "No! Don't stop! Please! Don't stop!"
I gripped the railing tightly with both hands. Karen kept a firm hold on my hips while thrusting the dildo in and out of my innocent body. I was covered with a thin layer of perspiration and I was breathing heavily. I hadn't even touched my penis and I felt the orgasm building inside of me like a lit stick of dynamite. I chirped, "Karen!!"
She never broke her stride and kept thrusting her hips against my bottom at a quick pace. She was also breathing heavily and had a teasing tone to her voice when she asked, "Yes? Is something wrong Aiden?"
I chirped, "Karen!! I'm going to... It's going to..."
She growled, "You're going to cum for me!"
I chirped, "YES!!"
At the same moment I crested in orgasm, Karen moaned, "Let it happen, Baby. Cum for me. It's okay, I've got you."
My eyes opened wide and I imagined people standing in every window across the street watching me cum. My toes curled into knots. I gripped the handrail with white knuckles. My eyes popped open wide and I squealed in a very high pitch. My little balls retracted into my body while my penis flexed hard and a long string of my creamy love shot away from where I stood and fell to the street below.
Karen slowed down the pace of her thrusts but increased the force of them. The sound of her hips slapping against my pale, smooth bottom echoed in the alcove that was the balcony. She licked my neck and bit into the skin. My penis flexed against and more of my creamy love erupted out from inside of me, falling to the street. My penis drizzled out several more drips before Karen and I knew my orgasm had come to an end.
Leaning against me, trapping me between her and the railing, she whispered in my ear, "You are amazing." She remained standing behind me with the dildo still buried in my bottom, holding me in her arms. She whispered things in my ear like, "You were absolutely perfect, Sweetie.", and "I may take you home with me when this weekend is over." I couldn't stop myself from giggling when she asked, "Do you think your cum landed on anyone down there?"
When she was ready, she slowly slipped the dildo out from inside of me and stepped back into the room. I was left standing on the balcony, hairless, naked, freshly fucked and head-over-heels in love with a woman who could have been old enough to be my mother.
I stood there on the balcony enjoying the feelings and emotions racing through my body. When I finally turned around, I saw Karen was still wearing her shirt, but had removed the strap-on and was stepping out of her panties. While sitting down on the couch and spreading her legs wide, she grinned and said, "Get in here young man. It's my turn now!"
Dashing into our room, I dropped to my knees between her spread thighs. My penis was still perfectly stiff. I didn't soften in the least after I'd squirted off the balcony. But I knew she wanted my mouth on her sex, not my penis in there. Never in a million years would I have ever tried to penetrate her without her telling me too.
Before I even got close to her, her womanly scent caressed my senses once again. I paused to admire her for a short time. I'd never seen a real-live pussy until that moment. Her short, neatly trimmed, dark brown, triangular patch of pubic hair pointed down toward her engorged and peeled open lips. The nub of her clit was peeking out from under its hood and her juices were dripping down between her cheeks. Karen's pussy was just as beautiful as she was.
Having seen ample amounts of pornography, I had a pretty good idea of what I needed to do. Leaning in, I started slowly by kissing and licking my way up the inside of her thigh toward her wonderland. As I got close, I could feel the humid warmth of her arousal. Licking along the outside of one lip, I wound up at her clit and placed a gentle kiss right on it.
Karen groaned, "Stop fucking teasing me, Aiden! I need to cum!!" She then knotted her fingers in my hair and pulled my face in close against her sex. I began licking, kissing and sucking on everything near my lips. She ground my face up and down along her pussy. She held me firmly in place with my nose rubbing against her clit and my tongue dipping into her sex. Karen moaned and pushed herself up against my face. I thought I must be doing something right, so I pushed my tongue as far into her as I could while grinding my nose against her stiff nub.
The noises Karen began to make couldn't be defined as a moan or a groan. It was a more animalistic sound. It was primal. And when the noises she made became louder, I saw the muscles in her abdomen, chest, shoulders, and arms flex hard. Her thighs clamped down against my head and she never let go of my hair with her hands. Her pussy began to vibrate and quiver beneath my tongue and lips. I was sure she was going to cum.
With renewed vigor, I licked and lapped at her pussy while grinding my nose against her clit. When her orgasm hit, she knotted her hands even tighter in my hair and pulled on it hard. Her thighs felt like they could've crushed my skull. And her stiff little clit seemed to throb against my nose. Her mouth was open and I was sure she was making some sort of noise. But with my head trapped between her thighs, I couldn't hear a thing.
Karen eventually pushed me away from her quivering pussy. I didn't realize it at the time, but I was being a little aggressive with her clit after she'd just cum so hard. I learned that evening that girls get just as sensitive as boys after they cum.
Sitting back on my feet, my face was glistening with her juices, her flavor filled my mouth and my stiff, hairless penis was pointing at the ceiling. I watched Karen slowly recover from her orgasm. We stared into each other's eyes the entire time.
While still sitting between her spread thighs, she whispered, "I meant it when I said I was falling in love with you."
Biting my lip, I smiled happily and squeaked, "You don't know how happy that makes me! Because I've already fallen in love with you!"
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Mrs. Swanson was a very successful attorney who specialized in the defense of women who were sexually harassed in the workplace and women who were abused by their male boyfriend or husband. I was her very first male employee. It was her plan to hire a male assistant, knowing the older woman who had long worked for her would someday retire.
She had interviewed dozens upon dozens of young men. After hiring me, she shared the reason why I'd been chosen. She explained that many of her clients were afraid of men due to what they'd been put through. She wanted her clients to be in the presence of a 'man' that wasn't intimidating, overly masculine or a threat to them whatsoever. But she felt strongly that the harassed and abused women needed to be exposed to a man, a kind, gentle, young man. She had hired me because I was short, skinny, polite, dressed nicely and treated women with respect.
Mrs. Swanson was a tall woman, made even taller by the block heels she wore each day to the office. She was mature, easily old enough to by my mother. She had an exaggerated hourglass figure with wide hips, thick thighs, and enormous breasts. Her hair was gracefully greying and her face exuded the supreme confidence which was the first thing I noticed about her. She was the type of woman who always got what she wanted. I had no doubt about that.
Every day at work, she wore tasteful slacks, matching jacket with a silk blouse beneath. She was always very careful never to expose the slightest bit of her cleavage. I always tried to look her in the eye like my mother had taught me too. But I was barely in my twenties and she was so pretty. I often struggled not to take quick peeks at the impression her enormous breasts made beneath the blouses he wore. During my first day in her employ, she caught my eyes dropped to her chest.
Mrs. Swanson called me by name and asked, "Chris, what were you just looking at?"
Biting my lip and lowering my chin, I replied, "I'm sorry Mrs. Swanson."
Even while looking at my shoes, I could tell she crossed her arms under her chest. "Young man, you didn't answer my question."
I squirmed where I stood. I moved my hands behind my back which was a nervous habit I had. I suppose it was due to the many spanking I'd received from my mother. Tears welled up in my eyes as I whimpered, "I-I-I was looking at your blouse."
Her voice was firm when she asked, "Is my blouse stained? Or was it something else about my blouse that attracted your attention?"
The tears that had formed in my eyes were now rolling down my cheeks. "I'm so sorry, Mrs. Swanson. I-I-I was looking at her breasts. Please don't fire me! I promise it'll never happen again!!"
She rose up from the chair she'd been sitting in. She stepped right in front of where I stood. In a soft but firm tone, she said, "Chris, the women I defend have been treated like objects by men."
I whimpered, "I know and I feel terrible for them."
She laid her hand on my shoulder while I continued to look at my feet. "The way you just looked at my chest..."
I interrupted her and looked up into her eyes, "I know! I'm so sorry!" Tears were rolling down my cheeks. I was a blubbering mess.
Mrs. Swanson took hold of my hand and lead me to a couch that sat along one wall of her office. She put her arm around my shoulder to console me. My emotions often got away from me and while I sobbed, I began to babble, "My mom would be so disappointed! She never allowed me to do things like I just did! If she found out about this, I wouldn't be able to sit down for a week!"
She rubbed my shoulders while asking, "Your mother used to spank you for looking at girls inappropriately?"
I looked at her through tear-filled eyes, "She-She-She still does!"
She didn't sound surprised at all. She honestly sounded very pleased, "Chris, do you still live at home with your mother?"
I nodded my head while I began sobbing anew.
She went on to ask, "Just the two of you?"
I bit my lip and explained, "Yes, it's always been just the two of us. My dad left before I was born."
She removed her arms from my shoulder and scooted back a little so she could turn to face me. "Chris, I forgive you for staring at my chest. But I don't want it to happen again." She paused to see the relief begin to appear on my face. "I know you're a young man. But the only chest you should be looking at is the chest of your girlfriend."
Nibbling on my lip, but forcing myself to look into her eyes, "I don't have a girlfriend."
She looked a little sad when she asked, "Have you ever had a girlfriend?"
It took all the strength I had to keep looking into her big brown eyes, "No, not ever. My mother won't allow it."
She smiled and said, "If every mother raised their sons in the same way you're being raised, there would be no harassment in the workplace or spousal abuse. Men would be treating women with the respect they deserve." She hesitated for a moment before asking, "You didn't drive yourself to work this morning, did you?"
Nibbling on my lip, I answered in a soft voice, "No, my mother brought me. I don't have a license." I sobbed softly for a few moments before offering, "She even waited in the car during my interview."
She smiled warmly and said, "I know you'll never be late!" I smiled then and felt my emotions calm down. She went on to say, "When your mother comes to pick you up today, I'd very much like to meet her. Considering that you'll be spending a good bit of your time in this office, I think it would be best if she and I got to know each other."
My lips began to quiver when I asked, "Are you going to tell her what I did?"
She then did something I never expected her to do, she pulled me into her arms and gave me a hug! While holding me in her arms, she said, "No, I will not tell her that you were staring at my breasts today. I forgave you for that. I promise I won't mention it to her." She squeezed me against her soft body and if I had turned to face her, my chin would have disappeared in her cleavage! But I didn't. I kept my head turned to the side and tried not to think about her breasts.
She spoke in a soft voice when she said, "I want to talk to your mother and learn what I can do to help."
I whimpered softly, "Help, what?"
Laying a hand behind my head, she pulled me more firmly against her breast, "Why, help raise you to remain such a good boy." She ruffled my hair with her hand and went on to say, "And I would like to get her opinion on the dress code I've been thinking about implementing for you."
Pulling away from her, I looked up into her eyes and asked, "My mother decides the clothes I wear. She is going to get upset if you question her."
She smiled and pulled me back into a warm embrace. "I'm sure she'll understand. These silly dress pants and sports coats aren't the image I'd like you to project to our clients."
She held me in her arms for a good long time. When she released me, my penis was very stiff in my underpants. I needed to get away and calm myself down. Looking up into her eyes, I timidly asked, "Mrs. Swanson, may I please use the restroom?"
She grinned at me before saying, "Yes you may."
When I turned to walk away, she patted my butt with her open palm! I glanced back at her and know I was blushing. Before I took my next step, she patted my butt again! I jumped that time and giggled as I made my way to the restroom.
The rest of the day went by quickly and before I knew it, the day had come to an end. I was sitting at my desk while my mother and Mrs. Swanson got to know each other behind a closed door. When they finally came out of Mrs. Swanson's office, they were talking to each other like they were old friends. And I was very worried about the topics they may have been discussing.
Both women stood side-by-side and smiled down at me while I sat, perched on the edge of my chair. When my mother offered her hand, I reached up, took it and rose to my feet. When she spoke, she didn't sound upset at all. I silently prayed that Mrs. Swanson had kept her promise and not told my mother about how she caught me staring at her chest. "Come along, Chris. You and I need to go shopping for your new work clothes."
That evening, my mother took me to several different stores in three different shopping malls. Mother picked out an entire new wardrobe of work clothes for me. She would pull articles of clothing from the rack and after gathering an armload, she sent me in to try on each piece. Thankfully, she didn't join me in the dressing room like she had so many times before. But she did insist I step out of the dressing room and into the store so she could approve the fit of each item.
I would never think to question her choices or decisions. But the clothing she pulled from the racks weren't at all what I would have thought was appropriate for a lawyer's office. Even on the television shows I'd watched, the men all wore dark suits with ties. The outfits my mother chose were in pastel colors or bright whites. There were no sport coats or ties at all. The shirts had short sleeves and the pants weren't pants at all, they were shorts! When we got home that evening, she and I unloaded all of the packages and moved my new work clothes into my dresser and closet.
The next morning, I stepped into Mrs. Swanson's office wearing bright white tennis shoes, a matching white, short-sleeved shirt, and shorts in a pastel yellow color. The shirt was just long enough to meet the hem of my shorts. The shorts rode very low on my hips and were cut shorter than any other shorts I'd ever worn. They closed with a button and the zipper was no more than an inch long. The shorts hugged my body and my mother decided I would go without underpants to avoid lines showing.
Mother had told me to show Mrs. Swanson my new look the moment I arrived. So, I crossed the office and timidly tapped on her already opened door. Mrs. Swanson looked up from her work and a wide grin spread across her face. She slowly rose up from her chair and approached me. She had dressed differently that day, she was wearing a stylish blue dress with white trim. The neck of the dress was cut slightly deeper than the blouses I'd seen her in before. And that slight plunge in her neckline drew my eyes to her enormous chest. When she stood just a few feet away from me, she lifted one hand and made a stirring gesture, "Turn around for me."
Biting my lip and raising my arms up out of the way, which caused my shirt to rise up, exposing a ring of the pale flesh of my stomach and back. When I'd turned all the way around, Mrs. Swanson stepped closer and embraced me once again. While pressing my head into the depth of her cleavage, she said, "Oh Chris, your mother has outdone herself. You look exactly how I wanted you to look."
The musky perfume she wore along with the warmth of her chest, made me dizzy with desire. One of her hands held my head firmly against her chest while the other caressed my back. She whispered, "There isn't a woman alive who could ever be intimidated by you. You're just too cute!"
Taking my hand in hers, she led me to her desk. After she'd sat back down, she rested her hands on my hips and turned me to face away from her. She sounded very happy when she observed, "Your butt cheeks are peeking out of the bottom of your shorts. Running her open palms over my cheeks, she asked, "You're not wearing anything underneath these shorts, are you, Sweetheart?"
I whimpered softly while moving both hands to cover my fully-erect, penis. "No, ma'am. Mother didn't want me to have lines."
She replied, "And I think that was a wonderful decision. It would be a crime for panty-lines to distract from your cute little butt." She squeezed my cheeks and said, "I trust none of your shorts are longer than these."
My hips were squirming from side to side while Mrs. Swanson, my busty, full-figured boss groped my behind. I whimpered, "Yes, ma'am. All of my shorts are this short. Mother had to take me to the junior's sections to find them in my size."
Her big, soft, warm hands slid across my cheeks to my hips. She slowly turned me around so I was facing her once again. When I stood in front of her, I struggled to look into her eyes and not down her dress. She smiled while asking, "So Chris, you're wearing girl's shorts? Is this a girl's blouse too?"
Before I could answer, she took a gentle hold of each of my wrists and slowly pulled them away from the petite bulge my erection was making. My voice cracked hard and it was very squeaky, "Yes, ma'am, girl's shorts, top and shoes."
She continued to look up into my eyes, "And I think you look very stylish in girl's clothes." Reaching up, she gently dragged the back of her fingernail along the length of my petite erection. "And I think you enjoy wearing them too."
Biting my lip, I squeaked, "May I be excused? I need to use the restroom?"
Dragging her fingernail along my overly excited penis once more, she asked, "Chris, what are you going to do in the restroom?" A shiver shot through my body and before I could respond, she said, "And Chris, be honest with me. I'd hate to have to tell your mother that you've been lying."
Biting my lip, I was afraid and ashamed to admit was I intended to do. While the battle raged on inside of me, Mrs. Swanson looped one of her arms behind my leg so she could hold that butt cheek in her hand. She continued to drag her fingernail along the length of my desperate erection.
Looking into my eyes, she prompted me, "Chris, what are you going to do in the restroom? Are you going in there to masturbate?"
I know I was blushing from head to toe. My hips were squirming around in circles and my voice was squeakier than ever before, "Yes, ma'am."
She continued to grope my butt cheek and tease my petite erection with her fingernail. After raising an eyebrow, she asked, "Yes, what?"
I moaned, "Yes, I'm going to the restroom to masturbate."
She smiled and never stopped touching my inexperienced body. "That wasn't so hard, now was it." She sighed while her fingernail left my erection and slid down my nearly hairless leg. "Even with your strict upbringing and as delightfully timid as you are, I understand you still have urges. So, Chris, whenever you feel the need to play with yourself, simply come into my office and ask for my permission."
My voice cracked when I asked, "Mrs. Swanson, may I please go to the restroom so I can masturbate?"
Reaching around my body with both arms, she kneaded my cheeks as if they were bread dough. "Yes, you may." As I moved to step away, she pulled me back. "But before you go, I need to explain something to you." She glanced down at the moist spot that had formed on my shorts near the squishy head of my penis. "You are a young man with needs. You're in your sexual prime. And I know your mother has denied you any contact with a girl." Her hands slid to my hips and while spreading her knees apart, she pulled me closer to her. Her voice was soft and raspy sounding, "But I'm no girl. I'm a woman. And I have needs that are just as strong as yours."
She leaned forward so her face was dangerously close to my throbbing erection. "Sweetheart, as my assistant, one of your new duties will be to take care of my needs."
I shivered and mumbled, "H-H-How?"
She grinned up at me, "You will be spending part of each workday under my desk. Sweetheart, you're going to learn to pleasure me with that sweet little mouth of yours."
I began to panic, "B-B-But mother! What will she..."
Mrs. Swanson cut me off, "Sweetheart, your mother is aware of the additional duties I've assigned to you. She agrees it is time for you to learn how to properly please a woman. And lucky for me, she believes I'll be the perfect teacher for you."
Her hands slid slowly around to the front of my body. While staring up into my eyes, she popped the button open on my shorts. "Sweetheart, when I give you permission to masturbate, I want you to use the restroom here in my office."
I gasped and another shiver shot up my spine when she lowered the tiny zipper on my shorts. She hooked her thumbs under the waist of my shorts and began to wiggle them downward. "And Sweetheart, when I give you permission, I'm going to undress you first. I would hate to have you squirt onto your clothes by accident. What would your mother think?"
A high-pitched squeal left my lips when my skinny, little, pink penis popped out in front of Mrs. Swanson's face. I felt her warm breath on my naked erection and it throbbed before her eyes. She had that raspy sound to her voice again, "Oh my, you are simply adorable." After staring at my throbbing prong of a penis for several moments, she went back to work and lowered my shorts to my ankles. I moved to cover myself with my hands at one point. Mrs. Swanson looked up at me and shook her head from side to side. I moved my hands back to my sides and tried to deal with my humiliation.
Looking up into my eyes while holding one of my hands, she said, "Step out of your shoes and shorts for me, Sweetie."
After I'd done as I'd been told, she bent over and picked everything up. She set my tennis shoes down on her desk. She then folded my shorts neatly and set them beside my shoes. Rising up from her chair, she looked into my eyes while unbuttoning my shirt. I stood there terrified and embarrassed. My boss was undressing me in her office! She was going to send me to the bathroom in her office so I could masturbate! If my mother knew what I was doing, I would surely not be able to sit for a week!
When Mrs. Swanson slid my shirt off my arms, she began to fold it neatly while I stood before her completely naked. When my shirt was set down on top of my shorts, Mrs. Swanson hiked her hands under her dress and wiggled her huge panties down her legs. Sitting back down in her chair, she pointed at her panties on the floor and said, "Be a dear and pick those up for me."
I squatted down and when I touched her panties I felt the warmth of her body and I moaned softly. Standing back up, I folded her panties neatly and set them on top of my clothes. "Sweetheart, seeing you like this has gotten me quite aroused. Before I release you to go masturbate, I'm going to need you to crawl under my desk."
My hips squirmed and my skinny penis throbbed. "But, Mrs. Swanson, I'm naked."
"Chris, you don't need clothes to spend time under my desk. It's not your body I'll be using. I only need your sweet little mouth with your cute little tongue."
I whimpered softly, "I don't know... I mean... I've never..."
She smiled while hiking her dress up, "Don't worry, Sweetheart. I'm going to teach you all you need to know." She then lifted her dress up and I laid my eyes upon a pussy for the very first time. Her bushy dark pubic hair was trimmed into a large triangle. When she scooted her bottom closer to the edge of her chair, I saw the dark pink lips of her pussy were peeled open like a delicate flower.
She didn't need to tell me what to do. I knelt down between her spread thighs. She used her fingers to point out all the important parts of her enormous pussy. While kneeling a little more than a foot away from her, I could smell her arousal and see the moisture on her lips. When she introduced me to the opening into her vagina, she held my hand and guided my finger inside of her. It was so warm and wet and slippery. I squirmed while I knelt before her.
After fingering her for a short time, she had me remove my finger and lick it clean. She watched me closely while I cleaned her juices from my very lucky finger. After I finished that task, she used her fingers to spread her lips wide apart and introduced me to her clit. She told me that is where my lips and tongue would spend the majority of their time.
She smiled while drawing lazy circles around her clit with her fingertip. "Chris, Sweetie, it's time for you to crawl under my desk. I'll tell you what you're doing right and wrong."



Moaning softly, I slowly crawled under her desk. When I had sat on my heels and turned to face her, I watched as she rolled her chair close to me. I really had nowhere to go, all I could do was lean in and kiss her pussy as I'd been taught. I looped my arms around her immense thighs and went to work. I licked and sucked and even nibbled on her intimate parts. Over the next 25 minutes, she coached me with what to do and what not to do. After she'd nearly crushed my head between her thighs during her orgasm, she rolled back and wagged her finger at me.
"Sweetheart, if you keep this up, I know a young man who may get a nice raise during his 30-day evaluation!"
Crawling out from under her desk, my face was drenched with her love. Her taste was on my tongue. Her scent filled my nose. And the sight of her bushy, meaty pussy will forever remain in my mind. As I rose to my feet, she playfully smacked my bare bottom and said, "You've earned it, Sweetheart. Go play with yourself in my bathroom. But don't lock the door. As a matter-of-fact, why don't you leave the door wide open."
As I scurried toward the bathroom, I looked back over my shoulder I saw her dropping my clothes and shoes into her bottom desk drawer. While she began putting her panties back on, I asked, "Mrs. Swanson, are you going to peek at me while I'm in here?"
She looked up at me, "No, I am not going to peek. Peeking is sneaky, and I'm not a sneaky person. As soon as I get these panties on, I'm going to walk into that room and watch you play with yourself."
The idea of her watching me touch myself sent a naughty shiver up my spine. While still standing just outside of her restroom, my finger and thumb looped around my rigid penis and began masturbating myself in her office. It was a completely shameless act. But I couldn't stop myself. She wanted to watch me. She was going to watch me. It seemed silly to do it in the bathroom.
Once she was fully dressed again, Mrs. Swanson leaned back in her chair and observed me embarrassing myself. After watching me play with myself for a short time, she rolled back away from her desk, wagged her finger at me and then patted the top of her desk.
Nibbling on my lower lip, I began taking small steps toward her while still playing with my petite erection. When I stood between her and her desk, I turned to faced her and used my hands to scoot up on her desk. As soon as I was in place, Mrs. Swanson rolled in close enough that I had to spread my legs across the arms of her desk chair. Leaning back on one hand, I used my other hand to gently stroke my innocent penis.
At one point, Mrs. Swanson looked away from my penis to my eyes. She grinned and said, "Chris, you're a very good boy. You've done everything I've told you to do all morning. Your mother would be very proud."
A shiver shot through my body at the mention of my mother. My voice cracked when I asked, "Do you really think so, Mrs. Swanson?"
Her hands touched my bare knees and slowly slid up my thighs while still staring into my eyes, "Oh yes, without a doubt. Sweetheart, the way you stood there and let me undress you. The way you crawled under my desk and ate me to a shuddering orgasm. And how you're perched on my desk now, playing with yourself while I watch. Chris, your mother raised you to be a docile, obedient young man. And if she could see you now, she would be thrilled at how well you've behaved yourself."
My head rolled back and my penis began to throb wildly. Pulling my bare feet up onto her desk, I kept my legs spread wide apart so she would see all of me. Leaning back on my elbow, I felt my orgasm building quickly inside of me.
In a higher than normal pitch, I squeaked, "Mrs. Swanson! Mrs. Swanson!!"
Her warm hands had come to rest in the crease where my legs met my hips. Her thumbs hung down between my legs and were massaging the tender flesh. In a surprisingly calm tone, she asked, "Yes, Chris? Is something the matter?"
My back arched deeply and my little balls popped inside of my body. Goosebumps rose up all over my body in a wave. I squeaked, "I'm going to..." The muscles in my abdomen went taut and kept me from saying anything more. My toes curled into knots and my nipples stiffened. Muscles throughout my body began to spasm as the most powerful and intense orgasm of my life washed over me.
Mrs. Swanson's thumbs slid down lower until they rested on either side of my buns, immediately beside my wrinkled hole! She moaned softly, "That's my good boy. Yes, your mother would be very proud of you if she were here right now."
My skinny little penis squirted out a long line of my love, starting at my collar bone and ending below my belly button. The next few squirts painted my stomach in my creamy love and the last few dribbled out and fell from the squishy pink head of my penis. When my orgasm came to an end, I was completely exhausted and fell back onto her desk. My heels were still on the edge of her desk leaving me spread wide before her. Mrs. Swanson opened a drawer of her desk and pulled out several tissues from a box. Very gently, she began to mop up the creamy mess on my body. She started near my neck and worked her way down toward my softening penis. When the tissues became saturated, she dropped them in her trashcan and got several fresh tissues to finish the job. When she gently wiped my penis with the tissues, I felt myself trying to get stiff once again. But it was too soon.
After dropping the tissues in the trashcan, she rolled in close between my spread legs. I felt her warm breath on my bare skin when she spoke. "Chris, Sweetheart, we need to get some work done today. I don't have any appointments scheduled. So we shouldn't have any visitors. Honey, I'd like you to work at your desk naked today."
I quickly sat up on her desk and looked into her eyes, "But, Mrs. Swanson, what if..."
She got a stern look on her face when she said, "What if, what? Chris, I said I wanted you to work naked today. Now, do I need to call your mother and let her know you're being disobedient?"
Lowering my eyes to my wilted penis, I whimpered softly, "No, ma'am. You don't need to call my mother."
She placed her finger under my chin and lifted until our eyes met. She had a smile on her face when she said, "Good. Now run out to your desk and get to work. I'll give you your clothes back when your mother comes to pick you up later this afternoon."
Nibbling on my lip, I timidly asked, "Before she comes to pick me up?"
Her smile widened, "We'll see, Sweetheart. Now run out to your desk and get to work."
After Mrs. Swanson had scooted her chair back away from her desk, I slid off to stand on my bare feet. I paused to glance at the drawer that contained all of my clothes. When I looked back at her, she smiled and pointed toward her office door. When I turned to begin making my way toward my own desk, she slapped my bare butt hard enough that the sound echoed around her office. I jumped more from surprise than pain. It actually felt quite nice. After glancing back at her, I tiptoed out of her office.
As I passed into the reception area where my desk was located, Mrs. Swanson called out to me, "Chris, come back in here for a second."
Hoping she'd changed her mind about my nudity, I spun around quickly and dashed back into her office. When I stood on the opposite side of her desk, I timidly asked, "Yes, ma'am?"
Her eyes wandered over my body while saying, "Be a dear and get me a cup of coffee. And when you're through with that, I need ten copies of each of these." She then pushed a substantial stack of documents toward where I stood.
Picking up her coffee cup, I turned and walked back out toward my desk. I quickly emptied the pot from the day before and began to brew a new pot for her. While that was underway, I tiptoed back toward her office and tapped on it softly. When she acknowledged my presence, I pointed at the paperwork and said, "May I get those papers so I can start copying them?"
She grinned and replied, "Of course, Sweetheart." She watched me cross the room and when I'd reached out to pick up the stack of papers, she dropped her line of sight to my penis before looking back into my eyes. "Chris, Honey, your little penis is already stiff again."
Biting my lip while my hips squirmed from side-to-side. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Swanson. It did it all on its own."
She leaning back in her chair and I watched as her eyes drifted over my bare body. "There is no need to apologize. As a matter-of-fact, I hope your little penis stays stiff all day long. Even when your mother arrives to pick you up. Won't she be surprised to see you sitting out there naked with a cute little hard-on."
Biting my lip hard, I shivered with fear, "Please no! Mrs. Swanson, my mother can't see me like this!"
She was amused by my panic and grinned while asking, "Why not, Sweetie? I'm sure your mother would be very proud that you've been following my orders all day."
I whined, "But I'm naked!"
She grinned even wider, "Baby, be honest with me. Would this be the first time your mother will see you naked?"
Lowering my chin, while still holding the stack of documents against my naked chest, I answered in a soft voice, "No, ma'am, it won't be the first time."
She went on to ask, "Would it be the first time your mother will see you with a little hard-on?"
My penis throbbed uncontrollably and a drip of my excitement began its slow descent down my skinny shaft. Blushing from head to toe, I confessed, "No ma'am, it won't be the first time she's seen my penis when it's hard."
Mrs. Swanson was intrigued by my answers and asked, "Sweetheart when was the last time your mother saw you naked with an erection?"
I bit my lip and my entire body flushed with embarrassment, "Last night."
Her eyes wandered over my body while she asked, "What were the circumstances?"
I sounded whiney when I answered, "I was going to bed, but I needed to ask her permission to play with myself. I had to walk out to the living room naked and ask."
Her grin widened further, "You need your mother's permission to masturbate? But Sweetheart, you played with yourself on my desk just a few minutes ago. And I know you didn't get your mother's permission for that."
I dumped the papers on her desk and scrambled around to kneel beside her chair. I begged, "Please don't tell her! She would be so mad! I wouldn't get permission to do it again for weeks!"
She turned her chair to face me and spread her knees apart so I could scoot in close and lean in and embrace her around her stomach. She gently stroked my hair and asked in a gentle voice, "Sweetheart, if you don't get permission to play with yourself, what do you do?"
Tears had formed in my eyes and I sobbed my answer, "I just go to bed. I have to wait until it goes away and I fall asleep."
She continued to run her fingers through my hair, "Have you ever disobeyed her and played with yourself without permission?"
My sobbing became bawling and she waited patiently for me to calm down. When I'd somewhat recovered, "She used her belt. And... and... and the next three times she gave me permission..." I lost control of my emotions again and started bawling. It took me much longer to regain control that time. But I was eventually able to finish what I needed to say, "The next three times she gave me permission, I had to do it in front of her."
She whispered, "You poor boy. I promise today's events will be our secret. I won't tell your mother that you've masturbated without her permission. But from now on, it would be best if we called her beforehand to get her blessing."
With tears still in my eyes, I looked up at her and whimpered, "Really? You won't tell her? Thank you!! Thank you so much!!"
Mrs. Swanson reached down and slowly slid her dress up her thighs. In a raspy voice, she said, "Why don't you thank me properly by crawling back under my desk."
I didn't hesitate at all. On the one hand, I was thrilled my mother wasn't going to find out about my unauthorized masturbation. And on the other hand, I was thrilled to get more practice kissing Mrs. Swanson's pussy. After I'd disappeared under her desk, Mrs. Swanson stood up and removed her panties for the second time that morning. After sitting back down and rolling toward me, trapping me between her thick thighs with her damp pussy right in front of my face, I leaned forward and placed my mouth against her sex. I kissed her gently and licked in all her favorite places.
While I worked on her pussy under her desk, Mrs. Swanson picked up her phone and made a call to a client. They spoke about the client's case and how they were going to proceed after hearing back from the attorney of the man who had harassed her. I'm positive the client would never have guessed that I was making love to Mrs. Swanson's pussy with my mouth at the same time they spoke on the phone.
From time-to-time during that call, Mrs. Swanson reached under the desk to run her fingers through my hair. On one occasion, she pressed on my forehead to move me away from her pussy. It gave me a few minutes to rest my jaw and catch my breath while she calmed down. After a short time, I leaned back in and continued to eat her pussy. When she reached under her desk and knotted her fingers in my hair and pulled me tight against her meaty pussy, I knew she was getting close.
My hearing was muffled by her thick thighs clamped against my head, but I did hear her end the call and slam the phone onto her desk. Her pussy began to vibrate and quiver against my lips and tongue. She pulled me by my hair even tighter against her. And after bucking her hips against my face, I knocked my head against the desk above me. She held me in place with my mouth against her sex for several more seconds before pushing her chair away from me.
I was left crouching under her desk. My face was glazed with her juices and my skinny, little penis was throbbing wildly. I remained under her desk for a few seconds because I had the perfect view between her spread thighs and plump pussy lips which were peeled open like a flower, and the stiff nub of her thimble-sized clit was protruding from her lips. It was a sight I will never forget.
When I did finally crawl out from under her desk, Mrs. Swanson had left to visit the restroom to get cleaned up. I rose to my feet and gathered up the documents she needed to be copied. With her juices still glistening on my face, I tiptoed out of her office and got to work.
I spent the entire workday naked. When our lunch was delivered, Mrs. Swanson allowed me to hide while she signed for it. We ate lunch together at a small, glass-topped conference table on the opposite side of her office from her desk. Throughout the meal, her eyes rarely left my stiff penis plainly visible through the transparent table.
It wasn't until late in the afternoon that I was called into her office and sent back under her desk. With my mother scheduled to arrive in less than an hour, I ate her with a new level of enthusiasm. I needed to make her orgasm quickly or my mother would find me under her desk! Thankfully I was able to bring her to a small orgasm rather quickly.
After crawling out from under her desk, she sent me to the restroom in her office with a firm pat on my bare bottom. I washed my face for the first time since I'd arrived at work. I tidied up my hair and tried to make myself as presentable as possible. As I stepped back out into her office, Mrs. Swanson's eyes met mine. The clothes I'd worn to work that day were stacked neatly on the corner of her desk.
I tiptoed across the room with Mrs. Swanson's eyes following me the entire way. When I stood across her desk from where she sat, I bit my lower lip and timidly asked, "Mrs. Swanson, my mother will be here soon. May I please get dressed?"
She leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms under her enormous chest. With a frightening grin on her face, she answered, "I hate to say it, but yes you may." She watched me closely while I slid my clothes across her desk, closer to where I stood. As I began to get dressed, she went on to say, "I have a scheduled appointment tomorrow at 9:00 am. As soon as that client leaves, you'll find yourself naked and under my desk. Chris, you're going to eat me often enough that you'll be begging to call your mother to get permission to masturbate."
I bit my lower lip and squirmed my hips from side to side while wiggling my shorts into place. My little penis was rigid and I had to be careful with the zipper on my shorts. Mrs. Swanson grinned while watching me roll my hips backward and arch my back deeply as I closed the button on my shorts. Slipping my arms into the sleeves of my shirt, I nibbled on my lower lip while closing all of those buttons. Mrs. Swanson called me around to her side of the desk when I reached for my shoes. She had me sit on the floor near her chair while I got my shoes on.
When I was back on my feet, I stood before her, holding my hands behind my back and my legs crossed at the ankle. In a soft voice, I asked, "Mom won't be here for 20 minutes. What should I do until she arrives?"
Her eyes drifted from my new, white tennis shoes up my bare legs, over the small lump under my yellow shorts, up along my fitted white blouse to my innocent face. In a thoughtful tone, she said, "Why don't you run out to your desk and make some notes on all you've learned today." She paused before stating, "And when your mother arrives, send her in to see me."
Nibbling on my lower lip, I answered, "Yes, ma'am."
Spinning around on my toes, I made my way to my desk. I opened a new document and began typing out notes on my job responsibilities and all I'd learned that day. I was mid-sentence when my mother walked into the office. She set her enormous purse down on my desk and asked, "How was your day, Chris?"
After minimizing the document I'd been working on, I looked up into her eyes and answered in a soft voice, "It has been very... educational."
She grinned down me perched on the edge of my chair, "Of that, I'm sure. I'm going to say hello to Mary." And without another word, she stepped into Mrs. Swanson's office and closed the door behind her.
I couldn't hear what they were talking about. But I did hear them laughing together at times. I tried not to think about what my mother may be learning about the day I'd had. I went back to work on the document I'd started. Mother and Mrs. Swanson met for a very long time. It gave me ample time to thoroughly document everything about my new job.
When the two women did finally come out from behind that door, my penis had wilted and was hardly visible beneath my shorts. They both looked at me and mother spoke to my boss, "You were right, he was made to wear clothes like those."
I giggled and struck a pose, hoping mother was being kind and not cruel. Both women smiled at me before my mother said, "Well, we should be on our way. We have a reservation for dinner in 20 minutes."
Looking at mother, I asked timidly, "Do we have time to run home so I can change?"
She had a sinister grin on her face when she said, "No, we do not. Now carry my purse for me. We need to get going."
Doing as I'd been told, I picked up her huge purse by its strap. Mother often had me carry her purse for her. Often enough that it really didn't bother me too much. Looking up at Mrs. Swanson, I smiled and said, "Goodbye! See you tomorrow!"
She smiled back at me and said, "I can't wait."
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When I ventured into the bank to open my checking account it was late in the afternoon and Mrs. Fletcher herself helped me with the paperwork. She was the branch manager and was an older woman, dressed professionally in a dark pants suit. But her attire could not conceal her exaggerated hourglass figure. Her bust was enormous as were her hips and behind. She sat in her leather chair behind her massive desk with perfect posture which made me feel small and insignificant in her presence.
When I'd finished the application for a checking account, she looked it over and after complimenting my handwriting, she let her eyes wander over me with a grin on her face. That day I wore snug-fitting, light-colored jeans, a button-up shirt that felt tailored for my thin body. On my feet, I wore my old leather boat shoes. All in all, I thought I looked pretty good. A bit juvenile due to my small stature and thin figure. But cute, for sure.
Before processing my account, Mrs. Fletcher suggested, "Kelly, we do have a very exclusive type of account which I will be signing you for. It offers the same interest rate and ATM privileges as the bank's normal checking account. But this account offers a very special form of overdraft protection."
I was terribly intimidated by her supreme confidence and beauty. I bit my lower lip while managing to summon the courage to make eye contact, I asked, "What sort of protection?"
She grinned while her eyes wandered over me sitting across the desk from her. "Our typical checking account offers up to $250 of overdraft protection. Your account will cover the reduced amount of $100. And on the occasions that you overspend, an appointment will be made for you to meet with me in this office."
Whimpering softly, I asked, "Why would I have to meet with you?"
She rose up from her chair and slowly walked around her desk. She stepped right in front of me and leaned back against the edge of her desk. She was so much taller than I expected her to be. I felt small before, but sitting there while she stood just in front of me had me feeling like a child. She crossed her arms under her bosom and that movement drew my attention. I couldn't tear my eyes away from her huge breasts. Sitting in front of her, quivering with intimidation, staring up at her chest, while she grinned down at me, I wasn't surprised when my small penis quickly stiffened in my underwear.
That grin remained on her face when she said, "You'll need to report to my office so I can give you the spanking you deserve."
Biting my lip while my penis throbbed, I whispered, "You're going to spank me?"
She moved her arms away from her breasts and set them on her wide hips. "Yes, and the severity of the spanking will depend on the amount of the overdraft. The more you overspend, the more severe your punishment will be."
Utterly stunned and unsure what I should say, I blurted out, "My mom used to spank me."
Reaching out with one hand, she touched my cheek and said in a soft, understanding tone, "I'm sure she did. And that is why you're such a well-behaved and polite young man."
I blushed and squirmed in my seat, while she moved back behind her desk. She spoke in a firm tone, "Now Kelly, Sweetheart, you need to sign these documents so we can open your special account." She passed several sheets of paper across her massive desk and indicated with her perfectly manicured fingernail where I should sign and initial.
Taking the signed paperwork, she glanced over each page before walking across the room to a wall safe. She blocked my view of the safe while spinning the dial and opening the heavy metal door. After laying the original documents inside that safe, she closed the door and spun the lock.
Walking to my side, she reached out and offered me her hand. I bit my lower lip while laying my small, soft hand in hers. Once I was standing beside her, she led me out into the lobby and guided me toward a bank teller sitting behind a counter.
Mrs. Fletcher spoke with purpose, "Hello Sally, this young man is Kelly. He has just opened a checking account with us, a very special checking account with our exclusive form of overdraft protection."
The young woman behind the counter looked to be a few years older than I and stared into my eyes as a scary smile formed on her face. In a condescending tone, she asked, "Is that so?"
Mrs. Fletcher squeezed my shoulders and I squeaked, "Yes, ma'am."
Sally looked at Mrs. Fletcher and said, "I'll take care of his deposit and get an ATM card and few checks if he needs them."
Mrs. Fletcher let her hands slide off my shoulders, down my arms and briefly rested on my hips. With a pat on my bottom, she answered, "That will be very helpful. Thank you, Sally." She then excused herself to return to her office.
While Sally processed my deposit and got my ATM card ready, she had a difficult time not glancing at me from time to time. When our business was complete, she grinned at me and said, "Kelly, I can't wait until I find out that you've over-drafted your account. Promise you won't make me wait too long."
Not even a month had passed before my groceries cost more than I expected. Sally, that same teller, called me and I could hear the condescension in her voice while she explained that I'd used my overdraft protection. She didn't wait for me to respond, "Kelly, you need to meet with Mrs. Fletcher this afternoon at 5:00 pm sharp. And Sweetie, don't be late. Mrs. Fletcher does not like to be kept waiting."
My heart was pounding in my chest as the call came to an end. I would soon be reporting to Mrs. Fletcher's office for a spanking! Mrs. Fletcher, that tall, full-figured woman was going to punish me for overspending. I was frightened and curious at the same time. And my silly, little penis was throbbing in my underpants!
I'd never been one to be late for appointments. And after learning that Mrs. Fletcher didn't tolerate tardiness, I arrived at the bank 15 minutes early. When Sally saw me, she grinned from behind the counter and wagged her finger in my direction. Biting my lower lip and dropping my chin, I slowly crossed the room until I stood across a counter from Sally.
"Kelly, Mrs. Fletcher is on a call. Why don't you have a seat over there." She indicated to a few chairs and a small couch that were arranged in the lobby, "I'll let Mrs. Fletcher know you've arrived. She'll come to get you as soon as she's finished on the phone."
Glancing up to look at Sally, I whimpered softly, "Okay. Thank you." I then lowered my chin and slowly crossed the room to have a seat. While I nervously waited, I watched as the tellers closed up their stations, gathered their belongings and left for the day. Sally was the last to leave and she paused on her way out. "Mrs. Fletcher will be right out to get you. She's off the phone and preparing a few things for your... meeting."
Squirming in my chair, I bit my lower lip hard and fought back the tears that wanted to roll down my cheeks. In a squeaky voice, I said, "Thank you, Sally."
She tossed her purse onto her shoulder, smiled back at me and said, "You're welcome, Sweetie." She then turned and opened the door. While locking the door from the outside, she smiled and waved at me one last time before walking to her car and driving away.
I wasn't kept waiting much longer. Mrs. Fletcher walked into the lobby with purpose, her enormous chest bounced slightly with each step she took. She was once again wearing a dark pants suit and looked every bit the professional woman. Her gaze fell upon me and said in a no-nonsense tone, "Come with me, young man."
The first tears of the day rolled down my cheeks as I stood up and followed Mrs. Fletcher's wide hips and big bottom down a hallway. As we arrived in her office, she shut the door behind me. Indicating to a pair of chairs sitting opposite her desk, she stated, "Have a seat, Kelly."
My lower lip was trembling and I was about to lose control of my emotions at any moment. Mrs. Fletcher sat down in her enormous leather chair and gave me a few moments to calm down. More tears rolled down my cheeks, but I did manage to stop myself from all-out bawling.
While she waited, she brought up my account on her computer. When I'd calmed down enough, she turned the monitor so I could see it. With her long, manicured fingernail, she pointed to my current balance, -$43.18. Raising one eyebrow, she asked in her superior tone, "Would you care to explain this?"
More tears rolled down my cheeks as I sobbed, "I'm so sorry, Mrs. Fletcher! It won't happen again!"
Her expression was stern when she said, "I'm sure it will happen again. After looking at your spending habits, I'm sure you'll be visiting my office quite regularly." She scanned through the record of my account and quizzed me about several of the stores I'd spent money at. One of them was a ladies clothing store, I'd bought my mother a birthday gift. Another was a copayment for a physical to my new doctor's office. Mrs. Fletcher happened to be good friends with my new doctor.
After pointing out the amount I spent at the grocery store and my lack of restaurant visits, she asked, "Kelly, do you do all your own cooking?"
Biting my lower lip, I whimpered softly, "Yes, ma'am."
A thin smile appeared on her face, "I knew you were a good boy." The grin faded when she continued, "But that doesn't change the fact that you've overspent. And Kelly, you know what is going to happen now, don't you?"
My voice cracked as my chin trembled wildly. I kept my hands folded in my lap and stared at them while I squeaked, "Yes, ma'am. You're going to spank me."
She was deadly serious when she said, "That is correct. Now I need you to remove all of your clothes."
My mouth fell open and l looked at Mrs. Fletcher, completely stunned, "Take off my clothes? Like naked?"
She looked away from me and clicked a few times with her mouse. The document I'd signed during my first visit to her office appeared on the screen. She scrolled to the second page and zoomed in on the clause I'd initialed which clearly stated that I would be nude for all of my punishments.
Nibbling on my lower lip, I whimpered, "But I didn't read that! I didn't know that was part of this! I can't get naked in front of you!"
Gazing at me from across her desk with that patronizing sparkle in her eyes, "Perhaps this will be a lesson for you. From now on, you should always read a document before signing it." Her eyes scanned over my thin, trembling body, "Kelly, remove all of your clothing, right now."
Nibbling on my lip, with tears rolling down my cheeks, I leaned forward and untied my shoes. After slipping them off my small feet, I removed my socks and tucked them into my shoes. When I stood up and began undoing the buttons on my shirt, I glanced up and saw Mrs. Fletcher was watching me closely.
"Kelly, you've never been naked in front of anyone before, have you?"
I kept working on the buttons, but my hands were shaking and I was having a difficult time with it. "No, well, just my doctor. She's the only one." After I'd thought about it for a second, I added, "Oh, and my neighbor. She peeks in my windows sometimes."
"Kelly, have you ever had a girlfriend?"
Whimpering softly, "No ma'am. Not ever."
She smiled as I slid my shirt off my narrow, pale shoulders, exposing my hairless chest with its visible ribs and collarbones. After folding my shirt neatly, I set it down on the chair I'd been sitting on. When I reached for the button on my pants, I hesitated. Mrs. Fletcher got a stern look on her face and lowered her chin slightly. I turned away from her and opened the button and zipper on my pants. Taking a deep breath, I then lowered my pants until they fell around my ankles. I stood in front of the manager of my bank in only my underpants! My skinny, little penis was as stiff as a pencil and poking out lewdly against my cotton briefs. The light blonde, wispy hair on my skinny legs was sparse enough to give the appearance that I shaved them.
My heart was pounding in my chest. I was breathing heavily and the warm office air seemed to emphasize the fact that I was nearly naked in a bank! Squatting down, I picked up my pants, folded them neatly and set them on top of the shirt I'd already removed. While being careful to keep the front of myself hidden from Mrs. Fletcher, I took another moment to gather my courage.
From over my shoulder, Mrs. Fletcher stated, "Underpants too. Take them off."
Looking back at her, I bit my lower lip while hooking my thumbs under the waistband of my underpants. Squatting down, I lowered them to my ankles before stepping out of the last article of clothing I wore. Standing up, with my underpants dangling from one hand, I folded them and set them between the pants and shirt I'd been wearing.
I shivered with shame as I looked over my shoulder, both of my hands were cupped over my rigid penis and I couldn't stop my hips from grinding around in vulgar circles. Mrs. Fletcher still sat in her huge leather chair. She didn't smile, grin or frown. She was expressionless when she flatly stated, "Good boy. Now turn around and face me."
My chin began to violently tremble and tears freely rolled down my cheeks. I'd been raised to do as I'd been told, especially if it was a woman telling me to do something. Biting my lower lip, I slowly turned my bare bubble butt away from her until I stood completely naked, facing the manager of my bank. My hands remained clutched over my fully erect penis. But my skinny, pale legs along with my bare and basically hairless stomach, chest and shoulders were on display.
I knew what she was going to say before she even opened her mouth. Her voice was stern when she said, "Hands at your sides, young man."
My legs felt as if they'd turned into jelly. Whimpering softly as I sniffled my nose, I bit my lower lip hard and closed my eyes. Very slowly, I lowered my hands away from my pale, thin and petite erection. I kept my eyes squeezed shut until Mrs. Fletcher spoke with a raspy voice, "Kelly, come around my desk."
Taking tiny steps on my bare tiptoes, I made my way slowly toward her. When I got close, she pushed her chair well away from her desk. Looking up into my eyes, she said, "Young man, you've spent $43.18 more than you had in your account. Because of this, I'm going to take you over my lap and spank your skinny little ass. After I've finished with your punishment, you'll rise up off my lap and stand with your nose in the corner of this office until I say otherwise. Do you understand me?"
Tears were freely flowing and I was breathing in gasps. My whole body trembled while I stood naked before the mature, confident manager of my bank. My voice cracked as I sobbed, "Y-Y-Yes ma'am. I'm-I'm-I'm so sorry!"
She spoke in that no-nonsense way, "I'm sure you are sorry." Glancing down at my throbbing and leaking penis, she frowned before reaching to the bottom, left drawer of her desk. She pulled out a bright, white hand towel. While laying it over her lap, she grinned at me, "I have a feeling that little penis of yours doesn't understand that this is a punishment."
I didn't miss her reference to my penis as being little. She wasn't lying. It was small and thin, just like the rest of me.
Reaching out, she took hold of my hand and pulled me closer to her before laying me across her broad lap. I whined, "I'm so sorry, Mrs. Fletcher!"
She ignored me while pinning my arm closest to her between my body and hers. She took a firm hold of my other wrist and twisted it behind my back. Mrs. Fletcher laid her warm, open palm on my bare bottom. She rubbed circles with that massive palm across both of my naked butt cheeks. It was the first time anyone had touched me like that and my penis was throbbing wildly against her lap.
Without any warning, her palm left my flesh and at the same time, she pinned my arm farther up my back. That open palm slammed down against the unprotected flesh of my bottom with more force than my mother had been capable of inflicting. I screamed at the impact and began bawling uncontrollably. Her hand rose up again and slammed against my butt cheeks once more. She established a rhythm, her hand seemed to slap against my naked behind with every other of my heartbeats. Each time her hand crashed against me, my screams gradually changed to crying and pleas for mercy.
I lost count after she'd slapped my naked bottom a dozen times. My tears and drool fell to the carpeted floor of her office. My legs were kicking around wildly, but I was nowhere near strong enough to escape her grasp. She held me firmly in place with my arm pinned behind my back.
Mrs. Fletcher paused at one point to rest her hand. While she did, I fought to regain some control over my emotions. I didn't realize what I was doing until she rested her hand on my tender bottom and followed the movement of my hips as I humped my petite erection against her wide, soft lap.
She spoke with a deep, raspy voice, "Oh my! You are a special one. Aren't you, Sweetheart?"
Through my sobs and gasps for air, I squeaked, "I'm sorry, Mrs. Fletcher!! I'm so sorry!!" But even as I whined, I didn't stop humping myself against her lap.
Her hand began to guide the speed of my humping by pressing down and relaxing on my punished butt cheeks. While my behind still stung from the spanking I'd received, my silly penis was growing very close to squirting. I sobbed and gasped as I humped myself shamelessly against her lap.
I began to chant, "I'm sorry, Mrs. Fletcher! I'm sorry, Mrs. Fletcher! I'm sorry, Mrs. Fletcher!"
And then it happened. Every muscle in my body went tense. My butt cheeks clenched together tightly under Mrs. Fletcher's hand. My toes and fingers curled up tightly. And as I squealed in an odd high pitch, I heard Mrs. Fletcher moan above me. My penis erupted sending all of my creamy love into the towel across the lap I laid across.
Mrs. Fletcher didn't even wait for my orgasm to finish before she raised her arm again and began punishing my behind with renewed vigor. While still in the throes of my orgasm, I began screaming and crying once more. The conflicting emotions and feelings of my orgasm and punishment occurring at the same time were too much for my young, inexperienced body to deal with. Even when my orgasm had completed, I continued to shamelessly hump my still erect penis into the slippery mess in her lap. At the same time, she beat my tender and abused bottom and upper thighs with her large, open palm.
Her arm eventually grew tired and the pace of my beating slowed. The last slap to my cheeks that she delivered was by far, the hardest. By then, I was too worn out to scream. I whimpered and sobbed while slowly humping my rigid penis against her lap.
After resting for a brief moment with her open palm on my very tender cheeks, she uttered through her heavy breathing, "That's enough for today, Kelly. Go stand in the corner until I call for you."
As I rose up off of her lap, we both saw the creamy mess I'd left behind. Mrs. Fletcher didn't say a word. She folded the towel and then wrapped one arm around my narrow waist to hold me in place. With a gentle touch, she used the towel to wipe the cream from my penis, pubic area, and tummy. I'd never had anyone touch me there before and I couldn't stop my hips from humping into her touch.
Once I was wiped clean, she looked up into my eyes and said, "Okay, go put your nose in the corner until you're told the punishment is over."
Wiping the tears from my cheeks with the back of my hand, I bit my lower lip before turning toward the corner she'd indicated. Without a shred of clothing on, I tiptoed across the room. On the way, I reached back and felt my very warm bottom with my hands. As I stepped into the corner, Mrs. Fletcher said, "Lace your fingers behind your head and keep your nose against the wall."



When I'd properly positioned myself, I spoke for the first time since rising up off her lap. In a soft, timid voice, I said, "Thank you, Mrs. Fletcher."
I heard her chair move and then a drawer in her desk opening. There was more movement from behind me before she asked, "Excuse me? What did you say, Kelly?"
Biting my lower lip and wiggling my bottom in an attempt to deal with its stinging, I whimpered, "I said, thank you."
A sound met my ears after I'd uttered that last syllable. It was the unmistakable sound of a vibrator. I whimpered softly while picturing in my mind what Mrs. Fletcher was doing at that moment. After a few moments of listening to the vibrator work, she moaned, "Thank you for what?"
My hips squirmed around while my bottom tingled and stung. My silly, little penis was still stiff and poking toward the same corner my nose was touching. In a soft voice, I answered, "Thank you for knowing I needed the special account."
The vibrator sounded like it was working really hard. A musky, humid scent began to fill the office about the same time she moaned, "Baby Boy, you're very welcome." She groaned behind me before asking, "Is there anything else you want to thank me for?"
With my fingers still laced behind my head and my nose pressed against the wall, I whimpered, "Thank you for making me undress in front of you. Thank you for spanking me."
In addition to the sound of the vibrator, I was also hearing wet, sucking sounds. The scent of her arousal tickled my senses and made my little penis throb all the more. She growled, "Anything else you want to thank me for?"
I quickly squeaked, "Thank you for not laughing at me. I know my penis is really small."
She growled back, "It is tiny, isn't it? But I wouldn't laugh at you. Sweetheart, I am very fond of boys like you."
The tip of my penis touched the wall and began to hump its squishy pink head into the corner. I whined, "Boys like me?"
Her voice was deeper than ever before and her breathing was extremely heavy. She growled, "Yes, boys just like you. Boys that are small-statured, skinny, well-mannered, desperately insecure and perfectly obedient. Every boy I've ever met that fit that description has had a penis smaller than my pinky finger. And you, Sweetheart, are no exception."
I whimpered softly while dragging my sensitive penis against the wall. I moaned, "Thank you. Thank you for letting me do... that... in your lap."
She moaned deeply, "Do what? What did you do? Say it!"
I moaned softly, "Thank you for letting me squirt while you spanked me." I paused to enjoy the warmth of my bottom and the tingle in my penis. "You, you knew it was going to happen."
She moaned again, "I did. I knew it the moment you walked into my office. I knew as soon as I got you over my lap, you'd squirt out all your boy juices while I spanked your bare butt." I listened to her grind the vibrator against herself for several moments. "Sally bet me twenty dollars that you wouldn't cum. She thought you'd just cry your eyes out."
The concept of another person, Sally, not only knowing what Mrs. Fletcher had planned for me but betting on my reaction was both embarrassing and naughty! I wiggled my penis against the wall and timidly asked, "You're going to tell her? She's going to know that I had an orgasm on your lap?"
Her voice was deep and primal sounding, "YES!!" The sound of her thrashing and spasming in her chair was nearly enough to make me peek back at her. But she told me not to. So, I kept my nose against the corner and listened to her crest in orgasm. I blatantly humped my skinny penis against the wall. The sounds and scents of her orgasm were absolutely beautiful.
After a short time, I heard her rise up off her chair and move around behind me. Goosebumps rose up all over my body when her footsteps approached where I stood. Her fingertips grazed across the tender flesh of my punished bottom before she stepped in close enough that I felt her clothed body make contact with my naked flesh.
Other than dropping my arms to my sides, I didn't move. I kept my nose in the corner and ground my penis against the wall. Very suddenly, her hand touched my neck and gently pulled my face away from the wall until I was looking straight up at the ceiling. Mrs. Fletcher's other hand slid the vibrator she'd been using across my trembling lips. Her moisture covered my lips and her scent filled my nose. I quivered and moaned while she tilted the vibrator on end, so it was pointed straight down at my mouth. Without prompting, I parted my lips as she slowly slid much of the phallus into my mouth. She began to slide it slowly in and out of my mouth, over my tongue. Her flavor filled my mouth and I closed my eyes while cleaning her juices from the plastic vibrator.
While still sliding that vibrator in and out of my mouth, she whispered, "You are a very special boy. You are the first boy I've ever let clean my vibrator with his mouth. Sweetheart, since you've arrived in this office, you've behaved how I've always dreamt of a boy behaving. You arrived on time. You barely hesitated to strip for me. You cried but still managed to cum while I spanked your cute little ass. You stood by passively while I cleaned your little penis. And you didn't even try to look back while I got myself off so nearby. And look at you now. You're sucking on my vibrator and I didn't even need to tell you too."
She then pushed the vibrator deep enough into my mouth that I gagged. While bumping that vibrator against my gag-point, over and over, she released my neck and let her hand slide down my naked body. Using her first finger and thumb, she began to slowly stroke my desperate penis. When I reached up with both hands and braced myself against the wall, Mrs. Fletcher pushed a little harder against my gag-point and while I swallowed, the vibrator slipped into my throat. She held the vibrator in my throat while rubbing my penis at a quick pace. Wet, sloppy noises were coming from my mouth while she pushed the vibrator in even deeper.
My second orgasm of the afternoon was even more intense than the first. My hips lunged forward and bumped my penis and Mrs. Fletcher's hand against the wall. When I began to ejaculate onto that wall, Mrs. Fletcher pulled the vibrator from my throat but kept it in my mouth. She rubbed my penis quickly while I spurted out my juices into the corner of her office. She leaned in close to my ear and whispered, "You can deepthroat? Sweet Kelly, I'm tempted to take you home and introduce you to my strap-on."
Mrs. Fletcher eventually pulled the vibrator from my mouth and tossed it onto a nearby table. While I still hadn't fully recovered from my last orgasm, I whimpered softly, "I didn't know I could... I mean... That was the first time... It was in my throat."
While subtly pressing down on my shoulders, she whispered in my ear, "Baby Boy, you've made a mess on my wall. I need you to get down on your knees and lick it up for me."
As I dropped to my knees, the creamy mess on the wall was right in front of my face. I'd tasted my cum before. I'd swallowed entire loads. I honestly enjoyed the taste of my cream. But this would be the first time anyone watched me eat my cum.
Looking up over my shoulder, Mrs. Fletcher was smiling down at me. In a calm, but firm voice, she said, "Go on. Lick it up like the good boy I know you are."
Biting my lip, I looked at the smeared and dripping cream on the wall. I knelt on the floor of my bank manager's office, completely naked with a freshly spanked behind and completely drained marbles. I thought about Mrs. Fletcher and how badly I wanted to please her. I thought about how badly I wanted to come back to her office sometime soon. If it took overspending to get back to her, I would do just that!
She stood right behind me and watched as I leaned forward and began licking my cum off the wall. She ran her long fingernails through my hair while I cleaned up the mess I'd made. I had to push my face into the corner and slurp out the last little bit.
When I'd finished, I looked up at Mrs. Fletcher and timidly asked, "Is that okay? Did I do a good job?"
She smiled down at me and said, "You did wonderfully. Baby Boy, you couldn't have done any better."
Offering me her hands, she helped me rise to my feet. Standing right in front of her, I was once again intimidated by her size. She was so much taller and bigger than me in every way. While looking down into my eyes, she reached up and scooped up a stray glob of my cream from the corner of my mouth. Parting my lips, she slid that creamy finger into my mouth and I sucked it clean while looking up into her eyes.
While pulling her finger from between my lips, her phone began to chime. Glancing across the room, she checked the time and groaned, "Oh fuck! I'm going to be late."
She dashed across the room, silenced her phone and slipped it into her purse. When she saw I'd remained standing right where she'd left me, she grinned while scooping up my shoes and clothes. "There's no time for you to get dressed now. Follow me!"
I whimpered softly while quickly tiptoeing behind her. She led me out of her office and paused to lock that door. From there, we walked through the bank lobby! The lights were still on and anyone who happened to look through the massive windows of the bank would see my naked body scurrying quickly behind Mrs. Fletcher. She turned off most of the lights, activated the alarm and headed toward the main entrance.
Looking over her shoulder at my completely naked body, she grinned and said, "Hurry up, Sweetheart! We have a very short time before the alarm goes off."
After unlocking that main door, she stepped outside and held the door open for me. I paused while covering my little, wilted penis with my hands. I looked around the parking lot and then to Mrs. Fletcher, "May I please have my clothes?"
She smiled at me and said, "Come on. Stop dawdling. You don't want the police to come when the alarm goes off, do you?"
Biting my lower lip hard, I squeezed my hands over my penis and stepped over the threshold into the parking lot of my bank. I cowered beside her while Mrs. Fletcher closed the door, fished her keys from her purse and locked the bank up for the night.
When she turned away from the door, she looked over my shoulder at my reflection on a tinted, mirrored window. She smiled and said, "Take a look at your cute little butt."
Squirming beside her, I looked over my shoulder and for the first time, saw my bright red butt cheeks! Along the edges of the red area, I could clearly make out the impression of her handprints. My back arched deeply and I whimpered softly. Completely forgetting about where I was, I removed my hands from my little penis and reached back to touch my tender behind.
Mrs. Fletcher spoke with a breathy voice, "Kelly, If I didn't have this appointment, I'd take you home with me."
With my hands still on my bottom, I looked up into her eyes and asked, "Really? You're not teasing me, are you?"
She leaned in close enough that her lips brushed against the tip of my nose, "No. I am definitely not teasing. But I cannot miss this meeting." Standing up straight once again, she began taking long strides toward my car, the only other one in the parking lot other than hers. She didn't wait for me and the rough pavement of the parking lot was painful against my toes. She stood waiting beside my car until I caught up with her. During that short journey, several cars passed by on the adjacent street. None of them slowed down or stopped, but I thought I saw several passengers staring at me.
Mrs. Fletcher backed me against the driver's door of my car. After laying all of my belongings on top of my car behind me, she looked down into my eyes and said, "Kelly, I want you to do one last thing for me today. I want you to remain naked until you get home. Can you do that for me, Sweetheart?"
Biting my lower lip, I nodded my head and uttered, "Yes."
She laid her hand on my cheek and said, "You really are a good boy." She stepped back away from me and pulled a business card from her purse. "My cell number is on here. Call me later tonight while you're laying in bed. I want my voice to be the last thing you hear before you fall asleep."
Looking up into her eyes bashfully, I whispered, "Yes, ma'am."
"Goodbye, Kelly." She then leaned down and kissed me gently on my lips. It was an innocent, lip smack of a bunny kiss. But a kiss nonetheless.
Licking my lips, I squeaked, "Goodbye, Mrs. Fletcher!"
She gently patted my naked and stiff penis before turning away and crossing the parking lot quickly. She climbed into her car and started the engine. I stood there naked holding my hands behind my back and watched as she backed her enormous, black luxury car out of its parking space. I stood not far from her passenger's door. When she looked my way, she raised her hand and waved at me. While she put her car in drive, I waved back with one hand while leaving the other behind my back. My rigid penis and the entire front of my body was left out for her to admire. Her car didn't move. She rolled down the passenger's window and called to me from inside her car. "Kelly, what are you waiting for?"
Lowering my chin, biting my lower lip, I looked back at her and said, "I want to stay with you."
She grinned and said, "I want to stay with you too. Come on, get in! I'll call and make up an excuse for skipping that meeting on our way home."
A huge smile spread across my face as I tiptoed toward her car. When I reached for the door, Mrs. Fletcher chuckled and said, "Um, Kelly, you might want to grab your things from on top of your car."
I bit my lower lip and looked back to see my clothes still stacked neatly on top of my car. Feeling silly, I spun around and made my way to gather my belongings. When I got close to her car again, I heard the trunk pop open. Mrs. Fletcher called out from inside the car, "Put all of that in the trunk. You won't need any of it during your time with me."
Without hesitation, I changed course toward the rear of her car. After setting my things in the center of the gigantic trunk, I stretched up to reach the lid of the truck and closed it. The sound of that trunk closing sent a chill up my spine. No clothes, no phone, no wallet, no identification, not even my keys. I had just put myself in a situation where I truly was helpless and at the mercy of Mrs. Fletcher. I'd felt like that before, but I'd never really been helpless and at the mercy of another.
My pale penis throbbed in anticipation of what Mrs. Fletcher would do to me. Rising up on my tiptoes, I made my way to the passenger's door. As I slipped into her car, Mrs. Fletcher reached out and pulled me close beside her. With her arm around my naked shoulders, I folded my legs under my recently spanked behind while snuggling close against her.
She leaned down and kissed my lips just as gently as she had before. With a grin on her face, she said, "When we get home, I'm going to have to spank you again for making me miss my meeting."
Nuzzling my body against hers, I squeaked, "I can't wait."
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When my uncle, my only living relative, passed away in his sleep from an aneurysm, I returned to settle his estate. I hadn't been in that part of the country for nearly a decade. I had been in middle school when my mother passed and I was forced to move in with my aunt on the opposite coast. My uncle had always been the oddball of my mother's family. But he was also the most financially successful. Even with his financial stability, neither my aunt or my mother would ever have thought to leave me in his care.
With no real relationships or connections in the city where I'd been living, I'd packed up my meager belongings with the plan to stay in my uncle's home. It was paid for, so the cost of living would be drastically reduced.
I had never been close to my uncle and cleaning out his home wasn't nearly as emotional as it had been with my mother or aunt. It was my second day in the area when I decided to drive by the house, I grew up in. It looked very much the same except for a fresh coat of paint. Over the next several days, I drove by that house several more times before working up the nerve to knock on the door.
While I stood on the doorstep, I was terribly nervous. I wanted to see the inside of that house, but it was so strange knocking on the door and not knowing who would answer. But I was pleasantly surprised to see the woman who answered the door was what I imagined a pretty, young grandmother to look like. She was a tall, mature woman with broad shoulders, enormous bust, wide hips and the kindest eyes I'd ever seen. She was dressed casually in a light blue, short-sleeved top that was stretched across her chest, jeans that fit snuggly and tennis shoes. I had the strong feeling I'd seen her somewhere before.
Looking up into her eyes, I was intimidated by her size and age, but at the same time, put at ease by her warm smile and big, brown eyes. My voice cracked when I uttered, "Hello. Um, I'm Emery Tibbets."
Her smile warmed all the more, "Hello Emery Tibbets. How can I help you today?"
Nibbling on my lip, I glanced up at her before I found I was unable to maintain eye contact and looked down at my shoes. "Um, I used to live here with my mom. And, um..."
She reached out and set her hand on my shoulder. I looked up into her eyes when she asked, "Emery, would you like to come in and look around?"
As I nodded my head, she slid her hand off my shoulder and offered it to me. I grinned at her as I reached up and took that offered hand. My little hand with its thin fingers looked so tiny in her much larger hand.
As she welcomed me into her home and shut the door behind us, she looked down into my eyes and said, "My name is Alice Baker."
Before looking away from her gaze, I squeaked, "It's nice to meet you, Alice. And thank you for..."
She cut me off, "Pish Posh! There is no need to thank me for anything. I'm honestly happy to have a little company."
While still holding my hand in hers, she guided me to the living room. After offering me a seat on her firm couch, she asked, "Emery Dear, would you like a drink? A glass of milk perhaps?"
I quickly smiled at her and squeaked, "Yes, please."
After she disappeared into the kitchen, my eyes drifted over the room and I recalled the pictures that had once hung on the walls. The furniture the room contained and how it had been arranged. Crystal clear memories of my mother putting the finishing touches on my Halloween costumes in that room made my eyes tear up.
Alice returned before I began to lose all control of my emotions. She stepped into the room with a small glass of milk and passed it to my shaking hand. She then took a seat right beside me and patiently waited while I sipped on my milk. After I'd set the mostly full glass onto the coaster she'd indicated, Alice shifted her body so she faced me a little more.
In the kindest of voices, she asked, "Emery, how long ago did you live in this house?"
I nibbled my lip and answered in a soft voice, "Um, I had to move when I was in middle school. I think I was 12 or 13. So I lived here about 10 years ago. My mother was in an accident and passed away. I had to move away to live with my aunt."
Her eyes and expression softened, "You poor boy. I'm so sorry to hear about your mother."
My voice cracked hard, "Th-Th-Thank you."
Wrapping her large, soft arm around my shoulders she said, "Well, I must've moved in right after you had to leave. I bet that was your aunt that I met at the closing." When I didn't say anything, she went on to offer, "I really haven't changed too much. I had a few rooms painted, some of the carpet replaced. But other than that, I bet it looks much like it did while you lived here."
I began to tell her how that living room was decorated and arranged while I lived there. After I'd described the differences, I began to tell her about some of my memories from that room. When my emotions began to peak and tears formed in my eyes, Alice squeezed my shoulders affectionately.
In her sweet, calm voice, she said, "Emery, I just thought of something I want to show you. Come with me." She stood up off the couch and took my hand once again. She led me into the kitchen and pointed to the molding on one side of the archway. There were still pencil marks with dates beside them. She stood behind me with her hands on my shoulders and said those must be mine.
Tears began to roll down my cheeks while I stared at the markings. I remembered my mother having me stand up straight to note my height as I grew. She embraced me from behind which was a welcome surprise. I didn't realize how much I still missed my mother until I saw those marks. Nor did I realize how long it had been since I'd had contact with another person.
After a short time, she asked how different the kitchen was from when I lived there. After looking around the room through teary eyes, I began pointing out the differences, new appliances, new countertops, what I thought were new cupboards, but she told me they'd just been refaced.
As she took my hand in hers again, she asked which room used to be mine. I walked with her across the living room and down a hall to the first room on the left. Even before we stepped into the room, I knew the walls hadn't been painted. Before she could ask, I answered the question I knew she had.
"Before I was born, the doctor's read the ultrasound incorrectly and told my mom I would be a girl. This room was painted pink. I had a crib fit for a princess. For the first few months of my life, I wore girls' dresses and diapers." I looked up into her understanding eyes, "She always treated me gently and well, sort of raised me as if I were a girl. I loved my pink room. And I loved my mom."
She smiled and said, "I loved this color when I moved in. As you can see, it's become my crafting room. But I always knew this room had belonged to someone very special."
She guided me further down the hall, holding my hand the whole time. The third bedroom door was closed and I didn't want to ask her to open it. If she wanted to show it, she would. But if she didn't want me to see, I was okay with that too. I was just happy she'd invited me inside her home. As we walked down that hall, that feeling that I knew her from somewhere still nudged at the back of my brain.
The bathroom hadn't changed at all. While we stood in the doorway, I told her, "I remember brushing my teeth at the sink and taking bubble baths in the tub." I sniffed the air and after looking up at her, said, "This room even smells the same. You must use the same soaps and things that my mom did."
From the bathroom, Alice guided me toward her room, the master bedroom. My mom's old bedroom had been painted a light green and filled with the things any older woman would have in her bedroom. It was feminine and classy. The king-sized bed dominated the room with its big, dark wood posts on all four corners. There were at least a dozen pillows neatly arranged near the headboard and the comforter was snow white and trimmed with lace.
I stood on the threshold of my mother's old room and whispered, "I wasn't allowed to go in here. It was my mother's private space."
Alice squeezed my hand and said, "Perhaps it best if you didn't go in there even now. Boys, especially gentle, feminine boys should always obey their mothers."
When I looked up at Alice, she reached out and wiped a tear from my cheek with her finger. I didn't know what to say, I was on the razor's edge of losing all control of my emotions and bursting into tears. Alice seemed to sense my situation and after squeezing my hand gently, she guided me back to the living room. We sat down in the same places we'd sat before and I reached for the glass of milk I'd set down earlier.
Right beside the glass sat several unopened letters. I hadn't noticed the letters before. But the handwriting on the envelope caught my eye. While I admired the cursive handwriting my eyes drifted over the words, I was stunned to learn the letter was addressed to "Auntie Alice". I immediately recognized that name and turned my attention back to my host. She'd looked so familiar when I'd arrived. I knew I'd seen her somewhere before. And after reading that name on the envelope, everything came together and I knew for sure why I recognized her.
Auntie Alice must've been her screen name. She made several amateur pornographic videos for a short time. There hadn't been any new releases for several years. But I'd watched those few videos she'd made dozens upon dozens of times. In those videos, she always wore deeply cut blouses and she never showed more of her body than her deep, cavernous, lightly-freckled cleavage. But that alone was enough to leave my little, thin penis desperate for attention. In each of her video's she undressed the same gentle, younger, small-statured boy, tied him up spread eagle to a bed with a brass headboard and footboard. She then sat beside his hip and gave him very slow fingerjobs while teasing him with her words. In the end, she always ruined the orgasm for him. He was left spasming and almost crying while his skinny little penis oozed out his orgasm. I'd always been terribly jealous of that boy in the videos.
Biting my lower lip, I whispered, "You're Auntie Alice. I've-I've seen all of your videos."
She wasn't embarrassed in the least. Instead, she laid her hand gently on my flushed cheek and smiled. "Most boys who watch my videos are too bashful to say anything to me. I can always tell who they are though. They have a look on their faces much like the one you just gave me. And I'm still surprised at the number of letters and emails I get from boys such as yourself."
Whispering softly, "Auntie Alice, why did you stop making movies?"
She lowered her hand from my cheek and set it on my thigh, halfway between my knee and stiff penis. "The young man who I played with in those videos, he was about your age, 22 at the time. But when his mother found out what I'd been doing to him, she put an end to our time together. She was very upset and I don't blame her in the least. I should never have done that to him without getting her permission first."
I sat there in awe of the woman I'd lusted after for so long. I was at a complete loss for words.
She squeezed my thigh and continued, "The last I heard, he'd met a girl his own age. They have married for a few years. It was fun making those videos at that time. But after he moved on with his life, I just lost the desire."
My voice shot up a few octaves when I said, "I wish you hadn't stopped."
She smiled warmly at me and answered, "You're a sweet boy."
I took a few moments to consider what I was about to say. I then took a few more moments to figure out how I was going to say it without sounding like an idiot. "Um, Auntie Alice, if I had been that boy, I never would have wanted you to stop. And I don't have a mother or any other relatives at all. You never would have had to worry about that."
She stared into my eyes with a confidence that made me shiver, "Again, you're a sweet boy."
Staring at my hands holding the glass of milk she'd given me earlier, I whispered, "Auntie Alice, if that boy's mother hadn't made him stop, would you still be making movies?"
When I raised my eyes until they met hers, she held my gaze with that same level of confidence. "I'm not sure, Emery. I wanted to do certain things to him that he wouldn't agree too. He had a safe word and he used it far too often in my opinion."
Quickly glancing from her lap to her chest and up to her eyes, I whispered, "I wouldn't want a safe word."
While leaving one hand on my thigh, she lifted the other until her finger met the underside of my chin. Very gently she lifted that finger until my timid eyes met hers. "Emery, Dear, I don't believe you understand the purpose of a safe word."
I quickly squeaked, "I do! It's like a word I'd say and it would make you stop whatever you were doing."
She grinned, "I stand corrected. You do know what a safe word is. But Sweetheart, you have no idea the things I wanted to do to that young man."
I bit my lower lip and used every gram of willpower I had to look into her eyes, "Would you have hurt him?"
She grimaced, "No, not really. I never would have left marks on his body that wouldn't have faded in a few days. But I would have made him do things he found embarrassing, even humiliating."
I ground my bottom against the firm couch and stated again, "That's all? I still wouldn't want a safe word."
Squeezing my thigh, she drew my eyes back to meet hers. "Emery, what exactly are you trying to say?"
Biting my lip, I looked at her, looking at me and spoke in a soft voice, "Auntie Alice, um, I've been in love with you since I saw your first video. If you want to... I mean, I would love to be the next boy you make movies with."
Her hand slid up and down my thigh, settling in closer to my knee than my desperate penis. "Emery, you're a very sweet boy for saying those things. But I really have no desire to make more movies. That was a specific time in my life, and that time has passed."
All of the excitement that had been building up inside of me suddenly drained from my body like water down a drain. My chin fell and I looked at the half-full glass of milk while I began to accept that I'd met Auntie Alice, I'd offered to make more videos with her, and she'd turned me down.
She sat beside me and let me deal with what had occurred for a minute or two. Very unexpectedly, her hand slid a little closer to my wilting penis, "I may not want to make more videos, but Sweetheart, I've really missed having a young playmate." I slowly looked up into her eyes while her hand slid a tiny bit closer to my penis, "As I'm sure you know, the boy I used to play with had a very small penis."
Whimpering softly, "I've watched all of your videos and I think my penis maybe a little smaller."
She squeezed my thigh, grinned and whispered, "I'll have to see that before I believe it." She then removed her hand from my leg.
Looking into her eyes, I timidly asked, "Right now?"
She looked at me seriously and said, "Yes, right now. It seems like the perfect time. Here, stand right here in front of me and take off your clothes."
I shivered as I realized what I'd just been asked to do. Auntie Alice, the woman I'd orgasmed to more than anyone else had just told me to take off my clothes in front of her! I'd fantasized about something like this for a very long time! But I'd never, in million years thought it would ever come true, especially in my childhood home.
While I hesitated, Auntie Alice asked in that same serious voice, "Emery, I just told you to undress for me. This is your chance to prove if you're a good boy or not. Because I only play with good boys."
Biting my lip, I knew what I had to do. I wiggled off my shoes and bent to quickly remove my socks. After stuffing my socks into my shoes and arranging them neatly beside her couch, I stood up in front of Auntie Alice and turned to face her. My hands were shaking while I undid the buttons on my shirt. Auntie Alice had leaned back against her couch and was watching me closely with a small smile on her face.
When I had all the buttons undone, I slowly opened my shirt and slid it off my shoulders. Exposing my skinny, pale, basically hairless chest with my little pink nipples to Auntie Alice made my knees wobble and my penis throb. After folding my shirt, I placed it on the couch where I had been sitting. I took a deep breath as I undid the button on my pants.
While sliding the zipper down, I paused and said, "Auntie Alice, um, no one has ever seen me naked before. Well, my doctor. But that was it. I didn't even take PE class so I didn't have to shower with the other boys." Biting my lip, I uttered, "You're going to be the first."
She smiled and whispered, "Well that makes me feel very special. Emery, due to that, I presume you are a virgin."
Biting my lower lip hard, I dropped my eyes to my bare feet while slowly nodding my head.
I couldn't look at her when she said, "Emery, I need to hear you say the words."
After lowering my pants to the point that I let go and they fell around my ankles, I stood before her with my penis poking against the front of my bright white briefs. My voice cracked, "Auntie Alice, I'm a virgin." I stood there with my penis dancing beneath the thin layer of cotton, shame was burning deep inside of me. I was sure my face and chest were flushed a deep red.
She looked into my eyes, not at my briefs at all. She stared only into my eyes. "Emery, hand me your pants, I'll fold them for you." As I bent to pick them up, she asked, "Honey, have you ever been kissed?"
After handing her the pants I'd been wearing, she began to fold them while I took my place in front of her. "Like a real kiss? Like a French kiss with tongues? No. I've never been kissed like that."
She seemed to be pleased with my answer. A small smile spread across her face before she said, "Emery, take your underpants off. I want to see your tiny penis."
Biting my lip hard. I slowly hooked my thumbs under the waistband. I paused and quickly squeaked, "Auntie Alice, I'm really glad you're the first one who will see me naked." And then, I quickly lowered my underpants while bending at the hips. After removing my feet from them, I stood up and left my briefs on the floor.
She covered her mouth with her hand and exclaimed, "Oh my!" Her eyes slowly drifted over my exposed, pale body while I stood passively in front of her. After a short time, she wagged her finger at me, beckoning me closer to her. Taking small steps, I soon found myself standing with my toes nearly touching her shoes. She scooted to the edge of the couch, reached out a laid her hands on my naked hips. Goosebumps rose up all over my body and I shivered at her gentle touch.
Her voice was raspy, "Your skin is... perfect. You're like a porcelain doll. Your hip bones, your ribs, your collar bones. Emery, you're adorable."
I blushed and my hips squirmed. I squeaked, "Thank you, Auntie Alice."
"Sweetheart, I believe you were correct. Your penis may be a bit smaller. Would you like to find out for sure?"
I whimpered softly, "Yes please."
She removed one hand from my hip and moved it toward my desperate penis. With her other hand, she used a single finger to aim my little erection straight out from my body. After closing all of her fingers except for the pinky, on the other hand, she looked up into my eyes and explained, "His little penis was as long as my pinky and just a little bit thicker."
Lowering her eyes to my throbbing and leaking penis, she slowly moved her pinky beside it. Pointing out its length on her pinky, she moaned softly, "It is a bit shorter." She then positioned her pinky over my erection and completely hid it from view. "And it's skinnier too."



I nearly fainted and orgasmed at the same time. I didn't know how to react to what I'd just learned. I'd always imagined my penis was smaller than the one she played with in her videos. But now, knowing for sure that it was not only shorter, but skinnier too, I wasn't sure if I was happy or ashamed.
I bit my lip while my penis throbbed against the underside of her pinky. "Auntie Alice, is it a good thing that I'm smaller?"
She moved her hands away from anywhere near my penis. She set them gently back on my naked hips. Looking up into my eyes, she uttered, "Sweet Emery, it is a very good thing that you have such a small penis. And it's also a good thing that you're a virgin and haven't ever been kissed." She paused while her warm, loving eyes drifted over my naked body. When our eyes met again, she said, "The boy I made the videos with wasn't as innocent as you are. He had some experience with girls. To be perfectly honest, I always wished he was as naïve as you are."
Her eyes drifted over my untouched body once more before she had me step back so she could stand. I knew she was tall before. But when I stood beside her naked while she was still fully clothed, I felt absolutely tiny. Looking down into my eyes, she took my hand and whispered, "Come with me."
I scurried along beside her while she took long strides toward the hallway. She guided me right passed my old bedroom and stopped in front of the third bedroom which she hadn't been part of my tour. While mother and I lived there, that room had been a combination office/playroom/storage area. But I seriously doubted that Auntie Alice had left it that way.
When she opened the door with a flourish and stepped aside to allow me to see inside, my mouth fell open while my penis jumped and throbbed wildly. Inside the middle of that room sat the big, brass bed where all of her videos had been made! The bed looked as if it had been recently made with a clean, baby blue sheet. The straps used to tie that boy up still hung down from under the mattress. A laptop, camera cases, lights, and other video stuff sat on top of a table along one wall. On a shelf above that table sat a stack of little towels, bottles of oil and lubricant. At first glance, it didn't look like there was much more than that in the room.
Before I could look around more, Auntie Alice squeezed my hand gently and said, "Emery, Sweetheart, I have only invited one other boy into this room and you've seen the videos. I never knew why, but I've been changing the sheets on that bed every month and keeping this room clean and tidy. I suppose I've been waiting for you."
After she let go of my quivering and sweaty hand, she reached back and patted my naked bottom. "Hop up on the bed and I'll get you tied up."
I crossed the room to the bed on my tiptoes. It felt like I was walking on hallowed ground. The room smelled fresh and clean. Everything was in its place, just like the rest of her home. When I was near enough to the bed, I slid my fingertips over the soft cotton sheet. Looking back at Auntie Alice, I smiled weakly and then climbed up on the bed. Literally climbed, I'd never been on a bed that sat so high up off the floor. I guessed it to be at the perfect height for Auntie Alice.
Never had I slept on anything other than a single bed. That queen-sized mattress was huge! I wiggled my bare bottom into the middle of that enormous bed and laid back, spreading my arms and legs wide apart.
Auntie Alice let me squirm on the mattress while she started at one corner and adjusted the length of the nylon strap to the length needed for my arm. She then wrapped a surprisingly soft, nylon re-enforced, Velcro cuff around my wrist. Moving to my ankle on the opposite side of the bed, she adjusted that strap so my arm and opposite leg were stretched out, leaving me very little room to move. She then moved onto my other wrist and ankle, repeating the process.
After all four of my limbs were strapped down, Auntie Alice stepped back and frowned. "You're not quite in the middle of the bed." she then came back, readjusted the straps and had me wiggle into the very center of the bed before tightening everything back up. That time, she made all four straps even tighter than before. I could barely move at all.
Stepped to the side of the bed, she smiled down at me and said, "Pull on them, Sweetie. See if you can wiggle out of them."
I tried to pull against them. I tried to slip my hands and feet out from the cuffs. But there was no way. I wasn't going anywhere. Until that moment, I'd never been tied up before. If I had been with anyone other than Auntie Alice, I would have been terrified and screaming my head off. But with her, I found being tied up securely sort of comforting. I trusted her. I'm not sure why I barely knew her. But I did trust her and was really looking forward to anything and everything she may do to my inexperienced body.
Arching my back and flexing my rigid penis, I whimpered softly, "I can't get out. I can hardly move."
She grinned a scary grin, "That's how I want you to be, completely immobile and at my mercy." She stood beside the bed, reached out and dragged her fingers over my skin from my ankle, up my leg, across my hip, and over my ribs. I was trying to thrash away from her teasing fingers that were tickling me so badly! She paused to draw circles with her fingernails in my armpits which had me squealing and struggling to wiggle away from her. After sliding her fingernails up my arm to my wrist, her touch left my body and had me whimpering.
Looking down into my eyes, she said in a soft voice, "Emery, Dear, don't go anywhere. I'm going to change into something more appropriate."
When she turned toward the door, I arched my back as far as I could and squeaked, "Please don't leave me, Auntie Alice!"
She paused in the doorway and turned to look at me over her shoulder, "Emery, I need to lock up the house. The last thing we need is for someone to walk in and see what we're up too. And I'm simply not dressed for this sort of activity. I'll just be gone for a little bit."
As she turned to leave, my eyes dropped to her wide hips which left very little room on either side as she passed through the door. I hadn't really thought too much about her big bottom until that moment. As I lay tied to that brass bed, I imagined each of her cheeks to be wider than my shoulders. After studying her videos and meeting her in person, I was positive each of her breasts were larger than my head. She was so much taller and bigger than I imagined her to be from her videos.
I lay there naked, unable to move, listening to her move around in what was once my mother's bedroom. I heard closets doors and dresser drawers opening and closing. I heard the floor creaking under her footsteps. From down the hall, she called out to me, "I'm going to take a quick shower, Sweetie." And the water came on in the bathtub immediately after she said those words.
Squirming on the bed, my skinny penis was throbbing and frantic. I whimpered softly, "Please Auntie Alice." The water shifted from the bathtubs faucet to the showerhead and then I heard the shower curtain slide along its rod.
Laying on that bed, I imagined Auntie Alice in the shower. I pictured her full-figured and mature body with water dripping from it. I wanted to smell the soap she was using. While I fantasized about her bathing, my penis never softened in the least. It remained perfectly rigid and the squishy pink head remained moist from its leakage.
After what seemed like an eternity, the water shut off and I heard the curtain slide across the rod. Very faintly, I heard her half humming, half singing...
"Emery is my sunshine, my only sunshine."
"He makes me happy when skies are gray."
"I'm going to treat him like a princess."
"He'll never want to leave me again."
She sang and hummed that song over and over while I listened to her drying her body. The floor creaked under her weight as she made her way back to her bedroom. I guessed she was dressing while she hummed that song. She went back to the bathroom and spent some time in front of the mirror, I assumed. The last thing I heard before she made her way to the room in which I waited was the spritzing sound from a perfume bottle.
In her videos, Auntie Alice had always worn deeply cut blouses, sturdy, but lacey bras and black slacks or skirts. On her legs she wore either black or nude pantyhose or stockings, I was never sure which. On her feet, she always wore shiny, black heels.
But when she appeared in the doorway that afternoon, I was stunned and at a complete loss for words. I'd never seen anyone look so beautiful before. She paused in the doorway and seemed to enjoy how I was gawking at her. She wore a long, white silk robe that was tied loosely around her waist. It was left open an inch or so all the way down her front. From that opening, I saw she wore one of her white, sturdy, lacey bras. Her huge breasts were pressed together creating an enormous cleavage. Lower, I saw she was wearing a matching, control panty with a lacey panel on the front that covered her hips and belly button. Biting my lip, I imagined two of me would easily fit in those same panties. Her legs were bare, as were her feet. The sleeves of the robe ended at halfway down her forearms.
In one of her hands, she held a small, glass bottle filled with a soft pink liquid. From the spritzer on top of the bottle, a fabric-covered tube ended at a similar, fabric-covered, balloon. She walked to the bedside and sat down gracefully near my thigh.
She gently laid her hand on my naked and quivering thigh. Looking into my desperate eyes, she calmly said, "Emery, Honey, before we get started, I want to have a little chat with you."
For the first time in my life, I wished I had telekinesis so I could move her hand closer to my neglected penis. In a squeaky voice, I answered, "Okay Auntie Alice."
"Sweetheart, would you agree that this is the start of a relationship?"
My back arched and I moaned softly, "Yes, ma'am."
She smiled warmly down at me bound on the bed beside her. "I'm very happy to hear you feel that way. I honestly didn't realize how much I've missed this. And I know we'll be spending a lot of time together doing naughty things."
I didn't answer, I couldn't. I was so horny and aching for her touch, I was unable to put words together in a sentence.
"Sweetheart, for this relationship to work. I need you to make a few promises. First of all, I need you to promise that you will not socialize with anyone else. I'm very possessive and want you all to myself. It is a rule I regret not making with... him."
In a weak voice, I whimpered, "I promise, Auntie Alice."
"Emery, that is a serious promise. Limiting your social contact to only me will mean you'll remain a virgin and you'll never be kissed."
I blinked my eyes a few times and swallowed before uttering, "I-I understand Auntie Alice. I only want to spend time with you."
She squeezed my thigh gently and said, "You are such a good boy." After staring into my eyes for a few moments she started again, "Alright the second promise I need you to make is..." She paused to be sure I was paying attention. When my penis throbbed and large drop of its clear juice moistened the pink head, she smiled and said, "The second promise, you must not ever play with yourself. Emery, for this relationship to work, I need to be the only person who makes your little penis squirt."
Whimpering softly, "I promise, Auntie Alice."
She smiled while her big, soft hand slid even closer to my stiff little prong. "Last promise. Sweetheart, you must do as your told. In this relationship, I'll make the rules and I'll make all the decisions."
I squeaked, "I promise to do as I'm told!"
After removing her hand from my thigh, she raised the glass perfume bottle with one and began spritzing the musky, flowery scented perfume all over my bound body. She coated the front of my body, from my toes to my hair with a heavy coating of the decidedly feminine perfume. I knew it wouldn't wash off easily. And as I lay there while she drenched my little penis with the pink-hued perfume, I knew I wouldn't be in a hurry to wash it off.
I squirmed around, giggling while she worked. It wasn't until she set the bottle down on the floor beside the bed that she spoke. "Emery, you told me your mother raised you gently as if you were a girl." She then finally slid her hand slowly up my thigh and traced a circle around my stiff penis.
I whimpered, "Yes, she did."
Her finger slowly slid up along the underside of my penis from the root. She then let her fingertip drift off to trace around each of my little balls. "Sweetheart, I'm going to pick up where she left off. Perfume is just the start. I'm going to have your body waxed. You're going to get regular manicures and pedicures."
My voice cracked and shot up an octave, "With polish?"
She smiled warmly while her fingertip moved to my other little ball. Her voice was soft and gentle, "Of course. Bright, sparkly pink polish with long extensions on her fingers."
I whimpered softly, "Oh, Auntie Alice! I have always wanted... I mean, I think I was made... Auntie Alice?"
Her finger moved from my second marble and began to slowly move up along the underside of my little, throbbing and leaking penis. "Emery, Dear, panties and dresses are in your future. Sweetheart, you're going to be my perfect little girly boy."
I gasped and pulled against my bonds. I felt my orgasm building inside of me. It was coming on strong and fast. I began breathing in quick, deep gasps. She knew what was happening, she was Auntie Alice. She knew how to control an innocent boy's orgasm better than anyone. Before it went too far, she removed her finger and set that hand on the bed.
My body wasn't sure how to react. I pulled against the straps, but they didn't budge at all. I was trapped and at the mercy of the only woman I'd ever loved. She was going to do what she wanted when she wanted and there was nothing I could do to stop her. The desperation was so intense, I felt tears rolling down my cheeks.
I whined, "Auntie Alice! Please!"
She looked down at me, smiled warmly and said, "Sweetheart, I'm not ready for you to squirt." She then slowly stood up off the bed. While facing me and staring right into my eyes, she untied her robe. She let it fall open on its own, but she had to help it slide over her mountainous breasts. As it slipped off her arms, she caught it with one hand. For a brief moment, she stood there in her massive bra and her enormous panties.
I squeaked, "Oh my goodness! Auntie Alice!" My penis was jumping and throbbing and oozing its juices.
She smiled while laying her robe on the bed beside me. She then sat down beside me once again. This time she leaned over my leg and placed her hand on the mattress, but was careful not to touch me at all. Looking down over my body, I saw my delicate, skinny penis laying against my stomach, its brilliant pink head was glistening with my excitement. Just above my rigid prong, Auntie Alice's gigantic breasts were supported under that sturdy, underwire bra. Her enormous, deep, lightly freckled cleavage had been the center of most of my masturbatory fantasies for years. Her high-rise support panties matched her bra perfectly and I couldn't stop my eyes from drifting over her body while she sat perched beside me.
In a soft, loving tone, she said, "Emery, tell me what you want."
Pulling against my bonds, I squealed, "I want to cum!"
She grinned while shaking her head from side to side, "No, that's not what I meant. What do you want, long term? Sweetheart, this may be the one and only time I ask for your opinion. In a few months, what do you imagine our relationship will be like?"
I struggled to clear the fog from my mind. I was so horny and teetering on the edge of orgasm. I wanted to please her, but I wasn't sure what she wanted to hear. So I began to babble with the thoughts and fantasies filling my mind. "As you said, all my body hair will be waxed away. I'll have long, pink, sparkly fingernails and matching toenails. I'll wear dresses and panties all the time."
I paused to catch my breath. I was staring at Auntie Alice's big, bra covered breasts. "Um, I'll still be a virgin. I'll still never have kissed a girl. But several times each day, you'll bring me into this room to..."
She leaned forward enough that one of her breasts rested on my knee. While I whimpered and squirmed, she asked in a very calm voice, "What will I bring you into this room for?"
I gasped, "You'll bring me into this room and ruin my orgasm."
She arched her back and made her bra-covered breast slide along my leg. "All of them? I'll ruin all of your orgasms?"
I whimpered, "Yes, all of them."
She allowed her fingertip to begin drawing lazy designs on my naked and quivering thigh, "Mmm, that sounds like fun."
I moaned softly, "You'll start to worry about me touching myself when we're not together. So... So you'll have me move back into my pink room. You'll tie me up every night before bed so you're sure I'm not breaking my promise."
Her fingertip began tracing hearts on my goosebump-covered thigh while she slowly moved it closer to my hip. "That sounds like something I'd do. But Emery, what about your uncle's home?"
I gasped, "We could rent it out."
She whispered, "And we could use that rent money to fill your closet with the girliest, frilly and poofy clothes we could find."
My hips flexed and my penis throbbed. "Like... Like... sissy clothes?"
Her fingertip slipped back and she began to tickle one of my little balls. She sounded excited and her breathing was heavy, "Oh yes! Frilly, pink dresses dripping in lace. Cap sleeves blown up like balloons. Huge petticoats that will stand the tiny skirts out horizontally. No matter how you move or try to cover yourself, your little panties will always show. You'll wear the highest heels we can find so you'll always look like you're about to fall down. And when we go out, and we will go out, everyone will stare at you."
I whimpered softly, "Oh my! Auntie Alice!"
Her finger moved across my throbbing stem to my other little ball. She tickled it while still smiling down at me, "I know a special little sissy boy who promised to do as he was told. And I'm sure you would never break a promise. Because if you did, I would have to punish you. I have a wooden paddle that hasn't been used in a very long time."
I was gasping and struggling to squirm around on the bed. Auntie Alice let the pad of her index finger graze ever so gently across the underside of my penis. "Emery, tell me what you want."
My hips tried to lunge upward to make more contact with her finger. But it was pointless, she knew what I was going to do before I did. She pulled her finger away every time I flexed my penis or moved my hips. I was so desperate. I needed to squirt so badly!
In a whiney voice, I squeaked, "I want it all! I want to live here with you! I want you to ruin all of my orgasms! I want to be the very best sissy for you! I don't want to leave! I don't ever want to leave!"
She whispered softly, "You've made me very happy, Princess Emery." She then set the pad of her finger under the neck of my penis and didn't move it while I flexed my penis. My orgasm had been so close for so long, it took only a few flexes of my little penis before it began. And just before it started, Auntie Alice removed her finger and watched as my penis worked so hard to squirt on its own.
My hands were clenching into fists and then spreading out wide and then closing into fists again. My toes were curled up tightly. My breathing was in deep, heavy gasps. I half-moaned, half-wailed as I flexed my little penis as hard as I could. My eyes opened wide and my back arched deeply. When it started, it was unlike anything I'd ever experienced before. It wasn't an orgasm at all. As my creamy love oozed from the squishy pink head of my swollen penis, there was no wave of pleasure. It was like I was cumming without feeling anything at all.



I understood why the boy in her videos always cried. It was emotional having an orgasm in that manner. I'd given my orgasm to Auntie Alice and she had taken it. She had teased it from my body and stripped away all those wonderful feelings I'd always associated with them. Tears rolled down my cheeks and I began to cry. My body was struggling to figure out what was happening to it. My skinny little penis was flexing and throbbing and working so hard, but still, the juicy cream only oozed out.
Auntie Alice watched from above while my penis spasmed and twitched. Snow-white cream didn't squirt out in slippery ropes. Instead, it oozed out slowly and pooled on my stomach. I strained for what seemed like hours until it seemed to end. That strange orgasm didn't even end like other orgasms. It just stopped. There was no period of time where I felt embarrassed. There weren't even butterflies in my stomach. I continued to flex my penis, trying to have an actual orgasm. I soon gave up, but I still felt small bits of cream falling to my tummy.
She looked into my tear-filled eyes and said, "Sweet, sweet Emery, that was beautiful. That was the most precious thing I've ever seen. Now I regret not recording it." Her eyes drifted over my body, she smiled when she saw my cream beginning to drip down my side. But she made no move to stop it.
"Emery, Honey, you've made me very, very horny." She looked into my eyes while sliding her hand between her thighs. "Sweetheart, while you're calming down in here, I'm going to excuse myself to my bedroom, your mother's old bedroom. I'm going to put fresh batteries in my longest, thickest vibrator. I'm going to take off this bra and panty. I'm going to lay down on my bed and I'm going to make myself cum so hard."
I lay there gasping for breaths. My entire body was covered in that musky, sweet perfume and a thin layer of perspiration. My little pink nipples were as stiff as bullets and my rigid pink penis hadn't softened in the least. It still throbbed and I don't think it realized it had already finished.
Slipping her hand out from between her wonderous thighs, she casually touched the pad of her finger to that place between my nose and upper lip. Her fingertip was damp and warm. For the first time since she'd doused me with perfume, I was able to smell something other than its scent. Auntie Alice's womanly aroma caressed my senses while making my body frantic for more of her attention.
With a grin on her lips, she slowly rose up off the bed, wrapped her robe around her larger-than-life body but left it untied. She then turned her back to me and left the room. I lay there with her scent on my lip mixing with the perfume I'd been covered in. My penis was stiffer than ever and I struggled to keep my breathing slow and quiet so I could hear what she was doing.
She walked directly to her bedroom. I heard the faint whisper of her robe sliding off her body. My ears perked up when I heard her sigh as her bra slid off her body. The snap of the elastic band on her panties made my penis throb and my little, knot-of-a-hole quiver. Her bed creaked when she sat down. She then opened a drawer and I heard plastic objects bumping against each other. The sound of a vibrator coming alive caused me to moan softly while I imagined its size and what Auntie Alice was doing with it. But the vibrator went silent after a very short period of time. Then next thing I heard was the sound of four, relatively heavy objects falling onto wood. She replaced those four batteries in her vibrator and I wasn't prepared for what I heard next. That vibrator came alive once more. But this time it sounded more aggressive and louder. She turned it off while she laid back on the bed and I listened to it creak under her weight.
She called out to me from her room, "Princess Emery, are you still awake?"
I whimpered softly, how I could have possibly gone to sleep? She'd just ruined my orgasm and left me wanting more. My little penis was as stiff as a pencil and desperate for attention. The entire front of my body had been spritzed with perfume and the cream she'd teased out of me was dripping down the sides of my body. I was bound tightly to the big, brass bed and unable to move much at all. In a squeaky, high pitch, I answered, "Yes, I'm still awake, Auntie Alice."
Her voice sounded raspy and deep when she said, "I just realized, this vibrator..." She turned it on and the drone of the violent vibration made me squirm. "...is probably longer and bigger around than your skinny, little forearm."
A soft groan left my lips while I imagined her holding a vibrator the size of my forearm.
The sound of the vibrator began to change. It seemed to throb. And then it became muffled before returning to full volume. An image of her laying on that bed, naked with her thick thighs spread wide, thrusting a vibrator the size of my forearm in and out of herself filled my mind. After she'd been thrusting the vibrator in and out of herself for a time, I began to hear her moaning softly.
I called out to her, "Auntie Alice?"
She moaned back, "Emery, Sweetheart, I'm a little busy right now!"
I squeaked, "I never want to have a real orgasm again. I-I-I want you to ruin all of them."
The throbbing noise of the vibrator seemed to slow a little. She moaned deeply, "I know, Baby."
I squeaked again, "Auntie Alice, I want to stay a virgin. I-I-I never want to have sex."
The throbbing of the vibrator remained at a slow pulse. She moaned again but didn't say a word.
My penis was throbbing and I was struggling to wiggle around, "Auntie Alice, do you really want me to be a sissy?"
The vibration sounds dulled and I imagined she buried its length inside of herself. Her voice was deep and was taking shallow breaths, "Emery you already are. The only thing you're missing are the clothes."
What she said was true, every word of it. I knew it and so did she. As I gave up and laid there spread eagle on that bed, I timidly said, "You're right. I am. But Auntie Alice, do you want me to be a sissy?"
Wet, sucking sounds began to accompany the throbbing on the vibrator. She called out from down the hall, "I've never wanted anything more!"
While her orgasm built inside of her, I squealed out loudly, "Not that my opinion matters, but Auntie Alice, I want to be your sissy!"
I listened to her bed creak and shake. The moans and primal sounds I heard coming from her room were brought on by her enormous vibrator. I knew me and my little penis would never be capable of making her feel that good. I simply wasn't built to please a woman sexually.
Even before I was born, the doctor mistook me for a girl. My mother went on to raise me as if I were a girl. At twenty-two years old, I'd never had a girlfriend. I'd never been kissed. And I was 100% a virgin. I had no relatives or close friends. The only person to show me any kindness in the recent past was Auntie Alice.
I wanted to stay with her. I couldn't imagine my life without her. I'd only known her for a very short time, but I'd been fantasizing and lusting after her for years since I began watching naughty movies. I wanted to give her all of my orgasms and I wanted her to take them and leave me wanting. If I ever deserved her wooden paddle, I wanted her to use it without hesitation. If she wanted to keep me as her own little sissy, I would wear whatever she thought was appropriate. I would act as she wanted and do as I was told.
11 months, 2 weeks and 4 days later...
On that bright, warm, Tuesday morning, I was sitting in the backseat of Auntie Alice's big, full-sized car. We were on our way to my ballet lesson. The cotton-candy pink leotard I wore, wasn't really a leotard at all. It was a semi-sheer teddy that snapped closed in the crotch and had a thong back which left both globes of my bottom out in the open. The thin strip of material stretched tightly over my little penis and marbles was barely wide enough to keep them covered. My legs were left bare and were devoid of any hair, as was the rest of my body. Auntie Alice had me visit the waxing salon every few weeks to ensure my body was always perfectly smooth. On my little feet, I wore my ballet slippers that were tied on with long ribbons.
I was fiddling with my hands while we drove down the road. When I caught my fingernail on the seat beside me, I gasped! Raising my hand, I turned the back of it toward my eyes, spreading my fingers wide apart, I quickly examined my unusually long, sparkly pink fingernails. A small hole had been drilled through the fingernail on both of my pinky fingers. From that hole, a small pink bell dangled and tinkled softly. Thankfully, I hadn't snagged one. The last time I chipped the polish on my fingernail, Auntie Alice gave me five, very firm swats with her wooden paddle on my bare bottom.
The fingernail extensions Auntie Alice had insisted upon so long ago, were still difficult to deal with. They were long enough that simple tasks became very difficult. I was constantly asking for her assistance with things most people do without a second thought, like brushing my teeth, feeding myself, dressing and going to the restroom.
Auntie Alice glanced at me in the review mirror, "I heard your little bells, is everything okay back there, Emery Sweetheart?"
I grinned and squeaked, "Yes Auntie Alice. Everything is perfect!"
When she began to lecture me, she glanced back-and-forth from the road to the mirror. "Young lady, this will be your last lesson before your dance recital. Please listen to Miss Agnes. During your last lesson, she said you were still struggling with your pirouette." She focused her attention on the road ahead while the stoplight was changing. "Sweetheart, Miss Agnes should know what you'll be wearing for your recital today. I told her I'd prefer you wore as little as possible. She was going to check with the venue to see if they had any concerns with you dancing in the nude."
Biting my lower lip, which had increased in size due to the lip injections I'd been receiving, I whined, "But Auntie Alice, I don't want to dance naked. Miss Agnes said that last year, there were LOTS of people there!"
Her expression grew cold when she stared at me in that little mirror, "Are you sassing me?"
Biting my lip again and fiddling with my hands in my lap, I whimpered, "No! No, Auntie Alice."
Her eyes returned to the road before she said, "That's good to hear. Because it's been nearly a week since I last tied you up and teased your little body. I'd planned on taking you into our playroom after your dance class, strapping you down and playing with you for a few hours. But if you had been sassing me, I would have put it off indefinitely."
Raising my chin and looking in the mirror, waiting until our eyes met, "I'll behave. I promise. And if you want me to dance naked at my recital, I will. And I'll do it with a smile!"
She grinned proudly, "That's my good girl."
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The next several weeks flew by. I moved into the bedroom where his ex-fiance's things were kept and left my boring boy's clothes behind in the other bedroom. I stopped wearing anything even remotely masculine. Instead, I chose the most feminine and girly items from my new wardrobe. Skirts, dresses, yoga pants, short-shorts, and blouses became the norm and my underpants were replaced with panties. Thankfully his ex-fiance wasn't big in the bust, so her clothes still fit me across my narrow chest.
During the week, while Unkie was at work, I pampered myself with long bubble-baths. I practiced applying make-up and styling my shoulder-length blonde hair into feminine styles. After those first few weeks, I thought I'd gotten a pretty good grasp on how to make myself appear as much like a girl as I could.
In the evenings and during the weekends when we were together, I flirted with him shamelessly. I jumped into his arms and kissed him whenever the opportunity arose. They were semi-innocent, lip-smacking, bunny kisses, but kisses none the less. I laid my hands on his arms, chest, and neck whenever I was near enough to do so. And after changing my outfit, which I did several times each day, I always asked him how I looked while posing for him.
We did go shopping and out to dinner a few times each week. The first few times we went out, I wore shorts and a top. I felt it was the safest thing I could wear, while still sticking to my new wardrobe.
During one of those first trips out in public, we were walking along on a sidewalk following a young couple holding hands. After a time, the couple stopped to admire something in a shop window. Before they went on their way again, the guy leaned in and kissed the girl.
I smiled up at Unkie, "That is so cute. I've always loved public displays of affection."
Without a word, he reached over and took my hand in his. We walked along as if we were a couple with a major age difference. After squeezing his hand and looking up into his crystal blue eyes, I bit my lower lip before asking, "Aren't you going to kiss me?"
He stopped right there on the sidewalk, turned and took hold of both my hands. In the sexiest voice I'd ever heard, he said, "I thought you'd never ask." With all those people walking and driving by, Unkie took me in his arms and kissed me. It started out with just our lips. But when I slipped my tongue into his mouth, he kissed me right back.
Unkie, a man old enough to be my father, was holding me in his arms and kissing me, really kissing me right there on the street! My little penis had never been so stiff! I'd been kissed by men before. But none of them could compare to Unkie. I felt light-headed and my body temperature shot up several degrees. I was confident that his mouth was made to kiss me.
As our first real kiss came to an end, we were both left gasping with all those people passing by and the sun shining down on us. We stared into each other's eyes for several moments. Both of our minds were reeling with the possibilities of what the rest of the summer had in store for us.
While rising up on my tiptoes, I pressed my body against his and felt his huge, rock-hard cock against my stiff little penis. My arms were looped up around his neck and his strong arms were holding me around my waist. Whispering softly, "Wow!"
His lips brushed against mine as he uttered, "Wow is right."
Staring up into his eyes, I whispered, "Unkie, didn't we come here to buy something? Do you remember why we came here?"
He grinned and squeezed my body against his, "I have no idea." His grin faded and he became very serious, "I have everything I need right here in my arms."
I lowered my eyes away from his and whispered, "Stop it."
He kissed the tip of my nose and I looked back into his deep, blue eyes. "I'm serious."
Biting my lip, I whispered as softly as I could. "I know. I said 'stop it' because if you don't, I may squirt in my panties."
Unkie chuckled while I giggled. We continued to hold each other to conceal Unkie's huge erection and give me some time to calm down. Thankfully, my stiff little penis wasn't big enough to make a bulge that would attract attention. Unkie, on the other hand, was unmistakably rock hard. Spinning around in his arms, he set his hands on my hips and I lead the way to a nearby bench while he kept very close to me. We sat together on that bench for a good long time talking about all sorts of things but avoiding any talk about our relationship or sex. Eventually, Unkie had calmed down enough that we could make our way back to his car. He held my hand during that walk and I'd never felt so special.
Neither of us mentioned that kiss for the rest of the day. But the sexual tension and aching desire between the two of us could have been cut with a knife. While I continued to lay my hands on his upper body whenever I close enough to reach him. He still kept his hands mostly to himself, which I found to be completely adorable.
That evening, I changed into pink, satin, bikini panties and a matching camisole top. Before I left to join him in the living room to watch a movie, I stopped in the bathroom and applied sparkly, pink-hued, lip-gloss. He was seated in his chair where he always sat when I walked into the room. His hungry eyes zeroed in on my pink polished toenails and worked their way up my smooth, slim legs, across the bump of my already stiff penis and little pouch, to my satin covered chest. His eyes then met mine, but only for a second. They dipped down to admire my shiny lips as I smiled at him.
After letting him admire me for a time, I stepped right in front of him, held my arms above my head and turned around slowly. "How do I look, Unkie?"
He crossed his legs, to hide his growing erection, I'm sure. With that look of desire in his eyes, he groaned, "You look beautiful."
I giggled while leaning down to kiss his lips gently. When I'd stood back up, I bit my lip and whispered, "You're a sweetheart!" I then laid down on the couch making sure he had a clear view of my body. While watching that movie, I let my hands lazily wander over my body. My little penis responded accordingly and remained perfectly erect beneath the thin layer of pink satin. I traced it with my fingertip while facing the television, but watching Unkie from the corner of my eye. He was watching my every move while trying to be sly about it. He wasn't at all successful.
Toward the of the movie, I stood up and with my side to Unkie, I hooked my fingers under my panties and pulled them well-away from my butt. As I announced, "I need to go potty." I hooked my fingers under the front of my panties and pulled them well away from my stiff, pale penis. I was sure he got a good look at it. Before I left the room, I stepped right in front of him, bent at my hips and kissed his lips once more. I lingered there with my lips brushing against his and whispered, "I'll be right back. Don't miss me too much!"
He groaned softly, "I already miss you."
Popping back up on my toes, I made my way down the hall and into the bathroom. Leaving the door wide open I crossed the room and I stood in front of the toilet. After dropping my panties to my ankles, I arched my back while trying to aim my delicate little erection into the bowl. Before I let go, I righted myself, lowered the seat and sat down. I still arched my back deeply as I dipped my skinny erection downward.
After I'd tinkled, I dabbed the brilliant pink head of my penis with tissues before pulling my panties back up. Stopping at the sink, I washed my hands and applied another layer of lipgloss before I stepped back into the hall to find Unkie sitting in his chair looking right at me. I almost skipped into the living room and stopped between Unkie and the TV. I framed my little, pantied erection with both hands and my hips squirmed around lewdly. My voice sounded squeaky when I uttered, "It's so stiff, I had to sit down to pee! I was afraid it would go everywhere if I didn't!"
His eyes drifted up and down over my body. He'd kept his legs crossed and had his hands laying over his lap. He was horny and his cock was hard. There was no mistaking that.
His voice sounded raspy when he moaned, "It is rather stiff, isn't it."
Biting my lip hard, I slipped one hand under my panties from the side and cupped it over my throbbing erection. While I stood there fondling myself in front of him, I softly moaned, "Unkie, I think I'm going to bed."
He tried to be sly while adjusting his cock in his lap, "Um, okay Sweetheart."
Removing my hand from under my pink, satin panty, I was especially careful to ensure my rigid, little penis remained hidden. "Are you going to watch the rest of the movie? Or are you coming to bed too?"
His gaze was 100%, unadulterated lust. He moaned, "Sweetheart, I need to... I mean, I'm going to watch the rest of the movie."
On my tiptoes, I stepped right in front of him. I stood there and let him watch my little penis throbbing in my panty. When I did bend over, he didn't reach to embrace me. He sat there almost motionless while I leaned in and kissed his lips gently. With my lips brushing against his, I used the softest of whispers as I said, "Good night, Unkie. I love you."
He moaned deeply, "Goodnight, Sweetheart." His eyes drifted down over my shoulders and down my loose-fitting camisole. When his eyes met mine again, he groaned, "I love you too."
Standing up in front of him, I turned my side to him and hooked my fingers under my panties and pulled them out of my butt. I looked down and watched him as I did the same to the front of my panty as well. Without a word, I made my way down the hall to my bedroom. I walked slowly and placed one foot in front of the other which caused my bottom to wiggle around for his enjoyment.
Leaving on the light on my bedside table, I slipped under the sheet and left the comforter at the foot of the bed. I lay there listening to the television. I imagined what Unkie was doing out there while tickling my little penis to the verge of orgasm, over and over and over. In my mind I imagined him sitting in his chair with his huge, hard cock poking out of his pants. I pictured him stroking it with his hands while he fantasized about having his way with me.
After what seemed like hours, I slipped out of bed and tiptoed to my door. Peeking down the hall, I saw Unkie still sitting in that chair watching the movie. I began to wonder if I was really having an effect on him. Silently making my way back to bed, I stripped off my panty and camisole and left them laying on the floor before slipping back under the sheet.
A little while later, I heard Unkie turn off the TV. He walked from room to room, shutting down the house for the night. I was laying on my side, facing away from him when he approached my doorway. I pretended to be asleep while he stood on the threshold for a short time before stepping close to my bed. He bent down and picked up my cami and panty. My little penis throbbed when he held them to his nose and inhaled.
He folded them neatly and set them near the foot of my bed. Unkie then took hold of the sheet covering my naked body. He lifted it up slowly and I could feel his gaze on my naked back and bare bottom. He then laid the sheet back over my body, tucking me in. Before he left, he bent down and kissed me near my ear. After standing back up, he whispered to himself, "I really do love you."
He then left my room and walked down the hall to his own bedroom. I listened to him move around his room for a little while before I heard him turn on the shower in the master bathroom. I laid there and waited until I heard the shower door close. I tried to resist the urge, but it was too much of a temptation for me. Completely naked, I slipped out of bed and tiptoed down the hall. My little penis was positively throbbing when I peeked into his room.
I didn't have the right angle to see into his bathroom, so I tiptoed further into his bedroom. When I stood beside the doorway of his bathroom, I took a deep breath before moving my head around the doorframe just enough to see his shower.
Through the frosted glass of the shower door, I saw Unkie's profile. He had one hand resting against the wall just below the showerhead. His other hand was flying up and down along the length of his long, fat cock. My heart was pounding in my chest and my penis was throbbing like crazy. Even my little wrinkled hole was quivering with excitement.
I was just about to burst into the room and join him in the shower when he rotated his body to face the frosted glass door. He moaned deeply, "Oh my god! I'm in love with a boy who's half my age!" And then his hips thrust forward and a big dollop of his pearly white cream splattered against the glass. I stood there and watched while the next dollop of his creamy love joined the other on the glass.
Turning away from the shower, I leaned back against the wall just outside of his bathroom. My heart was pounding in my chest and my little, bald penis was dripping its excitement. Unkie was falling in love with me. Like really falling in love with me! Why else would he have said that when he was alone?
I knew I couldn't stay where I was. I didn't want him to know that I'd been spying on him and had learned how he really felt. As quietly as I could, I made my way back to my room and slipped under the covers. While I lay there considering what I'd heard, I realized that I was falling in love with him too. Of course, there was lust mixed in with love. But I did love him! Until that moment, no one had ever really loved me and I'd never really loved anyone else. I felt warm and fuzzy and wonderful. Although I was extremely horny, I didn't play with myself to completion. The warm love that radiated inside me took my mind away from my desperate penis.
At some point that night, I did finally drift off to sleep. I had vivid dreams of wearing a white wedding gown and walking down the aisle to Unkie who was wearing a tuxedo. He slipped a ring onto my finger before whisking me away for our honeymoon in the tropics. I saw myself wearing a skimpy bikini laying beside Unkie on a white sandy beach with clear, blue ocean waves lapping against the beach nearby.
The following morning, I woke to the smell of coffee and the sounds of Unkie in the kitchen. I couldn't stop myself from giggling and squirming under the bedcovers while I recalled the events of the previous evening. My little, bald penis was already very stiff, even before I slid out of the bed. After slipping on a fresh pair of slightly-sheer, soft yellow bikini panties, I made a quick stop in the bathroom to go potty and brush my teeth.
As I stepped out of the bathroom, I called out, "Unkie! Are you still here?"
He called back to me, "In the kitchen Sweetheart."
I tiptoed down the hall and stopped when I stood in the archway leading into his kitchen. Unkie stood near the sink, finishing his cup of coffee. When he saw me, I thought he was going to blow his mouthful of coffee all over the kitchen floor! His eyes drifted over every part of my body. Although his eyes did linger on my little erection longer than anywhere else. My entire body squirmed under his lust-filled gaze.
I stretched my arms above my head while I yawned. "Good morning, Unkie!"
He didn't bother looking into my eyes while saying, "Did I wake you? I'm sorry, I was trying to be quiet."
My arms fell to my sides as I slowly crossed the room toward him on my tiptoes. "No, you didn't wake me. I wanted to get up so I could give you a goodbye kiss before you left for work."
Stepping close to him, I reached up and looped my arms around his neck. Unkie wrapped his arms around my narrow waist. I bit my lower lip while lowering my arms and guiding his hands downward until they rested upon my panty-covered cheeks. After lifting my arms back up around his neck, I whispered, "That's much better!"
His breathing became noticeably heavier while he held a cheek in each of his hands and gently squeezed and massaged them. My body squirmed against his and I ground my little erection against his rapidly growing cock. Letting my lips brush against his, I whisper, "Hurry home, okay Unkie?"
After he grunted that he would, I rose up on my tiptoes and kissed him. It was a gentle, lip-smacking, bunny kiss. Unkie squeezed my cheeks and pulled my body close against his. I rose up and kissed him again. This time, I parted my lips and let my tongue slide back-and-forth across his lips. He soon parted his lips and let his tongue come out to slide alongside mine. The kiss was full of love and perfectly gentle. But it more than enough to turn my legs into jelly and make me dizzy. When our lips separated, we both had to catch our breath.
Grinding my hips against his body and its giant erection, I whispered, "Unkie, you should probably get going. You don't want to be late."
He squeezed my panty-covered butt cheeks while asking, "You're wrong. I want to call in sick and spend the whole day with you."
Looking up into his eyes, I playfully whispered while grinding my entire body against his, "Whatever would we do all day, Unkie?"
His fingers slipped under the leg-openings of my panties and pulled them up between my cheeks. His hands drifted back down until he cupped my bare cheeks in his big, warm palms. He spoke in a soft voice, "I'm sure we could think of something."
I clenched my cheeks and continued to grind my body against his. My lips dragged across his while I whispered, "Would this 'something' involve both of us being naked and in the same bed?"
He growled, "Yes it would."
Kissing him three times and then gently biting his lower lip. I whispered, "We have the entire summer, Unkie. You'll have plenty of opportunities to make love to me. We don't need to rush this. Let's take our time."
He moaned softly and seemed to accept what I'd requested. We continued to kiss each other while we embraced. His hands rhythmically squeezed my cheeks and kept me up on my tiptoes. I pulled myself against him and kissed him deeply. In a raspy voice, I said, "I'll walk you to the door."
After such an erotic encounter, we fell apart from one another. My panties were still pulled up between cheeks and my penis was perfectly stiff with a large moist spot near the squishy pink head. Looking down between us, I saw the unmistakable outline of his giant, rock-hard cock. Hooking my thumbs under the waistband of my panties, I pulled them away from my rigid penis and began to lower them. I bent at my waist while keeping my legs straight which caused my face to get dangerously close to his massive bulge.
After stepping out of my panties and holding them on the tip of one finger, I looked up at Unkie from my bent-over position. He looked like he was about to faint. I smiled while leaning forward and placing a very gentle kiss on his throbbing bulge. He groaned deeply while thrusting his hips toward me.
Standing up the rest of the way, I took a step back allowing him to see my entire naked body. My very stiff and leaking penis was pointing straight up at the ceiling. Several seconds passed while his eyes drifted over my body.
He stood there and watched while I folded the panties I'd been wearing. In my softest and most sexy voice, I said, "I'm not going anywhere. I'll be right here when you get home." I then reached out and tucked the panties I'd been wearing into his pants pocket. Whispering softly, "That is so you won't forget about me while you're at work."
Unkie wrapped his strong arms around my naked body and kissed me once more. A long, sexy, passionate kiss that made my toes curl and my little penis flex hard. In a deep voice, he said, "Forget about you? Sweetheart, I don't know why I'm going to work. I'm not going to get anything done. I'll be thinking about you all day long."



I giggled softly and squeaked, "Good!" Slithering out of his arms, I took hold of one of his hands and led him toward the front door. Spinning around and leaning back against the door, looking as sexy as I could, I bit my lower lip and looked up into his eyes. He grinned while placing his hands on either side of my shoulders, essentially trapping me.
With our noses and lips brushing against each other's, I whispered softly, "Unkie, I need to tell you something."
He leaned in and kissed my lips gently, "What's that, Sweetheart?"
I arched my back deeply and whispered, "Last night, I had a dream that we got married."
He whispered, "That sounds like it was a wonderful dream."
Leaning in and kissing his lips before I smiled, "It was. But there was something missing."
He looked concerned and backed away from me a little, "Missing? What do you mean?"
I squirmed between him and the door, "In my dream, we were married. I walked down the aisle in a wedding gown fit for a princess. You put a ring on my finger. But then, it changed and we were on our honeymoon in the tropics." He had a confused look on his face. "Well, what was missing from my dream was our wedding night."
He grinned, leaned in a kissed my lips before whispering, "Don't worry about that. While you were dreaming of our wedding. I was dreaming about our wedding night."
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While my wife of fewer than 3 months, Julie, was away on business, I chose to spend the time with my new mother-in-law instead of staying in our home all alone. It was the first time I spent any time alone with my mother-in-law. She was tall like my wife, much taller than my meager 5'4" stature. She was full-figured and busty, even more so than my new bride.
While staying with my mother-in-law, I was assigned my wife's old room. It hadn't changed a bit since she moved out. It was a teenage girls' room, complete with a frilly comforter over a full-sized bed, closet, and dresser filled with the clothes my wife wore when she was a much smaller girl. And pictures and posters of pop bands and heart-throbs from that timeframe. To be perfectly honest, I was thrilled to stay in that room and both my wife and mother-in-law knew it.
After my wife dropped me off at her childhood home rather late in one evening, my mother-in-law and I sat in the living room and chatted for a little while before I went off to bed. After I'd changed into the long t-shirt and clean underpants I always slept in, I heard a soft knock on my door. I softly chirped, "Yes?"
My mother-in-law poked her head into the room and asked, "May I come in?"
I squirmed under the covers and replied, "Of course.."
She opened the door all the way, crossed the room and pulled the covers up to my neck. She then sat down beside my hip. In a soft voice, she said, "I wanted to tuck you in and wish you sweet dreams." She then leaned over and placed a gentle kiss on my forehead.
Biting my lower lip, looking up into her eyes, I said, "Goodnight, Mumsie." That was the name we'd decided I'd use when addressing her. That decision had been made on the night my wife proposed and we'd told Mumsie the good news.
She smiled down at me and whispered, "Goodnight, Sweetheart."
That night, I laid awake in bed while my mind raced. My wife had told me stories about how strict her mother had been while she lived at home with her. She told me how anxious she was to go to college and get out from under her control. But from my limited exposure to the woman, I had a difficult time believing it. As far as I could tell, Mumsie was a sweet lady and I couldn't imagine her being anything else.
That next morning, I slipped out of bed and peeked out of the door. Mumsie was nowhere in sight. I crossed the hall on my tiptoes and used the restroom. After I'd done my business and brushed my teeth, I stepped out into the hall again and heard noises coming from the kitchen. I stood in the hall wearing my t-shirt and underpants, recalling how Mumsie had told me to be myself and make my self at home. I bit my lower lip and decided to do as I'd been told.
With a pounding heart, I tiptoed down the hall and stepped into the kitchen to find her pouring a cup of coffee. She was wearing a long bathroom and slippers. When she turned and saw me standing in the archway, she smiled and said, "Aren't you cute as a button in the morning!"
I blushed and laced my fingers together behind my back while my hips wiggled around in a circle. In a soft voice, I said, "Thank you."
When she asked if I'd like something to drink or some breakfast, I answered, "Juice please."
After she'd poured a small glass of orange juice, she said, "I usually enjoy my coffee on the back deck. Would you like to join me?"
Picking up the glass, I answered, "That sounds nice."
We stepped through the sliding glass door out onto the wooden deck. After she sat down, I chose the chair next to hers separated by a small table. We sat together in the morning sunshine, drinking our drinks and chatting about nothing in particular. While I admired her backyard, my attention was drawn to the willow bush in the corner of her yard.
In a timid voice, "May I ask a question, Mumsie?"
She answered, "Of course Brett."
Biting my lower lip, glancing up into her eyes before lowering my gaze to my juice I began, "Julie has told me stories about how strict you were while she was growing up. She told me you used to punish her. She said sometimes you even used a switch." Looking in the direction of that willow bush, I asked, "Is that bush where the switches came from?"
Her voice was firm, but not angry when she said, "Brett, look at me." When I'd managed to raise my chin and look at her, she went on to say, "Julie wasn't the most well-behaved girl while growing up. And yes, I did punish her quite often. I tried a variety of punishments before I resorted to spankings."
I lowered my eyes briefly before looking back at her, "Mumsie, I wasn't questioning you at all. I can only imagine how badly Julie behaved when she was younger."
A small grin appeared on her face, "Then why did you ask about the willow bush?"
Biting my lip and squirming in my chair, I held my glass of juice in both my hands while saying, "I don't know. I just... I mean... Well... While I was growing up, I never ever got punished. Not even grounded."
She spoke in a gentle tone, "I'm sure you were very well behaved. You must've never done anything that warranted punishment."
I continued to squirm in my chair, "But I thought about it a lot. I always wondered what it would be like. And when Julie told me you used to punish her with a switch..."
She used that same gentle tone, "Brett, Sweetheart, I would never punish you without a reason. You would have to misbehave before I even thought about taking you over my knee."
Biting my lip hard, I looked up at her and asked, "Over your knee for a spanking?"
She paused for a moment before teasingly adding, "Yes. And I only give spankings on bare bottoms."
My small penis quickly stiffened and I lowered one hand cover the small bump it made under my t-shirt. "Um, Mumsie, what would I have to do?"
She seemed to be enjoying the topic when she answered, "For starters if you begin wearing much less than you are, that'll earn you a spanking."
Nibbling on my lip, I teasingly ask, "How much less?" Without giving her a chance to respond, stood up from the chair, slipped my hands under the t-shirt and began wiggling the underpants I wore, down and off my skinny legs. All the while, being careful to keep my stiff, little penis covered.
As I stepped out of my underpants and left them laying on the deck, Mumsie grinned and said, "My goodness, you do want a spanking, don't you?"
Blushing deeply while pulling my shirt down to keep all of my body covered, I glanced at her face and squeaked, "I do!"
Her voice was tender sounding when she explained, "Brett, Sweetheart, I think I know the type of spanking you need. Now Honey, if you really want it to happen, I need you to stand right in front of me." She pointed to a space just in front of where she sat.
Still blushing, I slipped off of the chair I sat upon and tiptoed to the space she had indicated. I stood there with both my hands covering the bump my stiff penis was making. My hips were grinding in small circles while my mind raced with the possibilities of what would happen next.
A small grin formed on her face when she said, "Brett, take that shirt off."
My hips ground around lewdly while I listened to her utter those words. A soft moan left my lips as I began to fiddle the bottom of the shirt, still being careful to hide my private parts. Spanking my bare bottom was one thing, but stripping naked while I was so horny in front of Mumsie wasn't what I expected.
The grin remained on her face when she said, "Are you going to make me say that twice?"
I quickly squeaked, "No, Mumsie!" And while I fought against thinking about it too much, I took hold of the bottom of the t-shirt I wore in both my hands. Without hesitating for another second, I lifted the shirt up and over my head in one swift movement and let it fall from my fingers to the wooden deck. My mind couldn't believe what I'd just done and it was telling me to cover my skinny, little erection! But I knew Mumsie wouldn't appreciate that, so I used every ounce of my willpower to keep my hands away from my stiff, little prong.
She sat in that chair while her eyes explored every inch of my bare body. The robe she wore was still closed tightly around her body. Her legs were crossed and one of her slippers was dangling from her toes. "Turn around. Let me see all of you."
My usually pale body was flushed with embarrassment, humiliation, arousal and excitement. I held my arms up out of the way and turned around in several slow circles. My little penis was perfectly stiff and pressed against the short-cropped and well-manicured landing strip of blonde pubic hair I was allowed to keep. My wife firmly believed, with my petite build, the only body hair I should be allowed to keep is the half-inch wide by one-inch long strip of hair above my skinny, pale penis.
Mumsie's eyes continued to wander up and down my body when she held out her cup and said, "Before we get too carried away. Run inside and get me a fresh cup of coffee."
Without a word, I took the cup from her hand and quickly made my way back into the house. I filled the cup with steaming coffee and carried it with both hands back to Mumsie. After setting it on the table beside her, she had me stand in my place before her once again. Lacing my fingers behind my back, I stole a quick glance at the willow bush in the corner of her yard. I was excited and terrified about the prospect of being sent to cut a switch.
Mumsie knew what I was thinking and while her eyes continued to wander over my naked body, she said, "Brett, Sweetie, while Julie was growing-up she rebelled against my rules and refused to behave. She left me no choice, I had to use severe physical punishments to teach her to behave."
My back arched and I whimpered softly, "I can be bad too."
She grinned at me and said, "You are adorable. I doubt you could disappoint me if you tried. You're a good boy and there is nothing you can do to change that."
I pouted, "But I'm naked! You said..."
Her eyes opened wide and she chuckled, "You are naked and I know what I said. I will give you a spanking. But it won't be with a belt or a switch from that willow bush you keep looking at. The spanking I'm going to give you will be with my bare hand on your naked behind."
I bounced on my tiptoes and giggled, "Okay! Can we do it now? Like right now?"
Mumsie grinned and said, "Sweetheart, if I spank you, what are you going to do for me?"
Biting my lower lip, I continued to hold my hands behind my back. "What would you like me to do for you, Mumsie?"
She leaned back in her chair and folded her arms under her enormous breasts. "It's rather simple. As long as you do as you're told, I'll spank your skinny, little behind as often as you want."
My back arched at the prospect of getting more that one spanking. I lowered my chin but kept looking into her brown eyes. "What sort of things will you tell me to do?"
Her grin became sinister-looking when she uttered, "I'm sure I'll insist you remain naked for the duration of your stay in my home. That is six days without wearing a shred of clothing."
Biting my lip hard, I squeaked, "I can do that."
Her eyes narrowed a bit and her grin widened even more. Her expression reminded me of the Cheshire Cat. When she next spoke, I watched as she squeezed her heavy thighs together. "Julie has shared with me that you have a very talented tongue. Sweetheart, I'm going to have to test that out. I will be telling you to go down on me."
A soft moan left my lips and my skinny, little penis throbbed hard. My voice sounded squeaky when I asked, "You want me to... to... to kiss your pussy?"
That wide grin remained on her face, "Oh yes. I want you to kiss it. I want you to lick it. I want you to make love to my pussy with your mouth and tongue. I want to rub my pussy all over your face." She paused while I sat there naked on her back deck under the morning sunshine with a perfectly stiff penis. She gave me a few moments to consider what she'd just said.
I glanced into her eyes before taking a step toward her and slowly kneeling at her feet. I set my hands on her knees, over her robe. Biting my lower lip, I looked up into her eyes and then parted her robe and pulled up nightgown. I was just about to lean into her lap when she placed her hand on my forehead and stopped me.
In a whiney sounding voice, I said, "I thought you wanted me to eat you?"
She chuckled, "I do. But not here. Not now."
I leaned my head in between her knees and asked, "Why not?"
She looked around her yard nervously, "We're outside. The neighbors..."
She stopped talking when my head disappeared under her nightgown and I began kissing my way up the insides of her huge thighs. She was still talking, but her legs were pressed against my ears and I couldn't understand what she was saying. At first, she tried to push my head away, but she didn't push that hard. Before long, she'd scooted her butt to the edge of the chair, spread her legs wide and was pulling my face against her sex.
Her pubic hair was trimmed on the sides to form a large, neat triangle. The hair's length was untrimmed and very kinky. That hair was jet black and gave new meaning to the term bush. The lips of her pussy were parted and moist. Those lips were thick, meaty and reminded me of two over-sized hamburger buns. As I began to lick, suck and nibble on the fat lips of her pussy, her thick knob of a clit emerged. It was at least as big as the head of my penis!
With her nightgown covering my head and upper body, Mumsie had her hands on my head and was gently following my movements. After I'd licked and kissed every inch of both lips, I slid upward and gently sucked her fat, slippery clit into my mouth. The humid, musky scent of her womanhood only urged me on too do my very best at pleasing her.
As I suckled from her clit, I slid one of my hands so I could slip a finger inside of her. That was when I learned Mumsie's pussy was even bigger than Julie's. Mumsie didn't even respond to my actions until I had four of my fingers inside of her. And her reaction was a deep moan while her hands pulled my face tighter against her. I continued to suck and kiss her clit while folding my thumb against my palm and slowly sliding it inside of her. With very little resistance, my entire hand to my wrist disappeared inside of her. I've always had small hands, but I'd never had that happen before!
It was such a crazy feeling having my whole hand inside of her! She was so warm and wet and soft. I leaned back from her pussy but remained hidden beneath her nightgown. My voice was shaky when I whimpered, "Mumsie, my hand..."
She pulled me back against her sex and moaned, "I know, Baby. Keep it right where it is and finish eating me."
Her hands pulled my face against her with some force. I found my face smushed between her fat, meaty lips. It was like her pussy was hugging my face. I slid upward and felt her clit slide across my nose. When that stiff nub of nerves bumped into my lips, I quickly sucked it back into my mouth. I sucked it in and out of my mouth and tickled the tip with my tongue.
After a short period of time, I felt the walls of her pussy begin to squeeze my hand. It was like her pussy was hungry and wanted more. So I gently pushed a little more of my hand into her while still sucking and licking her clit. Her hips began to grind and I heard her moan above me. Her hands pulled me in tight against her pussy. I never let go of her clit and continue to make love to it with my mouth. At the same time, more and more of my forearm was slipping into her.
The fat, meaty lips of her pussy were hugging my chin. Her clit began to swell up and become as stiff as a stone. Her strong, thick thighs clamped down on my head and held me right where she wanted me. The walls of her pussy began to contract against my hand, wrist, and forearm. She was cumming. I was making my mother-in-law cum!
With her legs muffling my hearing, I wasn't sure, but I thought I heard her yell my name and swear. I kept my lips around her clit and my hand deep inside of her until her orgasm had passed. That was when she pushed me away. Her clit slipped from between my lips and my hand and arm slipped out from inside of her. I fell onto my bare bottom on her deck. I was leaning back on my hands while my feet were flat on the wood with my knees bent and spread wide apart.
Mumsie took a few moments to catch her breath. While she did, she covered herself up with her nightgown and robe. While still not fully recovered, she stared into my eyes and said, "Brett, Sweetheart, I haven't cum that hard in a very long time."
I was so horny after making love to her pussy with my mouth. My little penis was so stiff and excited. Using the hand that had just been inside of Mumsie, I took my penis in my fist and was just about to start masturbating when Mumsie stopped me.
"Baby boy, don't use your fist. You aren't punishing it. Try using the pad of your index finger and the pad of your thumb. Be nice to your little penis. Treat it like the delicate flower that it is."
Biting my lip, I looked down at my rigid, pink penis while laying my thumb on the top of my penis and my index finger on the bottom side. Looking up into Mumsie's eyes, I began to gently masturbate while she watched from her chair.
After taking a drink of her coffee, she smiled down at me and said, "That's it. Be nice to the poor, little thing. Sweetheart, from now on, whenever you play with yourself, I want you to do it with a gentle touch, just like this. Can you promise me that?"
Moaning softly, "Yes, Mumsie. I promise whenever I play with myself, I'll be nice to it and only use my finger and thumb."
She smiled warmly at me after finishing her cup of coffee. "Sweetie, why don't we move inside. After you refill my coffee, I can give you that spanking you're so eager to receive."
My heart was pounding in my chest as I rose up onto my feet. When I went to pick up the clothes I'd been wearing, Mumsie said, "I was very serious about keeping you naked until Julie comes to pick you up."
Biting my lip, I whispered, "I know. And Mumsie, I'm sort of excited to be naked with you for this whole visit."
She stood up from her chair with her coffee cup in hand. After gently patting my bare bottom with her open palm to guide me back into the house, she said, "So am I, Sweetheart."
Mumsie first went to the restroom to tidy up the swampy mess I'd made of her pussy. She then took a seat on the couch in the living room. By the time she took her seat, I'd already delivered her cup of coffee and stood in the middle of the room waiting for her. Once she was comfortable, Mumsie further delayed my spanking. She first sent me to my bedroom to pack up all my clothes into the suitcase I'd brought. She was going to put it safely away on a high shelf in the garage. She didn't want me to be tempted to put on any clothes during my visit.
When I'd returned with my fully packed suitcase, I set it down on the floor and faced Mumsie. "Um, everything is in there, even my shoes. The only things I left out are my phone and my wallet."
Mumsie smiled proudly, "Good boy. Leave your bag right there for now. But put your other things in my purse, it's in the kitchen."
Bouncing on my toes, I spun around and dashed into the kitchen. As I left the room, Mumsie called out to me after she'd finished giggling, "And Sweetheart, bring back a chair from the dining room."
I quickly slipped my phone and wallet into her giant, black purse. Then dashed to the dining room and lugged one of the heavy, wooden chairs into the living room. The chair was straight-backed without arms. It would be perfect for a spanking!
After positioning the chair in the middle of the room, I stood just to the side of it. My little, pink penis was stiff and leaking its excitement. Mumsie sat on the couch letting her eyes wander over my naked body. I stood there nervously while she seemed to examine every inch of my body looking for flaws.



After taking another drink of her coffee, she stood up from the couch. While looking directly into my eyes, she reached down and untied her robe. When she spread it open, I was able to see her gigantic, unsupported breasts covered only by the thin nylon of her nightgown. That thin, tan-colored nightgown had lacey shoulder straps that continued on to trim the panel across her breasts. The material of the nightgown was thin enough that I could see the impression of her pancake-sized areolas and large bush of pubic hair.
My little penis throbbed and leaked more than ever. In a timid voice, I whimpered, "Oh Mumsie!"
She let her robe slide off her shoulders and then laid it on the couch. She then moved toward the chair I'd brought from the dining room. Before taking her seat, Mumsie pulled her nightgown up high on her thighs. Once she was sitting, she reached out and took my hand. Neither of us spoke as she pulled me down across her lap. My stiff, little penis was resting against the soft, warm flesh of her bare thigh. She had me wiggle forward until my bottom was positioned where she wanted it and my rigid prong was nestled between her thighs.
Reaching across my body, she took hold of my wrist that was furthest from her. Very gently, she folded that arm behind my back. My other arm was trapped between our bodies. I squirmed and wiggled while laying across her wide, warm lap. I was terribly excited. I'd wanted a spanking for so long and now I was finally going to get one.
Without warning, she slapped my bare bottom with her large open palm. I jumped, but it really didn't hurt at all. It only sounded like it did. She spanked my bottom again and again. Every time she did, I jumped and when that happened, my little penis rubbed between her soft thighs. Mumsie never spanked me hard. She slapped my cheeks just hard enough to warm them and make that frightening sound.
After only 16 swats of her hand, I felt my pink penis throb hard. That familiar warm, tingly feeling began to wash over me. And the next time she spanked me, I squealed out in a high pitch, "Mumsie!!"
She never broke the rhythm of the spanking I was receiving. Even when my toes curled up and my back arched deeply. My cheeks clenched hard and then my whole body began to spasm as my skinny, little penis began to squirt its love between my mother-in-law's heavy thighs. That orgasm lasted longer than any other I could remember. It felt like I was floating on a cloud while Mumsie continued to spank my bottom.
It wasn't until I'd calmed down and laid limply across her wide lap that Mumsie spoke. But she continued to spank me at that same pace.
*SMACK*
"This is the sort of spanking a good boy gets."
*SMACK*
"Just enough to warm your cheeks and turn them an adorable shade of pink."
*SMACK*
"With your little penis nestled between my thighs."
*SMACK*
"Good boys get to see Mumsie in her nightgown."
*SMACK*
"Good boys get to squirt during their spankings."
*SMACK*
"A really good boy would lick up their mess from my thighs."
*SMACK*
"Are you a really good boy, Sweetheart?"
*SMACK*
In a weak, squeaky voice, I uttered, "Yes, Mumsie."
*SMACK*
She asked in that familiar calm voice, "Yes, what?"
*SMACK*
In my squeak voice, I said, "Yes, Mumsie, I'm a very good boy."
*SMACK*
Her voice was firmer than before, "Prove it."
*SMACK*
Summoning all my strength, I slid off her lap and onto the floor. Kneeling between Mumsie's spread knees for the second time that morning, I looked upon her thick, heavy thighs that now had a large smear of my creamy juices on them. Before I leaned in and began the task, Mumsie scooted to the edge of the chair. As she did, her nightgown hiked up further exposing the thick, meaty lips of her pussy and part of her dense pubic patch. The big nub of her pink clit was poking out from between her lips and seemed to throb before my eyes. The scent of her arousal was unmistakable. And her lips and clit were both glistening with her excitement.
Looking up, my eyes were met by Mumsie's. We looked into each other's eyes for a few moments before she reached out and laid her hand on the back of my neck. Very gently, she guided my mouth toward the mess I'd made. I'd tasted my juices before. But I'd never eaten so much. I was a bit hesitant and it took Mumsie to pull my mouth against her thigh before I began licking her clean.
My first taste was rather small and after licking my lips, I remembered the taste wasn't that bad at all. Afterward, I slipped my tongue out and took a long lick through the biggest smear. Mumsie watched what I was doing and stroked my hair. I licked up every trace of my cream from one thigh before moving to the other.
While still stroking my hair and watching my every move, Mumsie spoke in a soft voice, "You're such a good boy. I'm going to enjoy every second we spend together."
Pulling away from her thigh, I looked up at her and licked my lips. "Me too, Mumsie!" I then leaned down a began licking the last traces of my love from her soft, warm thigh.
When I'd finished, I began to kiss and lick my way up her heavy thighs toward her enormous pussy. When I got to the place where my next kiss would've landed on her lip, I switched to her other thigh and began to slowly kiss and lick my way up that one.
Mumsie moaned softly, "You little tease."
While I slowly kissed my way up that thigh, Mumsie reached down and began to draw lazy circles around her fat clit with her fingertip. She continued to tease her clit with her finger even after I'd started kissing and nibbling on her lips. Working my way up slowly, I was soon licking alongside her finger. While I licked her clit, Mumsie slipped her finger between my lips. I leaned back away from her pussy and she started to slide her finger in and out of my mouth.
She moaned softly, "You are so precious." She then hooked her finger behind my lower teeth and guided my mouth back to her sex. Laying both my hands on her thighs, I started low and smushed my nose into her pussy. Very slowly I dragged it upward, moistening the lower half of my face with her juices. When I got to the top, I clamped my lips around her huge clit and sucked it into my mouth gently.
Mumsie moaned softly while I looked up over her gigantic, heaving breasts and into her eyes.
Slipping back down, I began to use my chin, mouth, and nose to slip up and down between her meaty lips. Mumsie reached down and took hold of my head. She began to grind my entire face against her huge pussy while moaning deeply. I pulled away from her at one point to catch my breath. She looked down at me and grinned proudly. Before I was fully recovered, she took hold of my head and pulled me against her sex once more. She ground my nose and chin up and down between her lips. Her clit rubbed against my nose and I kept my eyes squeezed shut.
When her fingers pulled me even tighter against her, I felt the muscles in her thighs begin to clamp down on my head. She was getting close. I was gasping from every breath I could get. With her legs squeezing my head so tightly, her orgasmic scream was muffled. As she crested in orgasm her muscles began vibrating. After thrusting herself against my face a few times, Mumsie pushed me away and covered herself with her nightgown.
Just like before, I fell back onto my butt with my knees bent and my feet flat on the floor. My little pink penis was stiff once again. After pleasing Mumsie in that manner, there was no way it wouldn't be excited. Reaching out, I set the pad of my thumb on the underside of my penis and the pad of my index finger on the top. I sat there, right in front of Mumsie, and began to masturbate while she watched from above. My eyes drifted from her beautiful face to her enormous, nightgown covered breasts with their nimble-sized nipples. From there then wandered over her stomach to her thick thighs I'd been trapped between on two occasions since I'd woken up that morning.
I later learned that my face was covered in her juices. My hair was even pushed back and looked like I'd been sprayed in the face by a garden hose.
Mumsie stared at my finger and thumb rubbing up and down, slowly just below the neck of my stiff penis. In a soft, calm tone she uttered, "When you're finished, we're going to shower together. Afterward, I'm going to get dressed. You will not."
I moaned softly, "Yes Mumsie." I bit my lower lip before whispering, "I love you, Mumsie."
She smiled down at me while squeezing her thighs together, "I love you too, Sweetheart."
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I spent the days after my second visit with Aunt Pamela trying to decide what I would wear on Friday. She told me to wear something feminine, but I didn't have anything really feminine. The girliest article of clothing I owned were the stretchy, velvet shorts I'd worn on Tuesday.
And after doing poorly on a pop quiz in my History class, I knew I had to do something drastic. I hoped if I arrived in a scandalous outfit, maybe Aunt Pamela would go easy on me. It wasn't until Thursday evening while doing my laundry when I decided upon the perfect outfit. In the lost-and-found box in my building's laundry room, I noticed a white dress shirt. When I picked it up, I found it was big enough to hang to the middle of my thighs.
After running it through the washer and dryer with my whites, I folded it neatly and carried it up to my room. As soon as the door shut behind me, I stripped off my clothes and slipped into the dress shirt. I rolled the sleeves up to my elbows and buttoned the shirt, leaving only two buttons on the top undone. When I stepped in front of my mirror, I knew I found what I had been looking for. I looked like a girl who was wearing a men's shirt. It was perfect. While staring at my reflection, the idea of being taken to Aunt Pamela's punishment room brought a tear to my eye. I stood there and cried while looking at my sad, worried reflection.
On Friday, after I'd finished my morning classes, I raced back to my room and took another extra-long shower. I scrubbed my entire body twice. I needed to be perfectly clean for Aunt Pamela. I brushed my teeth, used mouth wash and combed my hair neatly to the left. Only then did I slip the dress shirt onto my naked body. I dug through my closet and found the white flip-flops my Mom had bought for me to wear in the dorm shower. At the time she bought them, she didn't know if I'd have to use a community shower. Thankfully, I wound up in a private room with its own bathroom.
Before leaving my room, I looked at myself in the mirror one last time. I knew Aunt Pamela was going to love seeing me like this. But the walk across campus and the several residential blocks I'd need to walk through made me flush with embarrassment and shame. People would see me. Both my fellow classmates and residents of the town. They would stare at me. They would wonder if I was a girl or a boy. They would wonder if I was wearing anything under that shirt. It sent a chill up my spine.
Before leaving my room, I picked up the framed, 8x10 portraits of both my Mom and Gam-Gam. While looking at my Gam-Gam's picture, I promised I would tell Aunt Pamela that I'd never referred to her as my Grand Mother. She had always been my Gam-Gam. She had reminded me of that when I'd called her after my most recent visit with Aunt Pamela. During that call, I'd slipped and called her Grand Mother.
Her reply came quickly, "Well aren't you a formal boy! Baby, you've always called me Gam-Gam. Now that you're in college, are you going to start calling me Grand Mother?"
I was standing naked in my room while I spoke with her on the phone. My little penis was very stiff and I couldn't resist touching it while I spoke with her. I giggled, "I'm sorry Gam-Gam. I don't know why I said that."
"It's okay Sweetheart. It just sounded odd when you said it. I pictured you wearing that cute, sailor costume I bought for you last Halloween. I remembered you looking up at me telling me you were too old to wear that costume. You were just adorable!"
Biting my lower lip and squeezing my penis, I said, "Um, Gam-Gam, do you remember the velvet shorts that were a part of that sailor costume?"
"Oh yes. Those shorts were the best part of that costume. They made your little butt look absolutely delightful. And they were short enough to show off your shapely legs. And let's not forget how they emphasized your little penis! They were the perfect shorts for you!"
I shivered while squeezing my penis, "Well, um, Gam-Gam, I brought those shorts with me to college. And I actually wore them just the other day."
There was a moment of silence. "Did you now?"
I squeezed my eyes shut and uttered, "I did. And I got lots of compliments too."
When she spoke, her voice was warm, but teasing at the same time, "I'm sure you did get lots of compliments. You know, I have always wanted to keep you dressed in clothes like that. Sweetheart, would you like me to go shopping and pick up some more cute clothes like those shorts?"
My voice cracked and I had to let go of my penis or I would've squirted. "Yes, please Gam-Gam. I'd like that very much."
I knew someday very soon I would receive a care package from Gam-Gam. Until that moment, I'd never asked for clothes from her. She had always given me gifts like that on her own. But now I'd asked her for sissy clothes and I was both excited and terrified at the prospect of what she may send.
After forcing myself to return my thoughts to the present, I turned Gam-Gam's picture to face the front of Mom's and held them both against the bump of my erection. On my way to the door, I slipped my school ID into the shirt pocket. Before giving myself a chance to think too much about it, I left my room and made my way out of my building. When I stepped outside, I saw dozens of people walking in small groups. Luckily, none of them seemed to be looking in my direction. I lowered my chin and began flip-flopping across campus.
Before I got to the closest building, I began to chant in my head, "My Mom, my Gam-Gam and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis." When I heard a group of guys shout foul things at me, I began to chant my comforting words out loud while walked even quicker than before.
My heart was pounding, my face was flushed, while humiliation and shame were burning deep inside of me. I was walking across campus wearing only a shirt! It was the very first time I'd ever been in public wearing only one piece of clothing! What would my Mom think? What would my Gam-Gam think? I giggled to myself when I realized they would both have loved to see me running around in so little clothing!
Soon enough, I left campus and after that first block, I slowed down and began walking at a more leisurely pace. A few cars did drive by, but no one honked or shouted at me. They simply passed by and watched me walking for as long as they could.
Eventually, I began to approach Aunt Pamela's home. When I turned up the walkway leading to her door, I moved the photographs away from my erection and held them in one hand. With my other hand, I began to undo buttons on my shirt. When I stood on her doorstep, I undid the last button before knocking on her door.
I stood there, holding my framed pictures of my Mom and Gam-Gam. The only thing I wore was an over-sized, clean, white dress shirt. While I listened to her heavy footsteps approaching the door, I shrugged my left shoulder and my shirt slid down to my elbow. I stood there at her door, my shirt was completely opened, my stiff little penis was pointing toward the blue sky and I held a portrait of my Mom in one hand and my Gam-Gam in the other. My chest was heaving with each breath I took. The warm sunshine on my naked skin was so erotic. And I'd never felt so exposed.
When the door opened, I completely lost my breath and my penis nearly squirted right there on her doorstep. Aunt Pamela wore a light blue, silk blouse that draped over her enormous breasts majestically. The heavy gray streaks in her hair were pulled back into a loose bun. For the first time, I saw Aunt Pamela wearing jeans and tennis shoes. She looked classy-casual. She was as beautiful as ever.
After letting her eyes wander over my body several times, she grinned and said, "My Sweet Leslie, you look absolutely delicious! You didn't walk all the way here like this, did you?"
My back arched and I moaned, "No, I walked over here with it buttoned up. I undid the buttons when I got here."
"Sweetheart, were you without panties during the whole walk?"
Biting my lower lip, I was about to answer her when I breeze caught my shirt and blew it off my other shoulder, leaving it dangling from my elbows. I squeaked, "Yes, Ma'am. I came all the way here in just this shirt."
After leaving me standing outside her door for that conversation, she finally invited me into her home. I stepped out of my flip-flops as I crossed the threshold. When the door was shut behind me, she took the pictures from my hands. She asked me to stand in my normal spot on the carpet in the middle of her living room while she took a seat on the couch. I kept my elbows bent with my arms out to my sides to keep the shirt from falling all the way off.
As soon as she was seated, I timidly said, "I'm really happy to see you again Aunt Pamela."
She smiled and said, "Oh, I think I'm even happier to see you. It's not every day a boy shows up at my door wearing as little as you are."
I giggled and said, "You told me to wear something feminine. But I don't have anything really feminine. So, I thought I would try wearing as little as I could. Do you really like it?"
"I love it, Sweetie. Now, why don't you introduce me to these two ladies." She held the portraits on her lap. She raised the picture of my Mom and looked to me.
My voice squeaked with I said, "That's my Mom."
"I expected her to be more petite, like you. But she has a build like my own. Just look at her chest. Those are some big boobs! She is a very pretty lady, isn't she Leslie?"
Biting my lower lip, I said, "Yes. I think she is very pretty too."
She set that picture down on her lap and picked up the second picture I brought. Holding it so we both could see, she asked, "This must be your Grand Mother."
My hips squirmed in a little circle as I said, "Gam-Gam. That's Gam-Gam."
Aunt Pamela smiled at me, first motioning to the first picture, "Mom" and then the second picture, "Gam-Gam, right?"
I bit my lip, nodded my head. She set my Mom's picture back down and held onto Gam-Gam's. "Well, Gam-Gam looks like a strong-willed woman. Was it Gam-Gam who bought you those cute little shorts you wore earlier this week?"
Biting my lip, "Yes, Ma'am. And when I called her on Tuesday afternoon, I told her I had worn the shorts and gotten lots of compliments. Gam-Gam said she would get me some more cute things to wear."
Her eyes wandered up and down my body as I stood before her nearly naked. She spoke in a raspy voice, "If we're lucky, Gam-Gam will get you a little dress. I love that you showed up in that shirt today, but I would really love to open my door and see you standing there in a cute little dress."
My voice cracked when I said, "Whatever she sends, I'll wear on my visits to see you. I promise." The shirt I'd been wearing fell to the floor when I let my arms fall to my sides. Now standing there completely naked in front of Aunt Pamela, my feelings for her were reinforced by just standing naked in her presence. I moved my hands behind my back and struggled to keep from touching myself.
Aunt Pamela must've known how horny I was. In a calm voice, she asked, "Sweet Leslie, is this how you were dressed when you called Gam-Gam? I trust you called your Mom like this too?"
My voice cracked and my penis throbbed. "Yes. I was naked. I was stiff too. I called Gam-Gam on Tuesday. And I've spoken with my Mom every night, just like I always do. And I got naked every time."
Her eyes were wandering up and down my body. "It's a shame you weren't Face-Timing with them. I'm sure they both would have loved to see you so excited." She held up both pictures. "What do you think Leslie? Would your Mom and Gam-Gam like to see you naked and excited?"
My voice cracked, "I-I-I don't know."
She smiled while still holding up the pictures. "Well, I do know. You are so cute. They would both love to see you completely naked with a very stiff little penis."
I stood there on the verge of orgasm, naked before Aunt Pamela, looking from her face to my Mom's picture and then to my Gam-Gam's picture. In a soft voice, I whispered, "I'm really horny Aunt Pamela."
She smiled while rising up from the couch. "I know you are Sweetie. But we have things to do before we can address this." With that last word, she reached out and drug her finger along the underside of the pink, squishy head of my penis. She raised the finger between our faces and then began to coat my lips with my juices. I parted my lips after she'd coated my lips and sucked her finger clean while she slid it in and out of my mouth.
"Your Mom and Gam-Gam should be here right now."
She didn't wait for me to respond. Instead, she took my hand and led me toward her desk in the corner of the room. We left my shirt laying on the floor. Once at her desk with me perched on her knee, she wrapped one arm around my naked body and rested her hand on my hip. She logged into my student account and maneuvered to my grades. I shivered on her knee when my grades appeared on the screen. She went through my schedule class by class. When she opened my 104 US History class, I panicked.
"I'm sorry Aunt Pamela! It was a pop quiz! And History has never been my best subject. There were only ten questions and I only missed one. But that gave me a..."
She interrupted without looking away from the monitor, "That gave you 90%. Leslie, I'm very disappointed. 90% is far less than the 98% I know you're capable of maintaining." She finally looked at me, "You know what this means, don't you Leslie?"
Tears were already forming in my eyes and beginning to run down my cheeks. I sobbed, "Yes. It means I'm going to be punished."
I could see how disappointed she was while she stared into my eyes. "Oh yes, you are in for a very serious punishment. You're going to be glad you came over here dressed as you did. Because your little bottom is going to be far too tender to wear anything else."
I began openly crying. I had a good idea of what I was about to receive. And the thought of being punished by Aunt Pamela made me very emotional. I had disappointed her. I had disappointed my Mom and Gam-Gam too. I deserved to be punished. But the pain frightened me. When Aunt Pamela last punished me, she didn't hold back. She used all her strength and really punished me! It hurt so bad!
Aunt Pamela went through the rest of my grades while I remained perched on her knee, crying my eyes out. After learning the History grade was my only failure for the week. She placed a finger under my quivering chin and turned my head to face her.
In a stern tone, she said, "Leslie, you've known this was going to happen since you received that grade on Wednesday. Have you been worrying about it this whole time?"
Through my sobs, I somehow managed to say, "I-I-I forced myself not to think about it. I-I-I hoped if I came in just my shirt, you might..." I trailed off and began openly crying again.
She asked, "You hoped I wouldn't punish you if you arrived in just that shirt? Leslie, I can't let a grade a poor as this go without a punishment. You deserve to be punished, we both know it." She opened a drawer and pulled out a box of tissues. She withdrew a tissue and wiped my tears. After tossing it in the trash, she pulled out two more tissues and held them beneath my nose. In a very maternal sounding voice, she spoke a single word, "Blow."
We soon stood up and she guided me to the door leading to her basement. On our way, she asked me to get the pictures of my Mom and Gam-Gam. I held the two framed pictures and followed behind Aunt Pamela. I was extremely emotional and couldn't stop sobbing. Tears were rolling down my cheeks and my breathing was coming in gasps. Even with my emotions going crazy, I couldn't resist watching Aunt Pamela's big bottom sway from side to side as she descended the stairs.
When we arrived in the basement, I found it had changed very little since my last visit. It was windowless but brightly lit. The soft blue walls and white ceiling gave me an oddly calm feeling. The circle of white linoleum in the center of the room contained Aunt Pamela's spanking bench. A piece of furniture I'd become acquainted with on my first visit to her home. The white carpeting throughout the rest of the room was completely free of furniture except for her throne-like chair which was positioned on the backside of the spanking bench and two wooden chairs that sat close to the front of the spanking bench. Those two wooden chairs were the only new additions to the room.
Aunt Pamela instructed me to place my Mom and Gam-Gam's pictures on those two chairs so they could witness my punishment. With fresh tears rolling down my cheeks, I carefully positioned each picture. I was sobbing and struggling to catch my breath, but I managed to get them both standing upright with the help of the fold-out stand on the back of each frame.
When she told me to take my place on the bench, I began bawling. I wasn't crying, I was blubbering, sniveling mess. But I soon found myself restrained onto the spanking bench with several Velcro straps. My upper body was resting on a padded shelf. On either side of that raised area, my elbows and forearms were strapped to their own horizontal, padded areas. My knees and skins were also strapped onto their own padded platforms behind me. Just like before, my knees were positioned apart several inches apart. I was restrained in a hands-and-knees position, perfect for what I had coming.
Bound securely to that bench, I couldn't help but look at the pictures of my Mom and Gam-Gam right in front of me. It felt like they were watching me, like they could see me, naked and strapped down, ready for my punishment. In a very pathetic sounding voice, I whimpered, "I'm sorry Aunt Pamela! I'm sorry Mom! And I'm sorry Gam-Gam! I promise I'll do better! I promise I'll never need to be punished again!" And then the tears began dripping from my face and my sobs echoed around the room.
Aunt Pamela crossed the room and walked to the wall in front of me. She opened the scary cabinet that contained all her terrible tools of punishment. As the doors opened, I saw the paddles, crops, canes, floggers, and straps. A chill ran through my body and my vision blurred when my eyes filled with tears. I blinked them away and watched Aunt Pamela making her selection. She chose a long, thin wooden paddle. It looked to be as only an inch or two wide and at least a foot-and-a-half long. There was a contoured handle with a leather loop to hang it from.
She held that paddle in her hand while she turned and walked back in my direction. I shivered on the bench and began to apologize over and over for my poor grade. I babbled on about how much I loved her and knew she was going to spank me, but I begged her not too anyway.
She knelt down between the two chairs near my head. She gently laid her hand on my tear-streaked cheek and explained, "My sweet Leslie, you deserve this punishment. I explained what I expected of you during your first visit. Do you remember that conversation?"
I murmured that I did while still crying and sobbing uncontrollably.
She stroked my cheek and explained, "Sweetie, I'll accept nothing less than a 98% and you got a 90% on that quiz. That is an 8% difference which means you'll be getting 8 swats from my paddle."
My sobbing paused while I lost my breath and I struggled to catch it again. Tears continued to roll down my cheeks while I apologized over and over to Aunt Pamela, my Mom, and Gam-Gam. I knew in my heart it wouldn't make any difference no matter how many times I apologized or what I promised. I was going to get those eight swats from her paddle. And I had a strong feeling this was going to hurt more than anything I'd ever endured before.
Aunt Pamela rose to her feet and walked back into position. I was left staring at the photographs of my Mom and Gam-Gam. My body shivered and goosebumps rose and fell on my body in waves. My wrinkled hole was flexing and my little penis was shriveled up like a raisin. I was an emotional wreck!



Several moments passed before I felt the rigid wooden paddle gently bump against my bare cheeks. Aunt Pamela rubbed the paddle up and down over my bottom. While she did, she said, "Leslie, Sweetheart, I don't want you to count these swats. Instead, after each whack, I want you to tell me, your Mom and your Gam-Gam you're sorry and that you love us. Can you do that for me, Sweetheart?"
My eyes darted between my Mom and Gam-Gam's pictures. I whimpered between sobs, "Yes. Yes, I can Aunt Pamela."
"I knew you could." She pulled the paddle away from my cheeks and let me suffer for several long seconds before asking, "Sweetheart, are you ready?"
Biting my lip, I nodded my head and fought to get control over my sobbing. Just when I'd nearly caught my breath, the sound of that paddle swishing through the air made my butt cheeks clench up tightly. And when it made contact, it felt like I'd been hit my car! My entire backside felt like it was on fire and I thrashed about against my bonds. It hurt so bad!
It took me several moments to be able to breathe after that first impact. Aunt Pamela patiently waited for me to somewhat recover during this time. And a few moments later I remembered what I'd promised to say. While still wailing in misery, I screamed out, "I love you Aunt Pamela! I love you Mom! I love you Gam-Gam! And I'm sorry I did so bad on my quiz!"
While the last word was still leaving my lips, I heard the sound of that paddle swishing through the air again. I clenched up tightly to prepare for the impact. But I quickly learned, I could never prepare myself for that level of pain. I screamed out and thrashed against my bonds, but it was pointless. I wasn't strong enough to break free. Drool was falling from my lower lip and chin. My nose was running and tears were raining down on the floor.
After a time, my eyes cleared enough for me to see my Mom's picture. I knew my Mom would never punish me like this. I'd always been very well-behaved and my Mom wasn't the type of woman to punish me in this manner. However, I believed my Mom would have enjoyed being in that room watching me being punished so severely. I imagined her sitting in the chair where her picture sat. In my fantasy, she was grinning while her eyes wandered over my naked body. And each time the paddle struck my bare bottom, she would squeeze her thick thighs together.
Glancing to the picture of my Gam-Gam, I knew in an instant, if given the opportunity, my Gam-Gam would love to be watching this terrible event in person. Even more than that, I knew deep down inside of myself that she would love to wield the paddle Aunt Pamela now held in her hand. I truly believed inflicting a punishment such as this onto my naked, skinny body would make Gam-Gam's day.
While my mind wandered with the thoughts of my Mom and Gam-Gam, I didn't realize Aunt Pamela had moved in close enough to whisper in my ear. "Sweetheart, don't you have something to say?" Her fingernails dragged across my naked back and my little penis swelled up a bit.
My voice cracked in between sobs and wails long enough for me to say, "I love you Aunt Pamela, Mom, and Gam-Gam! And I'm really sorry for what I've done!"
Just like before, the paddle whistled through the air before I'd even finished speaking. I screamed out in a high pitch and immediately repeated what I'd just proclaimed. This time, I'd barely screamed out the first three words, "I love you..." when Aunt Pamela grunted and that paddle whistled through the air again.
The next four stokes landed in quick succession, one after another without time enough for me to say what I'd promised to say. Over my crying and wailing, I heard Aunt Pamela trying to catch her breath. My tears continued to rain down on the floor. My nose was running like crazy and a long string of drool connected my lower lip to the floor beneath me.
I gasped and struggled to talk, "I love you, Aunt Pam... Aunt Pamela." I looked at my Mom's picture and uttered, "I love you Mom." Then to my Gam-Gam's picture. "I love you too Gam-Gam."
Aunt Pamela let the paddle slowly and gently slide up the insides of my thighs. She let the edge of the paddle slide against my poor, wilted penis and caused it to swell up a little. She slid the paddle back and forth along the underside of my skinny, little penis and up between my cheeks. In that deep, gravelly voice, she said, "Baby, do you wish your Mom and Gam-Gam were here right now?"
I whimpered softly, "Yes. I feel bad about keeping my visits with you from them." I paused for a moment before uttering, "My Mom, my Gam-Gam and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
She began rubbing the paddle over my tender and enflamed bottom with the paddle. "It's good that you feel bad about keeping such an important secret from them. It shows that you're a good boy. And wanting them both to be here and see you like this, that shows how much you really love them and how important they both are to you."
The paddle moved away from my cheeks and I heard Aunt Pamela grunt. The air whistled around that paddle and I clenched up again. The last stroke from the paddle was by far the most powerful and painful. I screamed out in agony and wailed like never before. But at the same time, all the guilt and bad feelings I had were washed away. It was as if Aunt Pamela's paddle had cured me of all the bad things I'd done. It was a truly freeing feeling. Even if it was terribly painful at the same time.
While I continued to scream and cry, Aunt Pamela crossed the room and hung the paddle up in the cabinet. After closing the doors, she crossed the room to the stairs. She paused to look at me for a moment, still strapped to the punishment bench and crying wildly. She eventually climbed the stairs leaving me there to stare at my Mom and Gam-Gam's pictures.
She was gone long enough for me to mostly stop crying. I sniffled my nose while the tears began to dry on my cheeks. My eyes bounced between the pictures of the two women in front of me. I again imagined those two women really sitting on the chairs in front of me, seeing my naked body with my bottom which had to be red and angry looking. My little penis struggled to swell up to its full size at the thought of them sitting before me.
I had just begun chanting, "My Mom, my Gam-Gam and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis." When Aunt Pamela began descending the stairs.
In her hand, she carried a canvas bag with handles. She examined my bottom for a few moments before stepping around so I could see her. In a voice that sounded concerned, she whispered, "Oh my! Your bottom is going to hurt for quite a long time."
She then moved back behind me to have a seat in her chair. She began preparing things that I couldn't see. While she worked, she said, "Leslie, Honey, do you remember earlier this week when I said you would be punished during every one of your visits? Special punishments fit for a special sissy boy such as yourself?"
I tried to look back and see what she was doing, but the punishment bench kept me from turning around far enough. I answered in a soft voice, "Yes, Aunt Pamela."
"Well Sweetie, you're going to get those special sissy punishments even if you have been properly punished for misbehaving or doing poorly in school. That is what we're going to do right now." She let that sink in for a few moments before continuing, "Leslie, I think you're going to love and hate this punishment at the same time."
I whined, "What is it, Aunt Pamela? What are you going to do to me?"
She didn't answer when she stood up from her chair and approached my backside. She undid the straps around my ankles and resecured them so tight I couldn't move my feet at all. I tested the bonds again and found there was no way I would ever escape without help.
While still standing behind me, Aunt Pamela slowly dragged her fingernails from my hips to my armpits. I squealed loudly and fought to break free. I was laughing and squealing at the same time. I'd always been extremely ticklish and somehow Aunt Pamela figured it out! Her fingernails danced in my armpits and down my sides. I shrieked while struggling to get away from her fingernails.
Aunt Pamela purred, "Leslie, Sweetheart, haven't you ever been properly tickled before?"
Her fingernails danced their way over my ribs and down to my hips. I screamed and laughed and shrieked all at the same time. I begged her to stop. But that only made her tickle my body more enthusiastically.
She continued to purr, "Sweetheart, every time you come to visit, I'm going to tickle you just like this. I'll never grow tired of doing this."
It felt like she tortured me with her fingernails for hours, but it probably only a minute or two. When her touch left my body and I heard her step away. I tried to catch my breath while realizing tears were rolling down my cheeks again. I looked into the eyes of my Mom and Gam-Gam's pictures and wondered if they'd ever wanted to tickle me like this.
I heard Aunt Pamela approaching me again and fought to look back at her. "What are you doing? Aunt Pamela please stop! I can't take anymore!"
"I'm betting the bottoms of your feet are quite ticklish. I'm going to sign my name on the bottoms of both of your feet with this..." From behind me, she reached around and held a ballpoint pen in front of my face.
I screamed, "NO! PLEASE!! My feet are the most ticklish parts of my body! Please don't!"
The pen moved out of my line of sight and I was left looking at Mom and Gam-Gam again. In a high-pitched squeak, I began to chant, "My Mom, my Gam-Gam, and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny..."
That was as far as I got before the tip of that pen touched the bottom of my left foot. It felt like I'd been electrocuted. I screamed at the top of my lungs and fought against the straps holding me down. I was laughing, screaming, giggling and crying all at the same time. I tried to chant again, "I love my Mom! I love my Gam-Gam! I love you, Aunt Pamela!"
The pen finally pulled away from that foot and I was left gasping for air with tears dripping onto the floor. While still struggling to calm down I continued to chant, "My Mom, my Gam-Gam and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
I could feel Aunt Pamela's warm breath on the soles of my feet. "Oh my, you are a ticklish boy. Does Mom know how ticklish you are? What about Gam-Gam? Has she ever held you down and tickled you?"
While my eyes shifted from my Mom's picture to Gam-Gam's, I whimpered, "They know I'm ticklish. But they never tickled me so bad."
"That's a pity. If they did, they'd see how much you enjoy it." With that, she reached between my legs and let her finger slide down the length of my stiff penis.
I squeaked, "Why is it stiff?"
She whispered, "Silly boy, you're very excited about all this tickling! In my experience, gently boys always get excited when they get tickled."
As she finished that sentence, the tip of the pen touched my right foot and she began signing her name. She wrote slowly and I guessed she was using large loopy letters. If I hadn't been strapped down, she would have had to scrape me off the ceiling. I was screaming and laughing and begging for mercy all over again. But it was different with this foot. I knew my penis was stiff and throbbing. It was still torture to be tickled like that, but it was also making me very horny! And I couldn't stop imagining my Mom and Gam-Gam sitting right in front of me watching the entire encounter.
When the tip of that pen drew a line from my heel, all the way across the arch of my foot to the beginning of my big toe, I screamed loudly and a little pee squirted out of my penis. As soon as it happened, I couldn't believe I'd actually peed! I was so ashamed, but I was still trying to catch my breath and recover from the tickling I'd endured. I squeaked, "I'm sorry Aunt Pamela! I couldn't stop it! I'm really, really sorry!"
Aunt Pamela pulled the pen away from my foot and whispered, "There is no need to apologize. That was just adorable! You were laughing so hard you went pee! Leslie, Sweetheart, you are so precious." Before releasing me from the bench, Aunt Pamela rubbed my tender bottom down with a greasy medicated ointment. She used a gentle touch and the pain from my spanking quickly began to fade. It didn't completely go away, but it dulled enough that I could easily deal with it.
The sound of the Velcro being ripped open echoed around the room while she unstrapped me from the bench. Aunt Pamela helped me to my feet because I was a bit off-balance, my legs were rubbery and my bottom still tingled. Before we made our way back upstairs, she grabbed the pictures of Mom and Gam-Gam in one hand and held onto me with the other.
My bottom was slippery from the ointment and my penis was standing up perfectly straight. It bobbed with every step I took. While we crossed through her living room, Aunt Pamela glanced up after staring at my penis and said, "Leslie Honey, is your penis shrinking? It looks even smaller today than it did earlier this week."
Using my fingers, I pressed it so it pointed straight out in front of me. Biting my lip, I looked up passed Aunt Pamela's giant chest into her eyes and said, "I don't think so. But I guess it could. Does it really look smaller?"
She looked down at me and very seriously said, "Yes it does. It looks quite a bit smaller. Sweetie, I think we should start measuring it during your visits. That's the only way we'll know if it's shrinking."
Biting my lip, still looking up into her eyes, I whispered my mantra out loud, "My Mom, my Gam-Gam and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
We stopped walking while standing in her living room. Aunt Pamela leaned down to whisper in my ear and one of her giant breasts brushed against my cheek. "That's right. And it doesn't matter how tiny your penis is. We'll always love you."
She had me stand on my rug in the middle of the room while she took a seat on the couch. After propping up the pictures of my Mom and Gam-Gam on either side of her, she leaned down and opened her sewing basket which sat on the floor under an end table. She pulled out a fabric tape measure from inside the basket and beckoned me toward her by wagging her index finger in my direction.
A shiver shot through my body and ended in the squishy head of my little penis. I'd been tempted to measure my penis before, but never worked up the nerve to actually do it. I knew I was small, much smaller than other guys my age. But I was really afraid to learn my true measurement.
My penis continued to throb as I stepped between Aunt Pamela's spread knees. Before she laid the tape measure on my penis, she looked into my eyes and spoke in a soft, sincere tone, "Leslie, just remember, it doesn't matter how small your penis is, your Mom, Gam-Gam and I will always love you."
My voice cracked when I uttered, "I know Aunt Pamela." From her eyes, I next looked at the photograph of my Mom and then to my Gam-Gam.
Holding the tape against the top of my penis where it met my stomach, she then stretched the tape out to the very tip. I couldn't look down and see the measurement. I squeezed my eyes shut and didn't wait long to hear Aunt Pamela's reaction. She gasped loudly. "Oh my! It's not even 3 inches long! Sweetheart, it's even smaller than I thought it was!"
My back arched and a soft moan left my lips. In a soft voice, I whispered, "My Mom, my Gam-Gam and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
She adjusted the tape to double-check the measurement and chuckled while saying, "That's right Sweetheart. Your little penis is just too small for anyone else to appreciate." I whimpered softly after looking down to see the tip of my penis just short of the 3-inch mark.
Aunt Pamela left the tape measure laying over my little penis and asked, "Leslie, do you want me to make your little penis squirt?"
My hips were squirming around in circles. My bottom was still tender and slippery from the ointment. I was naked and very horny in front of Aunt Pamela and the pictures of my Mom and Gam-Gam. I squeaked, "Yes please."
She smiled while rolling up the fabric tape and putting it back in her sewing basket. "Run outside and cover the picnic table with the tablecloth by the backdoor. And don't forget to bring along your Mom and Gam-Gam's pictures so they can watch. Get up on the table on your hands-and-knees, just like last time. I'll be out in a few minutes."
My voice was squeaky when I uttered, "Aunt Pamela, can't we stay inside today?"
She rose up from the couch and pulled me into an embrace. My face was drawn into the pillowy, perfumed cleavage of her bosom. She wrapped her strong arms around my skinny, naked body and spoke in a soft voice, "Baby, as long as the weather remains warm, you'll be getting your rewards in my backyard. Now run along. I have a few things I need to prepare."
After our embrace ended, I watched her leave the room before I gathered up the two framed pictures and headed toward the backdoor. On the way, I picked up the tablecloth she had mentioned. I stood at the backdoor and took a deep breath. I already knew her backyard was relatively private. But stepping outside with a stiff penis and tender bottom wasn't something I'd ever get used to. I held both the table cloth and the pictures against my little penis.
Cracking the door open, I peeked around her yard and found it to be just as I remembered it. Seeing no one peeking through the bushes or trees, I stepped outside and the door closed behind me. Without hesitating, I raced to the raised, octagonal wooden deck in the middle of her lawn. Gently arranging my Mom and Gam-Gam's pictures on two of the chairs, facing the table. I giggled and my hips squirmed from side to side while I remembered what Aunt Pamela had done to me during my last visit.
I threw the red-and-white checkered cloth over the table and arranged it so it looked neat and tidy. Glancing around the yard once more, I climbed up on the table and tried my best to imitate the position from my last visit. On my knees with them spread apart. My shoulders resting on the table and I faced the pictures of Mom and Gam-Gam.
On that table with the sun shining down on my pale body and a warm breeze blowing across my naked skin. I remained on that table for several minutes before I heard Aunt Pamela's back door open. When I turned to see her, I smiled and saw she was carrying the familiar crystal pitcher and her craft bag. She took a seat at one of the remaining places. Once comfortable, she said, "You look perfectly adorable, as usual!"
I giggled and my hips squirmed around again. My little penis was super stiff and leaking its excitement. I giggled, "Thank you, Aunt Pamela."
She replied, "Sweetheart, you don't need to thank me. I need to thank you! You are a true ray of sunshine in my life."
While she spoke, she began pulling items from her craft bag. The crystal pitcher was set aside until it would be needed. The familiar crystal bowl was placed directly beneath my desperate penis. The last thing she brought out from her bag was an electric toothbrush. I looked from that toothbrush to Aunt Pamela's eyes. She had a smile on her face and before I could ask, she turned the toothbrush on and it began to vibrate before my eyes. Very slowly, she moved the toothbrush under my body. With the bristles of the brush facing away from my body, she touched the plastic backing against the underside of my penis, just below the squishy pink head. I squealed and my hips began to grind in lewd circles. The vibrations of that brush were quickly driving to the verge of orgasm.



Aunt Pamela kept the brush against my throbbing penis while she explained, "Sweetheart, the last time you were on this table, I was worried I would hurt this little thing. It's so tiny and delicate. This toothbrush could never hurt your little peenie. From now on, I'll be using this to make you squirt. Do you think your Mom and Gam-Gam would approve?"
Shivers were shooting through my body. My little penis was jumping and throbbing wildly. While my back arched deeply and my toes curled into knots, I squealed, "Yes! I know they would approve!"
As I approached a very powerful orgasm, Aunt Pamela moved the toothbrush away from my desperate penis. Opening my eyes wide, I looked from my Mom's photograph to Gam-Gam's. At the same moment I began to chant my mantra, Aunt Pamela touched the toothbrush against my frantic penis. "My Mom, my Gam-Gam and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
After getting me dangerously close to squirting once more, Aunt Pamela pulled it away and let me calm down. While she waited, she whispered, "Your Mom, Gam-Gam and I know that special boys with such a fragile penis can't receive a traditional hand-job. Gentle boys with penises that aren't even three-inches long don't even get finger-jobs. We would be afraid of breaking your dainty thing. Can you imagine how bad your Mom, Gam-Gam or I would feel if we broke your little penis?"
As I opened my mouth to respond, Aunt Pamela touched the back of the toothbrush against the underside of the neck of my throbbing, pink penis. I squealed out loud. My eyes darted from my Mom's picture to Gam-Gam's and then to Aunt Pamela. I was gasping for breaths and my whole body was tingling with arousal. In a squeaky voice, I said, "I would never want any of you to feel bad because of me."
She smiled warmly while lowering the toothbrush away from my denied penis. "We know, Sweetheart. And that is why we'll never bring you to orgasm with our touch ever again. From now on, you'll only squirt while we're using the toothbrush. Of course, you can still touch yourself. But that seems selfish, doesn't it? Don't you think it best to share your orgasms with us?"
The toothbrush bumped against my stiff penis once again and I squealed at the top of my lungs, "YES!"
Aunt Pamela lowered the toothbrush again. In a perfectly serious voice, she asked, "Yes, it's selfish? Sweetheart, did you just promise you wouldn't masturbate with either your Mom, Gam-Gam or I watching?"
My eyes opened wide and they darted between the three important women in my life. I stuttered, "I-I-I didn't... I mean... Aunt Pamela?"
She slowly raised the toothbrush so it barely touched me, I ground my hips downward and she kept it just out of my reach. "Never masturbating without one of us present is asking too much. Why don't we agree on something a little less drastic? From now on, whenever you have the urge to touch your little penis, I want you to send me a text. You won't be asking permission. You'll simply be informing me that you're going to play with yourself. Can you do that for me?"
I was frantic. My penis needed to squirt so badly. I was thrusting my hips toward the toothbrush and breathing so heavily. My eyes kept drifting from the two photographs to Aunt Pamela and back again. I gasped, "Yes! I promise! I'll text you before I touch myself! I promise!"
Aunt Pamela moved the toothbrush to the top side of my rigid penis and pressed downward, aiming it into the crystal bowl. While I quickly approached what would prove to be the most powerful orgasm of my life, she whispered in a soft voice, "Someday very soon, I'm going to insist you start sending those same text messages to both your Mom and Gam-Gam. I'm sure they would both like to know when you're touching yourself too."
My back arched deeply and I stared right into my Gam-Gam's eyes in her photograph as my little penis squirted out its first string of my creamy love. Moaning softly, "I love you Gam-Gam!"
Looking then to my Mom's photograph and staring right into her eyes. As my penis squirted out the next string, I squeaked, "I love you, Mom!"
A huge shiver shot through my body as the third and last shot of my cream fell from my penis into the waiting bowl. As it did, I looked into Aunt Pamela's eyes and whimpered, "I love you, Aunt Pamela!"
As my orgasm drew to a close, Aunt Pamela pulled the toothbrush away from my penis and turned it off. While moving the back of the toothbrush close to my lips, she said, "We know, Sweetheart. And we love you too. Now give your toothbrush a kiss before I put it away."
Puckering my lips, I placed a kiss onto the toothbrush that Aunt Pamela had just used to make me squirt. While she put it away in her craft bag, I licked my lips and tasted myself. While I was perched on my hands-and-knees on that table, Aunt Pamela turned her attention back to me. She took hold of the crystal bowl from beneath my still stiff penis and moved it directly under my face. While I stared down at the creamy love puddled in the bottom of that bowl, Aunt Pamela moved the pitcher under my penis and placed it between my thighs so my penis rested against the side, aimed straight down into it.
When she had everything where she wanted it, she looked into my eyes and said, "Sweetheart, do you know what I'm going to ask you to do?"
I bit my lower lip and whispered, "I think so. You want me to go potty in the pitcher. And I think you want me to lick the bowl."
She smiled warmly, "Very good. But it's not just me. Your Mom and Gam-Gam want to watch you do that too."
Looking between the two photographs and back to Aunt Pamela, I bit my lower lip before turning my attention to the bowl beneath me. As I leaned down, Aunt Pamela whispered, "Try doing both things at once."
With my face just above the bowl, I poked out my tongue and took a lick. The flavor was familiar, I'd tasted myself on numerous occasions. It was an organic, salty taste and not at all unpleasant. As it slipped back into my mouth and I further tasted myself, I let go with my bladder and began to pee into the pitcher. While still peeing, I leaned down and took another lick. It was a very strange sensation to be doing both of those things at once. I licked up tongue-fulls of my cream and felt like a kitten. As I lapped up more of the mess from the bowl, I squeezed out the last bit of my pee.
Aunt Pamela slowly removed the pitcher from between my legs and said, "Sweetheart, you are absolutely precious. Your Mom, Gam-Gam and I are all very proud of you." She then stood up from the table with the pitcher in hand. "Don't stop. Keep licking the bowl until it's clean."
Returning my mouth to the bowl, I licked up the last little bit while Aunt Pamela emptied the pitcher into a nearby flowerbed. She then returned to help me down from the table. On rubbery legs, she slowly escorted me back inside her home. I braced myself against the kitchen counter while she cleaned everything with soap and water. From there, I follow her around her home like a puppy, staying just a step or two behind her wide, swaying hips. When everything has been put away, she led me back to the kitchen. After setting the pictures of my Mom and Gam-Gam on the table, she sat in a chair and had me bend over the table toward the pictures.
Aunt Pamela let her fingertips gently graze over my recently punished bottom. In a concerned tone she said, "Leslie dear, I want to apply a bit more ointment to your bottom. Wait here, I'll be right back."
I did as I'd been told. I remained bent over the table facing the photographs of my Mom and Gam-Gam. Shortly after she left, I looked at Gam-Gam and whispered in a soft voice, "Gam-Gam, I hope your care-package of clothes arrives soon. If it doesn't, I don't know what I'll wear the next time I come to visit Aunt Pamela." Looking at my Mom's picture, I whispered, "I suppose I could call and ask you for a little money. I could go shopping for panties and... Oh my. Shopping for panties! What would the ladies at the store think of me?" Looking back to Gam-Gam, I whispered, "I really, really hope a packaging arrives soon."
Thankfully I wasn't still talking when Aunt Pamela returned. I heard her heavy footsteps approaching from the living-room. I looked back just as she set a tube of lubricant and a bright-pink butt plug down between my face and the photographs of my Mom and Gam-Gam. While staring at those two things, I moaned softly, "That's for me?"
Aunt Pamela replied, "Yes. After I apply another thick coating of ointment to your poor cheeks, that plug is going inside of you. You enjoyed having your bottom played with so much during your last visit, I know you're going to love having this inside of you."
Using all four fingers of one hand, Aunt Pamela slowly applied a very thick coating of the greasy ointment which further dulled the sting remaining from my earlier spanking. As her fingers slid over my cheeks, I couldn't stop my hips from grinding up into her touch. By the time she'd finished with the ointment, my little penis was stiff once again.
After setting the tub of ointment down, she reached in front of me and picked up the lubricant. While squirting out a big glob onto her fingers, she asked, "Leslie, who loves you?"
Before I could respond, her lubricant covered fingers slipped between my already greasy cheeks. She worked very slowly, rubbing her fingertip around my tight knot.
I squealed in a high pitch, "My Mom, my Gam-Gam and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
While still rubbing the lubricant between my cheeks, she whispered, "Leslie, please hand me the butt plug." As I reached for it, she straightened her index finger and slowly penetrated my body with it. My wrinkled hole squeezed down on her finger tightly. Goosebumps rose up all over my body while my back arched deeply and I popped up on my tiptoes.
She began to slide her finger in and out of me. In a gentle whisper, she said, "Sweetie, the plug, I need you to hand me that pretty pink plug."
Reaching out with a shaking hand, I wrapped my slim fingers around the butt plug. It was made of a firm rubbery material. The tip was rounded off and flared out wide enough that my fingers weren't able to circle it. From there it flared in and then back out to a rectangular shape. My eyes darted between my Mom and Gam-Gam's smiling faces while passing the plug back to Aunt Pamela.
Laying my hand back flat on the table. I waited impatiently while she coated it with lubricant. She then spread my cheeks apart with one hand and bumped the tip of the plug against the center of the knot of my virginal hole. She didn't press at all, she simply let me feel it there.
When she first applied pressure, she whispered, "Leslie, tell us what it feels like. Your Mom, Gam-Gam and I want to know."
I whimper, "It feels... It feels... It feels wonderful."
Aunt Pamela began pushing a little bit of the plug inside of me and then let it slide out, only to repeat the process and push even more inside. Over and over, she worked that plug inside of my body. When I moaned deeply, Aunt Pamela whispered, "Keep talking, tell us how it feels."
My eyes shot between my Mom and Gam-Gam's. My voice quivered, "Gam-Gam, Mom, it feels magical. The pink plug is going inside of me and I love the way it feels. It makes me feel tingly and cute and wonderful!" I had to stop when a deep moan slipped from my lips.
Aunt Pamela groaned, "Leslie, are you ready for the widest part?"
I was bouncing on my toes and my penis had begun to leak. I squealed, "Yes!! Yes, I'm ready!!"
Very slowly, she pushed and I felt my hole open wide. She pushed a little more and I opened up even wider. She pushed again and I opened up as far as I thought I could go. My fingers rolled into fists and my toes curled up tightly. My back arched deeply and I squealed, "Aunt Pamela! It's too much!"
At that same moment, my innocent hole stretched around the widest part of the plug. With one last gentle push, my body sucked the plug deeply inside of my bottom. I pushed myself up off the table with my hands and squealed, "Oh Aunt Pamela!" With every move I made, I felt that plug stretching the walls of my bottom inside of me. My penis was perfectly stiff and my pouch was pulled up tight to my body.
After wiping her hands on a cloth she'd brought, she let her fingernails drag down my naked back, to my sides, and over my hips. "Leslie, tell us how it feels. Use your words."
My hips rolled and my bottom ground around in lewd circles. "It feels so amazing! I've never felt like this before. I feel... I feel sexy! I've never felt sexy before!"
She rested her hands on my hips and had me turn to face her. Looking up over my desperate penis and naked body, Aunt Pamela spoke in a loving voice, "Baby Boy, you are sexy. Your Mom, Gam-Gam and I all think so."
I leaned back against the edge of the table, that pushed the plug deeper inside of me and I moaned deeply while my penis throbbed hard. Drips of my excitement were slowly falling from its delicate pink tip. Through glazed eyes, I whimpered, "I love you so much, Aunt Pamela."
She smiled warmly, "I know, Leslie. I love you too. You're a very special boy." She then rose up off the chair and once again towered over me. Without wasting a moment, she took me in her arms and embraced me. She held me for a good long time. Before she released me, she whispered, "Sweetheart, I'm going to do something I've never done before. I'm going to drive you back to your dorm."
Looking up from just above her enormous breasts, I whimpered, "Really?"
She rubbed my back with one hand pulled my face into her cleavage with the other. "Yes. You really are very special. I've never spent time with anyone quite like you before. You are the boy I'd always wanted to have visit me."
I purred into her cleavage and did my best to keep my leaking penis away from her pretty clothes.
She went on to say, "Since you've started to visit me, I'm having a difficult time making appointments for other boys. It seems you are the only one I want to have visit my home."
Snuggling my head against her warm body, I whispered again, "I love you so much, Aunt Pamela."
She held me and whispered, "I love you too, Sweetheart."
The embrace eventually came to an end. When it did, we took a moment to look into each other eyes. With that plug still buried in my bottom, Aunt Pamela took hold of my hand and guided me into the living room. While she picked up my shirt, I was sent to slip my feet into my flip-flops. When I returned to her, she held the shirt open for me. I turned my back to her and slipped my arms into the sleeves. The shirt immediately clung to my ointment covered cheeks.
Turning to face her, I stood there passively as she closed all but the topmost and bottommost buttons. While she worked, she spoke softly, "It really is a shame we have to get you dressed again. I've enjoyed having you naked this afternoon."
Biting my lower lip, I whispered, "I've enjoyed being naked with you Aunt Pamela. I wish I didn't have to go back to my dorm."
She took my hand once again and led me to her kitchen and through a doorway that opened to her garage. Inside sat her large luxury car. It was enormous, just like her. Aunt Pamela guided me to the passenger's side and held the door open while I slipped inside and sat my very tender bottom down on my shirttails. The plug stretched me out and sunk deep inside my bottom. I moaned softly while I dealt with the wonderful feeling of the plug inside of me and my still stinging bottom. After she'd shut the door and began to make her way around to the driver's side, I quickly undid all the buttons on my shirt but kept it pulled closed over my body.
The entire car leaned to her side when she took her seat behind the wheel. I sat there waiting for the right moment as she pressed the button and opened the garage door. She then started the car and it roared to life. While she looked over her shoulder to back out of the garage and down the driveway, I slowly opened my shirt and leaned back against the seat. The entire front of my body was on display for her. My stiff penis was pointing straight up and desperate for attention.
When Aunt Pamela saw what I'd done, she smiled warmly and stopped the car just before backing onto the street. Her eyes wandered over my body as I sat there beside her.
I bit my lower lip before saying, "I don't have my phone so I can't text you. But Aunt Pamela, may I touch myself on the way to my dorm?"
Her hand slowly slid up my naked thigh and stopped just short of touching my penis. "Why don't you wait until we get to your room. Then I won't be distracted while you play with yourself."
I squeaked, "You're going to come to my room?"
She smiled warmly, "Leslie, I'm going to hold your hand and walk you to your room. I need to see where my special boy lives."
I smiled brightly and left my shirt open while leaning back against the seat. Aunt Pamela continued to back her car out onto the street and then drove us toward campus. On the way, I told her which dorm I was in and gave her directions on the best places to park. As we pulled into the parking lot, I quickly closed all but the top and bottom buttons on my shirt. While I worked, she teased me by saying, "Darn it. I would've liked to walk you to your room with your shirt wide open." I giggled, I prayed she was joking. Thankfully she was.
After parking the car, she came around to the passenger's side and helped me out. The plug shifted in my bottom and I couldn't stop the moan from leaving my lips. My penis was leaking and had made a moist spot on my shirt. And the ointment on my bottom made the shirt stick to it. Aunt Pamela handed me the portraits of my Mom and Gam-Gam to hold in front of my little erection. She then pulled my shirt away from my bottom.
Taking my hand, we walked toward my dorm. As we got close, I felt the eyes of my fellow students on my body. Aunt Pamela squeezed my hand which gave me strength. I began to chant my mantra in a whisper just loud enough for her to hear. "My Mom, my Gam-Gam and my Aunt Pamela are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
Using my keycard to unlock the door to my dorm, we passed into the fluorescent lighting of the dorm. Climbing two flights of stairs, we then walked to the far end of the hall. On the way, four guys came out of the stairwell on the opposite end of the building. We had to walk right by them in the hallway!
Just as we were about to pass them by, Aunt Pamela said, "Good afternoon boys."
They all grinned at me and then looked to Aunt Pamela and muttered, "Afternoon." I heard them whispering to each other while we continued toward my room. When we arrived at my door, I used the keycard and quickly stepped into the privacy of my room, Aunt Pamela was right behind me.
As soon as the door shut behind her, she began unbuttoning my shirt and asked, "Do you live here all alone?"
Biting my lip, I watched her undress me and whispered, "Yes, I was supposed to have a roommate. But he never showed up for school. I've had this room all to myself."
After sliding the shirt off my body, Aunt Pamela kept it in her hand while she wandered around my room. She looked at the books on my shelf. She opened the drawers where I kept my pencils and things. She moved to my closet and browsed through my wardrobe. She whispered under her breath, "Not a single dress or skirt. Pity."
She continued to casually inspect my room. She looked through all my drawers, cubby holes and cabinets. While she looked around, I set the portraits of my Mom and Gam-Gam back on my desk where they belonged. I then laid out a small towel on the corner of my neatly-made, single bed and sat my tender and greasy bottom down and waited for her to finish.



Moving to my dresser, she opened the top drawer and pulled out a clean pair of briefs. Turning to face me, she held them on the tip of her finger. "I do hope Gam-Gam sends you panties." She then turned back to the drawer and dropped the underpants from her finger as if they were filthy.
After rifling through all my belongings, Aunt Pamela moved my desk chair so it sat near my bed. "Leslie, do you still want to play with yourself?"
Biting my lip, I looked up into her warm, brown eyes. "Yes. Is that okay?"
She grinned, "Of course it is, Honey. Why don't you lay back on your bed and show me how you masturbate?"
Aunt Pamela had seen me naked. She'd punished my naked body and even made me squirt. She'd even watched me go pee into a crystal pitcher and lick up my mess. But playing with myself while she watched was somehow taboo. It was a thing I did privately. Having her witness that act sent a shameful shiver radiating through my body.
But I wasn't about to disappoint her. Moving the small towel with me as I scooted back on my bed so I laid with my head on my pillow. Settling down on my bottom, which was still tender, I then spread my legs and bent my knees. My hands slid over my naked and highly aroused body while Aunt Pamela moved her chair to the very edge of my bed. She sat there and we stared into each other's eyes while I touched my body.
After my goosebumps had risen and fallen and my body was left covered with a thin layer of perspiration, I let my hand make its way down to my rigid penis. Taking the pink spike between my first finger and thumb, just below the squishy head, I began to slowly and gently run up and down.
We broke eye contact when my eyes dipped to admire her mountainous chest and her eyes wandered down over my naked body. She asked in a soft whisper, "Did Mom teach you to touch yourself like this?"
My back arched and thoughts of my Mom filled my mind. I squeaked, "No. It's just how I've always done it. Am I doing it wrong?"
She gazed down upon my flushed body and answered, "No, you're doing it perfectly. I thought your Mom or Gam-Gam may have taught you how to touch yourself. You're so gentle with it." Her chest heaved before she finished her thought, "That is exactly how I would have taught you how to touch yourself."
Hearing her approval made me feel proud. My back arched and my penis throbbed beneath my fingertips. Aunt Pamela's eyes drifted back up my body and until our eyes met once again. Aunt Pamela had kept her hands folded in her lap up until that point. Very casually, she slipped one hand below my bent leg and gently pressed on the base of the plug buried in my bottom. I squealed and clenched my cheeks, pulling the plug even deeper inside of my body.
I whimpered, "Aunt Pamela! It feels so wonderful!"
She smiled down at me while working her touch against the plug into a rhythm. She began to match the pressure she applied to the plug with the stroking of my penis. My vision got a little pink and cloudy. I'd never felt anything quite as magical as that. If I didn't know better, I would have thought I was floating.
As I neared my orgasm, she whispered softly, "Sweetheart, I earlier asked you to text me before you played with yourself. I also said you weren't asking permission. I said you were simply telling me what you planned to do."
Staring into her eyes, I squeaked, "Yes! I know!"
She grinned and went on to say, "Well, I've changed my mind. I want you to call me instead and you will be asking my permission to masturbate. Do you know what that means, Honey?"
Biting my lip and squirming on my bed, I whimpered, "It-It means you can say no."
She smiled, "That's right. And if I'm unable to answer the phone for any reason, you'll have to wait. You'll need to hear me give you permission before you play. Do you understand?"
My back arched deeply and my little balls pulled up into my body. My skinny, pink penis throbbed hard and I squeaked, "Yes! Yes! I understand! I promise! I promise I'll call and get your permission before I touch myself!"
She continued to press the plug in and out of my bottom in time with my stroking. The pressure was quickly building inside of me. Aunt Pamela looked perfectly happy while watching me quickly approach my orgasm. I struggled to maintain eye contact with her as the pleasure mounted inside of my body. In a soft whisper, she said, "It's okay Sweetheart, squirt for me. Squirt for Mom. Squirt for Gam-Gam."
In a louder voice than I would've like to use, I squealed, "My Mom..."
My penis throbbed hard and squirted out a long line of my creamy love onto my stomach.
I then squealed in that same loud tone, "My Gam-Gam..."
My penis squirted out the second line of its love. It wasn't as long as the first, but it felt even more intense than the first.
Squealing once more, "And my Aunt Pamela..."
The last line of creamy goodness didn't squirt out with as much power as the first two, but it was big and left a pool on my stomach. I then squeezed out the last drops while whimpered, "Are the only women who will ever love me and my tiny penis."
Without wasting a moment, Aunt Pamela had me pull my knees back toward my chest. While still not fully recovered from that most intense of orgasms, she took hold of the plug's base. Working slowly and patiently, she began to work the plug out of my body. Without looking away from the plug and my still stiff penis, she asked, "Who do you love?"
I held my knees tightly against my chest and whimpered, "I love you. And I love Mom. And I love Gam-Gam."
In and out, in and out, a little bit at a time until my wrinkled hole was stretched taut around the widest part of the plug. From there, my body pushed it out all on its own. Holding the plug by its base, she rose up from the chair and left for my bathroom. I let my legs fall onto the bed and flinched when my tender bottom rubbed against the towel. I laid there and took some time to recover from all that had happened.
Aunt Pamela cleaned the plug that had been buried in my bottom. When she returned, she set the plug down near the pictures of my Mom and Gam-Gam. I rose up off my bed and found my legs were very rubbery. I giggled while giving myself a chance to regain my balance. Aunt Pamela crossed my room and took me in her arms.
While embracing me, she whispered, "Leslie, Honey, I should be going. You need to rest this weekend and give your bottom time to heal."
I snuggled my face against her blouse, into her cleavage. I whispered, "Do you have to go?"
She squeezed me tight. "Yes, I do have to go. But I'll see you on Tuesday. Between now and then, I'm going to check your schedule. We need to start seeing each other must more often. How would you feel about visiting me Monday, Wednesday and Friday?"
Pressing my face even deeper into her cleavage, I said, "I'd love that. Actually, I wish I could visit you every day, even the weekends."
She rubbed my naked back with her large, warm palm. In a playful tone she said, "Well if you show up on my doorstep wearing a dress, that wish may come true."
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As I arrived home from my work, I was shocked to see several candles burning around my living room. Having had my marriage end six months before and living alone ever since I was confused and worried about who was in my apartment. After picking up a vase to defend myself with, I tiptoed across the room and found no one in the kitchen, but there were candles burning in there as well. I silently made my way down the hall and found my bedroom vacant, but the covers had been turned down and a single candle was burning and cast a gentle glow in the room.
Working my way further down the hall, I peeked into my bathroom and what I found will forever remain in my memory. The only light came from a half dozen candles burning around the room. The scent of roses filled the room. And my ex-mother-in-law was soaking in my bathtub with a glass of red wine in her hand.
I quickly turned away and apologized, "I'm so sorry! I didn't know you were in here!" I'd nearly left the room before I realized she was in my home, in my bathroom, in my bathtub!
Her voice sounded sultry and sexy when she said, "Baby Boy, you're so precious. I simply cannot understand why my daughter would ever leave you." She paused before she continued, "I've missed you so much. I couldn't stay away any longer."
Standing in the doorway, still facing away from her, I whispered, "Mumsie, what are you doing here?" That was the name, Mumsie, she insisted I call her from the first day we met. She always greeted me with a warm hug and a bunny kiss on my lips. If I were honest with myself, I'd admit that I missed her too. I missed her even more than I missed her daughter.
The sound of water moving re-enforced the image I had in my mind of her in the tub. She was a substantial woman and filled my bathtub. Her immense breasts seemed to be floating on the water with their large dark nipples the size of thimbles jutting up from below the water's surface. The dense triangular patch of jet black pubic hair was like a forest nestled between her thick thighs. Her bright red, polished toenail was toying with the faucet. Her long, black hair was pulled up into a messy bun atop her head. And she held the stem of a wine glass in the tips of her fingers with their long, red polished nails to match her toes.
Her sexy voice teased my ears, "I've already told you, Baby. I missed you and couldn't stay away from you any longer."
I bit my lower lip and mumbled, "But, you're... I mean..."
"Sweetheart, I'm here because I grew to truly enjoy your company while you were married to my daughter for that short period of time. I missed having you in my life." There were more water noises before she went on to say, "From the moment I first met you, I knew my daughter was all wrong for you. But there was nothing I could do about it."
I whimpered, "You knew?"
She paused for a moment and I guessed she was taking a sip of wine. "You are such a sweet, polite and gentle boy, you don't need a girl your age. Honey, you need to be with a mature woman. A woman who will let you be the sweet young boy you are." After setting her glass down the edge of the tub, she whispered, "Sweetheart, turn around and look at me."
Biting my lip hard, I set down the vase I had picked up earlier to scare off my would-be intruder. I lowered my gaze to the floor as I slowly turned toward the naked woman in my bathtub. I kept my hands folded over my petite erection. Even though I was sure she would never be able to see it through my pants.
Her voice whispered, "It's okay, Honey. Look at me. I give you permission."
Raising my line of sight up slowly until I was gazing upon her beauty. My eyes drifted back and forth over her naked, submerged body. She had bent one knee and that foot was flat on the bottom of the tub. That single thigh was easily as big as both of mine together. Each of her breasts had to be close to the size of my head. The pancake sized areola's and thick, dark brown nubs of her nipples were stiff and poking toward the ceiling. She let me admire her nude body for a good long time without saying a word.
I broke the silence when I whimpered, "Mumsie..."
She cut me off when she said, "Come closer, Sweetie."
I took small steps until I stood halfway between the door and the tub. She smiled warmly at me and whispered, "Closer. Come kneel beside the tub."
Almost in a daze, I continued taking small steps until I stood above her for the very first time. Mumsie was a full head taller than me and until that moment, I'd always looked up at her. Biting my lip, I slowly got down on my knees beside the tub.
Motioning to a bottle of body wash sitting on the edge of the tub which wasn't mine. "Sweetheart, get the soap, I want you to wash my feet. I've already washed the rest of myself while I waited for you to get home."
Whimpering softly, "Mumsie, should we be doing this? I mean you're naked."
She reached out and laid her hand, which was wet with the bathwater, against my cheek. "Be a good boy and do as you've been told."
Picking up the pink bottle and popping open the lid, the lightly perfumed, floral scent caressed my senses. After filling my palm with the pink-hued liquid, I closed the cap and turned my attention to the woman residing in my bathtub. When she raised her leg out of the water and held it just in front of me, I reached out and took her foot in my hands. I began to wash her foot from the ankle down. My small hands were slipping and sliding all over her large foot. My fingers were slipping between each of her toes. There wasn't a spot on her foot that I didn't touch.
While I worked, she moaned softly, "This feels heavenly. Now I'm sorry I waited so long to stop in and surprise you."
When I'd finished with that foot, she dipped it under the water and rinsed away all the soapy bubbles. Mumsie then lifted that same foot out of the water and whispered, "Sweetheart, my toes-ies need kisses."
My penis was so stiff and excited, I was sure it was leaking in my underpants. Taking her large foot back in my hands, I closed my eyes and leaned down to kiss her toes. Before I made contact, Mumsie whispered, "Open your eyes, Honey. Look at me when you kiss my toes."
I had to move around on my knees so I faced her. But with her foot in my hands, I leaned down and placed kisses on the bottom of each of her five toes while looking up into her eyes. She smiled warmly while pointing her big toe at my mouth. In the softest of whispers, she said, "Suck it."
Whimpering softly, "Mumsie?"
She traced my lips with her big toe and whispered, "Baby boy, open your mouth for me. I really want you to do this for me. You are my good boy, aren't you?"
As my lips parted, her toe slipped into my mouth and I closed my lips around it. I was very careful to keep my teeth clear of her toenail, I didn't want to upset the polish. When my eyes drifted closed, she whispered, "Eyes open, Honey. Look at me."
Supporting her leg with my hands, I held her big toe in my mouth. I applied gentle suction while licking along the bottom of her toe. My eyes never left hers. She looked so pleased with a warm smile on her face. In the softest of voices, she whispered, "My other toes need attention too."
Letting her big toe pop from my lips, I giggled softly before moving to her second toe. As I slid my tongue from my mouth and licked along the underside of that toe, Mumsie moaned softly. Taking that toe in my mouth, I sucked on it gently while licking it. I repeated that process with the remaining three toes. Before releasing her foot, I moved back to her big toe and took it back in my mouth. With my lips locked around it, I slid up and down several times while listening to Mumsie coo and moan in delight.
As that foot disappeared under the water, she raised her other foot. After washing it like I had her other foot, I licked and sucked on each of her toes. I had become so horny, I was much less bashful. I bobbed up and down on each of her toes shamelessly. Mumsie reacted by pushing her toes in and out of my mouth.
When I'd released that foot and let it sink under the water, I whimpered, "Mumsie, I'm very... I mean... my penis... it's hard Mumsie. I'm really horny Mumsie."
She whispered while staring into my eyes, "I know, Baby. I'm horny too." Raising her foot from the water, she traced my lips with her big toe while saying, "Help me out of the tub."
Having never been so aroused before, I felt in a trance as I rose to my feet and quickly retrieved a clean towel from the cupboard. Setting the towel down, I approached the edge of the tub. Looking down at my ex-mother-in-law, I watched as she flipped the drain open with her toes. When I offered her my small hands to help her out of the tub, she grinned and took one of them. Using the other, she helped herself to rise up out of the bathwater.
I stood there in awe of her beauty as the bathwater cascaded down over her voluptuous body. Her skin seemed to glisten in the candlelight and I'd never seen a more gorgeous sight. With my hand still hidden within hers, she stepped out of the tub. She once again towered over me by a full head.
While I stood there letting my eyes drift over her body, she stepped close to me and began unbuttoning my shirt. Her hands were still wet with the bathwater as she worked. When I looked up into her eyes, her gaze met mine. In a soft voice, she said, "You are wearing far too many clothes." As the last button was opened on my shirt, she slid it off my narrow shoulders and let it fall to the floor behind me.
My collarbones, ribs and hip bones pressed against the pale skin. The little pink nipples on my chest stiffened when they met the warm, humid air of the bathroom. Reaching for my pants, she popped open the button and slowly slid the zipper downward. In a husky, soft voice she uttered, "Baby Boy, you can't imagine how badly I've longed to see you in your bare skin. Unlike my daughter, I'm a woman who can appreciate a petite, young man with a small penis."
Whimpering softly while still looking up into her eyes. "She told you?"
She whispered, "Yes, she told me you have a little one. She also told me you get all of your body hair waxed away because you love to be smooth and it makes you feel cuter."
Moaning softly, I laid my hands on top of hers while my hips ground in a lewd circle, "Mumsie, please don't laugh."
She leaned in and kissed my lips gently, "Baby, I'd never laugh at you. I've wanted to see your smooth little body for so long. Laughing is the last thing I'd ever do."
She slipped her damp thumbs under the sides of my pants and underwear and began to slowly slide them down my body. When my skinny, small penis was uncovered, we both reacted differently. I whimpered softly while my back arched and goosebumps rose up all over my body. Mumsie's eyes opened wide and a smile spread across her face. In the sexiest voice I'd ever heard, she whispered, "Oh my! You are perfect!"
Without wasting a moment, Mumsie had me sit on the floor to remove my shoes and socks. As I stood back up, I stepped out of my pants and underwear and stood naked before her, only the third person to ever see me in my bare skin. My ex-wife, the woman at the waxing salon and now Mumsie. My mind was telling me to hide my penis behind my hands. But my heart was telling me to let her see all of my body. My heart won the battle. Mumsie's gaze settled on the hairless, skinny, pink prong of my penis that jutted out from my pelvis.
When I first began getting my hair waxed, I focused on my pubic hair. It had grown longer than my erect penis. I'd considered trimming it or shaving it, but I decided waxing was a better solution. After that first time, I thought I looked silly having a bare spot in the middle of my body. The next time I went, I had my pubic hair, my legs, and my bottom done. After a few more visits, I began letting the woman wax away every hair below my eyelashes. Being without a single body hair took a little getting used to. I had to start buying powder to keep from chaffing. But over time, I found I really enjoyed it. And I really love the way I looked. It made me feel cute and innocent.
Mumsie took hold of my hand and raised it above my head. She had me turn around before her like a ballerina. My skinny, little penis was throbbing and dancing before her eyes and the squishy pink head was gleaming with my excitement. She looked at me preening before her and was unmistakably happy by what she saw.
I was so excited at Mumsie's reaction to seeing my naked body, I'd almost forgotten she was still wet from the tub. I quickly apologized before picking up the towel and reaching up to start with Mumsie's shoulders. She turned her back to me and my eyes fell to her big bottom. While I dried her back, I stepped in close and learned one of her cheeks was as wide as my hips. She was twice as wide as I was.
She seemed to enjoy having me dry her body. I thought I heard her moaning softly while I gently patted her body dry. After I'd finished with her back, I dropped to my knees and dried off both of her enormous butt cheeks. Mumsie cooed softly when I placed a gentle kiss on each of them. From there I worked downward and dried off her legs.
By that point, the towel I'd been using was too wet to continue using. I left it laying on the floor. Before I stood up and got a second towel to dry her front with, I leaned in close and kissed each of her butt cheeks again. Mumsie spoke out loud, "Baby Boy, you give the sweetest kisses."
With a fresh, clean towel in hand, I began drying Mumsie's front. Starting with her gigantic breasts, I patted every part of them but had to lift them up to dry beneath them. Mumsie didn't help and seemed amused to watch me struggle with holding her big boob up and drying with my other hand. When I'd finished with both of her boobs, I glanced up into her eyes and then quickly leaned in and placed a gentle kiss on each of her enormous nipples.
She laid a hand on the back of my neck and pulled me back to each of her breasts to kiss them again. In a soft, deep tone, she said, "You really are a prize."
After drying off her arms, I began working on her stomach. After drying everywhere I could see, I lifted the soft, warm rolls and dried under them too. Working my way down even lower, I dried her huge patch of black pubic hair until it was fluffed up. Mumsie leaned against the wall, spread her thighs apart and rolled her hips forward. She seemed to be pointing her larger-than-life pussy at me. The lips were thick, meaty and were easily visible through her forest of black pubic hair.
I worked my way down one leg and then the other. Before I stood up, I gazed up into her eyes while she whispered, "Give Mumsie a kiss, Sweetie."
Her hands moved over her wide hips and didn't stop until she'd framed her pubic hair with both hands. I knelt on the floor watching her every move. She was breathing heavily, just as heavily as I was. Those plump, substantial lips had peeled apart and exposed the pink within. My skinny penis throbbed while I admired her womanhood.
My eyes drifted back up until they met hers. In the timidest voice imaginable, I whimpered, "I love you, Mumsie."
Leaning in, I puckered my lips while nuzzling my nose through her pubic hair, I placed a gentle kiss at the peak of her lips, on her clit. Her hands moved to my head and her fingers slid through my hair while she whispered, "I love you too, Baby Boy."
With her hands gently guiding me, I leaned in close again and placed several more gentle kisses on and around her stiff, thick clit. I listened to her moaning softly above me. Before I pulled away, I pressed my face against her and poked my tongue out as far as I could. Dipping it between her plump lips, I licked all the way up to her clit. When I leaned back, Mumsie had a glazed look in her eyes. With her taste on my tongue, I slowly rose to my feet.
Mumsie reached out a rested the pad of my index finger under the little pink head of my penis. She guided me around the room and had me blow out each candle. Before we left the bathroom, she picked up the wine glass she'd drained while in my tub. From there, she guided me around my apartment in the same manner and she had me blow out each and every candle.
Before we moved toward my bedroom, Mumsie looped her first finger and thumb around the neck of my little penis. She held on tightly while leading me onward. When we stepped into the candle-lit bedroom, I noticed a few things I'd missed earlier. There was a half-full bottle of wine on my nightstand and sitting beside that was a bottle of body lotion that I didn't recognize.
Mumsie pulled me beside the bed before either of us climbed onto it, she released my penis and took hold the of the covers she'd turned down earlier. She pulled them all the way down so they were laying over the footboard, leaving only the fitted sheet covering my bed. She then chose a pillow and set the others aside. Only then did she climb onto my bed. She laid face down and got comfortable before saying, "Be a good boy and rub Mumsie down with lotion."
I didn't bother trying to hide how eager I was. I grabbed the lotion and carried it with me while I knelt between her spread legs. Starting with her feet, I used far more lotion than was necessary. I rubbed them gently and was careful not to tickle her. My fingers slid between her toes, along her arch, and over her heel. If I left lotion on her polished toenails, I was diligent about wiping it away. Her toenails were too pretty to be blemished my lotion.
As I worked my way over her ankle and up her shin, she shifted her leg so my erect penis and smooth, little pouch of balls was resting against the bottom of her foot which was slippery with lotion. While I worked my way up her leg, I gently humped myself against the bottom of her huge, soft foot. I didn't stop until my hands were dangerously close to her obviously excited pussy. A small damp spot was growing directly beneath it.
Switching to her other leg, I repeated the same process on that foot and leg. Before moving to her big butt cheeks, I slid up and straddled her shin. My desperate little penis was slipping and sliding along her soft, moisturized skin. I filled my palm with lotion and warmed it between my hands before I laid them on her left butt cheek. My hands were slipping and sliding over her enormous cheek and often disappearing between the giant globes of her butt. Moving to her other shin, I filled my palm with lotions once more and rubbed it into her skin until it had been mostly absorbed.
When I started on her back, I was straddling one of her warm, thick thighs. The knee between her thighs was resting in the wet spot of her womanly juices. I filled my palm three times before I was satisfied her back was sufficiently moisturized. There were still streaks of lotion, but her skin wasn't absorbing any more.
After I'd slid off of her thigh, Mumsie rolled over and bit my lip when I saw the wet spot. The scent of her arousal wafted through the air and teased my senses. She rolled onto her back and after arranging the pillows, she propped herself up against them. She looked so regal, especially after she'd refilled her wine glass and began sipping from it.
I didn't need to be told what to do. I moved to the foot of the bed and remoisturized her feet. Mumsie spoke softly, "Sweetheart, that feels wonderful. You know how to spoil a lady."
Smiling up at her, I quickly returned my attention to her feet. I'd used so much lotion earlier that her feet weren't soaking up much of the additional lotion at all. Working my way up her leg, coating it with a thick layer of lotion and then massaging it into her skin. She lay there, watching me work, cooing softly while sipping from her wine glass. Every so often, she prompted me to look into her eyes. And when I did, her gaze made me feel terribly small and immature.



When I'd gotten far enough up her thigh, she moved her foot so it was beneath my aching penis. After spreading her toes wide apart, she caught my rigid prong between her big and second toe.
Looking up into her eyes, I squeaked, "Mumsie!! My penis!!" Looking down between my legs, I saw my penis trapped between her toes. It looked so small.
She smiled down at me warmly while I began to slowly slide my penis back and forth between her toes. In an almost maternal tone, she said, "I know what my Baby Boy needs. My Baby Boy needs a tight place to slide his little penis in and out of. Does that feel good? Do you like it between my toes?"
I squeaked, "Yes! It's wonderful! Oh, Mumsie!"
She stared into my lust-filled eyes and whispered, "Sweetie, you aren't finished with the lotion. You still have a lot of my body to do. You can keep having your fun, but I don't want you to squirt yet. Okay?"
Biting my lip while I slowly humped myself between her toes. I whimpered softly, "Yes, I understand Mumsie."
Returning to my work, I filled my palms with lotion once again and returned to her thick thighs. Mumsie spread the leg I wasn't working on, which let me get a clear view of her huge pussy with its forest of black pubic hair. Those lovely plump lips peeled open before my eyes. Droplets of her excitement were matting down the hair nearest her lips and adding to the already large moist spot on the sheet.
After I'd finished with her thighs, I had to slide out from between her toes and straddle her shin. Glancing into her eyes, I spread my fingers wide apart and pushed them into her pubic bush. Closing my fingers together, I gently pulled upward to judge how long the hair was. my voice cracked, "Mumsie, it's longer than my penis, isn't it?"
She took a sip of her wine, nodded her head and said, "Yes, Baby, my pubic hair is much longer than your little penis."
I'd always been concerned about the dainty size of my penis. It did fit the small, skinny size of my body, but it was much smaller than any other penis I'd ever seen anywhere. My ex-wife thought it was cute at first and tolerated its size. But she eventually grew tired of it and by then, I wasn't at all surprised when she told me we were through.
But with Mumsie it was different. Her daughter had already shared with her my small size and my complete lack of body hair. Since the first moment we met, while I was dating her daughter, I felt we had a special connection. It always felt like she understood me. She just knew what I wanted and needed. And at that moment, she understood that I needed her to confirm that she accepted my tiny penis and small stature.
Reaching out with my index finger, I drew a lazy circle around her engorged clit. "Mumsie, I think your clit is the same size as the head of my penis."
She smiled warmly and said, "Sweetie, I think my clit is bigger."
Biting my lip, I moved further between her thick thighs until I was able to position the glistening pink head of my penis beside her bright pink, engorged clit. What I saw was almost too much for my fragile emotions to handle. Mumsie was right, her clit was bigger than the head of my dainty penis.
After I'd moved back so I straddled one of her immense thighs, she whispered softly, "Baby boy, I didn't come here tonight because I want a big, long, fat cock to fuck me. If I wanted that, I would've stayed home and used one of my many, oversized toys." She let those words sink in while I struggled to keep control of my emotions. "Sweetheart, I came here tonight knowing you had a little bitty penis. I came here tonight because you have other qualities that I find very desirable."
Biting my lip hard, I glanced at her eyes and asked, "Like what?"
She smiled while handing me the bottle of lotion. I took the hint and began the task of moisturizing her big stomach. While I went to work, she said, "For example, you're very cute. You're polite. You're obedient. You're timid and you obviously need someone to take care of you."
I was calming down and my emotions were returning to normal. My small hands were slipping and sliding over the flesh of her vast stomach. They slid over and between the rolls of her tummy. All the while I got closer to her gigantic boobs.
After pausing to moan softly and take another sip of her wine, she said, "I really love that you have no body hair. And I'm enjoying all the attention you've been paying to my body." After one more sip of wine, she said, "My daughter may have been foolish enough to let you go. But I won't be making that same mistake."
Having added more lotion to my hands, I began working on her breasts, one at a time. Biting my lip, I watched my hands sliding over her soft breast. In a hopeful voice, I asked, "We're going to see each other again?"
She smiled while I humped myself against her thigh. "Of course, Sweetheart. We're going to be spending all of our time together."
I giggled and squirmed while my hands slid over her pancake-sized areola. I watched it crinkle up before my eyes. The nipple stiffened under my touch and as I slid my hand near it, I learned her nipple was as big as my thumb to the first knuckle.
Moving off of that thigh, I moved and straddled the other. While I filled my palm with more lotion, Mumsie reached down and ran her fingertip through the smear of my excitement I'd left on her other thigh. She slowly moved that finger toward my face while asking, "Are you Mumsie's good boy?"
I whimpered softly and moaned, "Yes Mumsie, I'll do whatever you want me too." While she painted my lips with my own excitement. I ground myself against her soft thigh. I sat there grinding myself against her while she lowered her hand and while I watched, she dragged her fingertip between her plump pussy lips. When I next saw it, that fingertip was dripping with her love. I sat there passively while she raised that finger again and first drew a line under my nose and then painted my lips with her juices.
Her scent and flavor both filled my senses. I felt like I was floating while I looked into her eyes. In a daze, I completely lost track of everything until I felt Mumsie guide my already lotioned hands down onto her breast. I giggled and blushed while I went back to work. My small hands slid over her breast and that areola and nipple reacted just like the other. Her breasts were so big and soft, I didn't want to move onto her shoulders.
Leaning over her upper body, I rubbed a handful of lotion into both of her shoulders and down her upper arms. Mumsie laid there and purred softly while my hands touched and gently massaged her body. My hips were once again grinding my penis against her thigh and I knew I was going to leave another smear.
From where I sat, I was able to finish applying the lotion to both of her arms, wrists, and hands. I took my time and didn't want to rush. I massaged her hand and slid each of her fingers in and out of my closed fist several times. By the time I'd finished, I had left a very large smear of my excitement on her thigh. We both looked down at it while I still straddled that leg. Without a word, she coated her fingertip with my juices and painted my lips with it again. Leaving me a moaning, squirming, horny mess.
Mumsie had a sparkle in her eye when she sent me back to the foot of the bed to do her feet once more. After filling my palm and warming the lotion, before I began massaging her foot again, I watched as her hand slowly moved down her body until it rested over her dense pubic hair. The index finger of that hand began to tease her giant, swollen and engorged clit. For the first time in my young life, I was watching a woman touch herself.
I struggled to focus while I went to work on her foot. I massaged and rubbed it. My fingers slipped between each of her toes and worked their way down her arch to her heel. Just when her skin had mostly absorbed the lotion and I was ready to move to the other foot, she spread her toes wide apart and whispered, "Baby Boy, my toes miss your little penis."
I whimpered softly while spreading my knees wide apart. Mumsie pressed the bottom of her foot against my raging erection. With very little effort, I pressed my penis between her big and second toe. She squeezed them together and I'd never felt anyplace tighter or more wonderful. I began to slide my penis back and for the between her toes. My eyes were darting between her face and what her finger was doing to her pussy.
I looked away to try and calm down. She immediately called my attention back to her, "Look at me. Don't look away."
While my juices leaked down onto the top of her foot, I grew dangerously close to squirting. In a husky, deep voice, she asked, "Baby, do you want to eat me before or after you squirt?" While she asked, she used her fingers to spread her lips wide apart. Her wonderful, feminine scent fills my bedroom. The moist spot beneath her had grown on my sheet. And her clit seems to throb before my eyes.
While she used one hand to hold her meaty lips wide apart, the index finger of her other hand slid around her clit in circles. In that same deep tone, she prompted me once more. "I asked you a question Sweetheart. Before or after?"
In a squeaky voice, I uttered, "Before."
My penis slipped out from between her toes as I crawled up between her spread thighs. She continued to finger her clit while I leaned in and licked along beside it. Her other hand moved to the back of my head, those moist fingers ran through my hair and kept my face pulled against her sex. My elbows were resting in her moist spot. And I'd never felt so loved before. I knew that was the place I'd always belonged, laying naked between Mumsie's enormous thighs.
Working my way down her lips, gently sucking them into my mouth while she continued to tickle her clit with her fingertip. When at the bottom, I tried to dip my tongue inside of her, but it didn't go very deep. Her pussy was so big. She changed the angle of her finger and allowed me to press my smooth chin against her opening. Moving upward, I licked and kissed all around her clit while I fought with her finger for space.
Adjusting the position of my hand, I slid a finger inside of her. She didn't seem to notice, so I added a second and then a third. As I pressed all four fingers inside of her, Mumsie moaned softly and moved her finger to the side of her clit. Leaning in, I licked and kissed and made love to her with my mouth.
Her pussy still wasn't really that tight around my fingers, so I folded my thumb over and applied gentle pressure until my entire hand slid inside of her to my wrist.
Mumsie arched her back and moaned, "Oh Baby Boy! You know what I need!"
While gently sucking her fat clit between my lips, Mumsie traced my lips with her fingertip. I slowly and gently pushed my hand a little deeper. It was so warm and wet and wonderful inside of her. Mumsie moaned softly as I moved my hand around inside of her. Very slowly, very gently, I curled my fingers over my thumb, careful not to scratch her.
With my small fist and much of my forearm inside of her, Mumsie groaned, "Yes!! That's what I need! Just like that!!"
Her finger began to slide in and out of my mouth while I kissed and licked alongside her clit. Her muscles began contracting beneath my lips and tongue and around my fist. I listened to her breathing become heavy and labored. The hand she'd been tickling her clit with moved to join her other behind my head. Together, both of her hands kept my face trapped against her pussy. Working slowly, I gently undid my fist and began to pull my hand out from inside of her. When my wrist left her pussy and my hand began its slow exit, Mumsie began to convulse. She pulled me against her even tighter and her plump, meaty lips were hugging the sides of my face. Her clit swelled up on my tongue and her thighs clamped my head in place.
I couldn't hear anything. I couldn't see anything. And I couldn't even breathe while she kept me trapped between her thick thighs. She came harder than I was ever able to make her daughter cum. Mumsie's orgasm was real and I was extremely proud that I was able to make her feel that good.
Her orgasm eventually subsided and she relaxed her thighs. My lips left her quivering clit and I slowly pulled my hand the rest of the way out from inside of her. When it slipped out, juices from inside of her ran out of her pussy and added to the already large wet spot on my bed.
My penis was positively rigid and Mumsie still hadn't recovered from her orgasm. I took it upon myself to move back to the foot of the bed. Taking her large foot in my hands, I worked my little penis back between her first two toes. Mumsie was watching all that I was doing while she worked on catching her breath.
From all that had occurred since I'd arrived home, I was far beyond simply being horny. I was desperate and aching to squirt. I hadn't been humping my little penis between her toes for long before my orgasm began to rise up inside of me. I looked into her eyes and chirped, "Mumsie!"
She smiled warmly and squeezed her toes together. Arching my back deeply, I squealed out in a high pitch as my orgasm hit me like lightning bolt. My penis squirted out a long line of my cream from just above her ankle, all the way up the top of her foot.
She began to squeeze her toes together rhythmically while I pumped myself between them. I squirted out three more lines of my love, none of them were as long as the first. After that, it leaked a few more drops before Mumsie's toes had squeezed it all out of me. I was left gasping for air and blushing, suddenly embarrassed by the post-orgasm blues and the shame of what I'd just done.
Without waiting too long, Mumsie spread her toes wide apart and released my penis. She slowly raised her creamy foot up off the bed. In a calm tone, she asked, "Are you my good boy?" I stared at her foot as it rose up even higher.
Biting my lower lip, I whimpered while dealing with the embarrassment after my orgasm, "Yes. Yes, I'm your good boy."
When her big toe bumps against my lips, we both moaned softly. She rubbed the tip of that toe against my lips while saying, "Baby Boy, do you know what I want you to do?"
With my lips brushing against her toe, I moaned, "Yes, Mumsie."
Reaching up with both hands, I helped to support her leg while taking her big toe back in my mouth. After my lips popped off of her toe, I held my mouth to the bottom of her foot and poked my moist, pink tongue between her big and second toes while looking up into her eyes. Moving on to that second toe, I held it in my mouth and licked every inch of it.
With that completed, Mumsie pointed her toes toward me. Still holding her leg in my hands, I lean down and begin licking up the lines of my creamy love. Whenever I closed my eyes for more than a second, Mumsie called to return my attention to her.
While she watched me clean up the mess I'd made, she tweaked a nipple with one hand and dragged her fingers alongside the lips of her pussy with the other hand. Licking and swallowing all of my cream, knowing it's what she wanted of me. Deep down inside, my heart telling me I must please her.
As I licked up the last trace of my orgasm, Mumsie set her glass down on the nightstand and blew out the candle. She readjusted the pillows and laid diagonally across my bed so the wet spot was left between her spread thighs. Having already been kneeling and laying in that moist spot, I wiggled between her legs and curled up on top of it. Mumsie reached to the foot of the bed and pulled the covers up completely covering me with them. In the darkness, I placed gentle kisses up the insides of her thighs. Turning my head and placing one last kiss on her huge clit, I whispered, "I love you Mumsie."
The last words I heard before I drifted off to sleep, with our combined tastes still on my lips and her scent filling my nose were, "I love you too, Sweetheart. And I meant what I said earlier. I'm never going to let you go. You're mine now, Baby Boy."
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Owen and I had been best friends since junior high. We gravitated toward each other due to our disinterest in the opposite sex and the strong feminine streaks which neither of us tried to conceal. Even after graduating from high school, we were still very much alike: small-statured, thin, and cute. We both had pouty lips, button noses, and bubble butts. Although my hair was a lighter shade, we were both blondes and wore our hair in a similar, ambiguous style.
Owen's mom, Sarah, recently remarried. Owen and I were dying to be her bridesmaids, but they wound up eloping to avoid the cost of a big wedding.
His new stepdad, Ben, is gorgeous. We're both completely head-over-heels in lust with him. He's got a chiseled jawline, a fit body, and the sexiest salt-n-pepper hair. Sarah introduced Ben to both Owen and me at the same time. He hugged each of us, instead of trying to shake our hands which made both of us swoon. It was obvious that Sarah had prepped him on the type of boys we were.
My parents travel for their work and are rarely home. Because I hate being alone, I've always spent most of my time at Owen's house, including the nights. Sarah has always been very understanding of our feminine nature and love of girl's clothing. She's never discouraged us from acting and dressing however we wanted. And over time, especially in the hot summer months, Owen and I spend much of our time hardly dressed at all. When we aren't laying out by the pool wearing the bottoms to string bikinis, we're laying around his house in cute, little panties.
Both being 19 years old and in our sexual primes, our penises tend to get stiff dozens of times each day. Neither of us bothers trying to hide our little hardons. And wearing so little clothing, it would be impossible even if we wanted too.
Sarah's response to seeing one or both of our panty-covered erections is to sarcastically ask, "Again???" Ben tries not to stare, but Owen and I don't make it easy for him. If Sarah isn't looking, we'll sometimes pull the fronts of our panties away from our bodies to 'adjust' our little pink hard-ons. The quick flashes of our arousal are enough to make Ben quickly take a seat to hide his reaction.
Sarah works a swing shift at the hospital which leaves Owen and me at home alone with Ben. Ben tries not to stare at the two of us too much. But two, mostly naked, smooth, feminine boys often proves to be too much for him to resist.
Owen and I aren't boyfriends. But we have on occasion, made out and even 69'ed while spending the night together. We're friends with benefits. And we partake in those benefits quite often!
During our sleepovers, Owen and I always bathe together. And before we excuse ourselves to their enormous bathtub, we always tell Ben where we're going. The expression he gets on his face when we tell him is priceless.
Owen and I have made it a habit to always leave the door wide open while we bathe. Sarah thinks it's cute that we bathe together. On occasion, she has even walked into the room to check on us. Having her in the room while we're in the tub always makes my penis tingle! And it tingles even more when, out of the corner of our eyes, one of us catches Ben peeping from the hallway.
During our baths, we always help each other with our grooming. We both have little landing strips above our small, pink penis's. Those little strips are the only hairs we allow below our eyelashes. Although we shave and wash each other, we never go far enough that we squirt in the tub, we save that for later. It's gotten close before, but we've always managed to stop before we went too far.
After drying ourselves off and rubbing each other down with lotion, we slip into clean panties. We leave the bathroom, holding hands with very stiff penises. We make our way to the living room where Ben watches TV. As soon as we step into the room, Ben's eyes zero in our mostly bare bodies.
Recently, while Ben's eyes wandered over the two of us, he asked, "Did you boys have a nice bath?"
Still holding hands, Owen and I grinned at each other before looking back at Ben who had moved a pillow onto his lap. "Yes, we always have fun during our baths."
Owen and I slowly crossed the room until we stood just in front of Ben. Our little penises were throbbing beneath our panties. Owen bit his lower lip before saying, "We're going to bed."
We were still holding hands when I added, "Would you come to tuck us in?"
Ben moaned, "Sure, um, just give me a minute and I'll be right in."
Owen and I turned and wiggled our panty-covered bottoms as we made our way to his bedroom. We both knew we'd gotten to Ben. We'd teased him and turned him on before. But this time was different. He had to hide his erection under a pillow! And the look he had in his eyes was unmistakably lust.
Once we were in Owen's bedroom, we both quickly jumped under the thin sheet of his queen-sized bed. The two of us whispered softly, making a plan for what we'd do next. Ben walked into the room with his shirt untucked and hanging over the front of his pants. He smiled at the two of us with the sheet pulled up to our necks. He walked to Owen's side of the bed. After glancing down at the twin tents our penis's were making from under the thin material of the sheet, he looked at our faces and said, "You've already got yourselves tucked in."
While looking up at Ben, Owen and I both slipped an arm out from under the covers. In our hands, we held the panties we'd been wearing. Sounding sugary sweet, Owen asked, "Ben, would you please put these in my laundry basket?"
I chimed in using an equally sugary sweet voice, "Pretty please?"
When his cock throbbed, the tails of his shirt moved enough to draw my attention. Ben looked like he was in pain when he reached out and took the still-warm panties from our fingers. Owen and I squirmed under the covers when Ben looked down at us with our panties in his hand.
His voice sounded deeper than usual when he said, "You two are going to get me in trouble."
Biting my lower lip and arching my back deeply, I chirped, "What do you mean?"
Owen squirmed beside me and asked, "How would we get you in trouble?"
He shook his head and ignored our questions. When he crossed the room to put our panties in the laundry basket, Owen and I kicked the covers to the foot of his bed. We both lay there, face-up with our hands covering our stiff little prongs. When he turned back around after dropping our panties in the basket, he groaned when he saw us laying side-by-side, naked, hiding our penis' behind our hands.
On his way to Owen's side of the bed, he paused to collect the sheet we'd kicked off. While slowly pulling it back up over our bodies, he said, "You two are wound up tonight."
Once he had us tucked back in, Owen asked, "Aren't you going to give us goodnight kisses?"
Ben grinned, shook his head and moaned, "I think that would be a bad idea."
Biting my lower lip while spreading my legs and arching my back under the covers, "Please? Just a little kiss?"
Owen parted his legs and arched his back under the covers too. "How are we supposed to go to sleep if we don't get a goodnight kiss?"
Ben unsuccessfully tried to be sly about adjusting his erection. Both Owen and I knew exactly what he was doing. He grinned and said, "Fine. You each get a goodnight kiss. But no funny business."
We smiled up at him and squeaked, "We promise!"
Ben leaned down and placed his hands on either side of Owen's head. I watched him pucker his lips while bending down to Owen's pouty lips. Just before their lips met, Owen quickly slipped his arms out from under the covers and looped them around Ben's neck. As their lips met, I saw Owen's pink tongue wiggle its way into Ben's mouth.
When Ben quickly moved to pull away and stand up, Owen kept hold of his neck until he'd been pulled out from under the covers. When Ben took a step away from the bed, he tried to break Owen's hold around his neck. Owen held on and wound up being pulled off the bed and into Ben's arms.
I couldn't be sure at the time, but it looked like Ben was kissing Owen back for a brief moment. When their lips smacked apart, Ben stood there with his big, strong hands resting on Owen's narrow hips. He groaned, "We shouldn't have done that. Your mother..."
That was the moment I jumped out of bed and wiggled between Ben and Owen. I chirped, "My turn!!" Owen sat behind me on the bed.
After looping my arms around his neck, I rose up on my tiptoes and slipped my tongue into his mouth. Ben laid his hands on my hips and gently pushed me away from him. If he'd really wanted the kiss to end, he was easily strong enough to push me away. But he didn't. On the contrary, his tongue slipped between my lips and kissed me back. But it only lasted for a moment. And then our kiss came to an end and we were both left panting.
When I spun around to sit beside Owen, I was surprised to see what he was up too! While still facing Ben and me, he'd leaned back on the bed, spread his legs wide and had encircled the neck of his pink penis with his finger and thumb. He was slowly playing with himself while leaning back on his other hand.
Not to be outdone, I slithered up on the bed beside him and began touching my little penis in the same manner. Ben stood there grabbing his cock over his shirt. His face was flushed and he was breathing heavily.
He watched the two of us masturbate for a few moments before groaning, "I have got to get out of here!"
Owen whined, "But you need to tuck us in again!"
I rolled over onto my knees so my bare bottom was facing Ben. Very slowly, I crawled across the mattress and laid down on my side of the bed. At about the same time, Owen wiggled over until he lay beside me and took my hand in his. Ben stood over us, looking down at our overly excited bodies.
I squeaked, "Tuck us in again? Pretty please?"
He released his cock, moved to the foot of the bed and collected the covers. Before he pulled them back up, Owen and I rolled toward each other. I whimpered, "We didn't give each other goodnight kisses yet!"
We rolled toward each other and our lips met. There was no hesitation, we kissed as only two young, feminine boys can kiss. It was a loud, wet, and very sexy kiss. Owen rolled on top of me, straddling my hips with his arms around my neck. I wrapped my arms around his neck and held him while our tongues slithered together.
Ben never pulled the covers up and over our bodies. When Owen and I next looked for him, he was gone. He left us with the lights still on and the bedroom door wide open. We squirmed against each other while considering if we should go look for him. We both knew he was locked away somewhere jacking off his cock.
Owen and I continued to kiss and grind against each other until we were both so horny we could wait no longer. We rolled around on the bed until he and I were locked into a lusty 69. Our penises were small enough that we could both take the other all the way in our mouths to the root. The wet sucking sounds of our oral lovemaking was not at all quiet. We didn't even try to be quiet or muffle our moans. We wanted Ben to hear us.
Neither of us bothered to check to see if he was watching us from outside the door. After teasing Ben, we both needed to squirt badly! We rolled around and clung to each other while driving ourselves wild with desire. It didn't take long to reach my boiling point. I was the first to pop off into Owen's mouth. He didn't stop sucking on me until he'd squirted into my mouth. We lay on his bed, side-by-side, with my mouth kissing his wilting penis and his mouth kissing mine.
After we'd both recovered from our orgasms, Owen glanced at his clock and found we still had a little time before his mom would get off of work. We slipped off his bed and made our way to the bathroom, completely naked and holding hands. On our way, we didn't see Ben in the living room. But the master bedroom door was closed. The bathroom was at the end of the hall. We left the door wide open while standing side-by-side, going pee in the toilet at the same time.
While we crossed streams and giggled about staring in a ghost fighting movie, we heard Ben open the door he hid behind. Owen and I both turned our heads and smiled when Ben strolled down the hall and leaned in the bathroom's doorway. We returned our attention to the toilet as we finished peeing. Owen and I each took a few squares of toilet tissue and dabbed our penis's before flushing.
While Owen and I moved to the sink so we could brush our teeth, Ben said, "Boys, I think it would be best if Owen's mom didn't learn about..." Owen and I stood side-by-side facing him. Our naked bodies still a little flushed from our orgasms. We each held a toothbrush with a think line of minty toothpaste drawn over the bristles.
I giggled, "That you kissed us both while we were naked?"
Ben cleared his throat and tried to sound serious while gawking at us, "Yes, that is exactly what I meant. I'd appreciate it if she didn't find out about that."
Owen arched his back and said, "Okay, we promise. But from now on, whenever Ethan spends the night and mom is at work, you have to tuck us in and give us goodnight kisses."
I chimed in, "And you can't disappear like you did tonight. I think you would have enjoyed watching what we did after you left."
Ben moaned softly, "What did you two do after I left?" He took a quick breath and then said, "No, don't tell me. I don't want to know!"
Arching my eyebrows up high, I asked, "Why not? We just 69'ed until we squirted into each other's mouths."
Owen set his toothbrush down on the counter and walked toward an obviously aroused Ben. Sounding extremely sexy, he asked, "I can still taste Ethan. Do you want another kiss so you can taste him too?"
My little penis began to stiffen while I watched Owen back Ben against the doorframe. It was silly how little, petite Owen could trap big, strong Ben and make him look so helpless. Owen looped his arms around his neck and pressed his body against Ben's. The kiss was very one-sided at first. But I soon witnessed Ben's strong arms wrapping around Owen's naked body and embracing him while they kissed.
When their lips smacked apart, Owen was humping himself against Ben's thigh. At the same time, Ben was holding Owen's butt cheeks in his hands. Looking toward me, Ben asked in a soft, almost shy voice, "Ethan, are you going to kiss me too?"
Owen slipped out of his embrace seconds before I pressed my body against Ben. When he set his hands on my hips, I looked into his eyes while reaching down and guiding them to my butt cheeks. Then I looped my arms around his neck and let him taste his stepson from my mouth. Our kiss lasted much longer and the entire time I ground myself against the same thigh Owen had used.
When I slipped out of Ben's hands, I stepped back beside Owen at the bathroom counter. Not surprising, he and I both had stiff penis's again. Ben stood in the doorway and watched as we began to brush our teeth while looking at each other in the mirror. With minty toothpaste foam filling my mouth and covering my lips, I slipped my toothbrush out of my mouth.
Looking at Owen I managed to mumble with a foam-filled mouth, "Let me do you!"
Owen slipped his toothbrush out of his mouth and while facing each other, with Ben watching the entire time, we brushed each other's teeth. Two naked, feminine boys with very stiff penis's, brushing each other's teeth was obviously very entertaining to Ben. He stood in the doorway openly groping his hard cock over his clothes.
Together, we pulled the toothbrushes from our mouths. Owen moved to spit out the toothbrush foam, but I stopped him. After dropping my toothbrush into the sink, I took his face in my hands and kissed him! It was a very minty, foamy kiss. Toothpaste foam dripped down between our bodies while we rubbed our stiff penis's together.
All good things must come to an end. And that kiss was a very good thing! When we stepped away from each other, our chests, stomachs, patches of pubic hair and even our penis's had toothpaste foam on them. We giggled while looking at each other and then to Ben who was still fondling himself.
Owen tiptoed to the cupboard and got two fresh washcloths. We moistened them under the faucet with warm water and after wringing them out, Owen and I wiped up the minty foam from each other's bodies. By the time we were both cleaned up, our penis's were leaking with excitement.
Ben, who was still feeling himself up, moaned, "You two boys are amazing."
Owen and I giggled while walking toward him. On our way out of the bathroom, I paused, rose up on my tiptoes and kissed him, just a smack on the lips this time. Owen followed my lead and kissed him the same way I had. I took Owen's hand and we'd just begun walking away from Ben when we heard the garage door opening. Owen's mom was home!
The two of us ran down the hall and into Owen's room. We turned off the light and jumped into bed. We'd barely grabbed the sheet and pulled it up when we heard Ben tell us to roll onto our stomachs. Our little hard-on's were making tents under the sheet. We both rolled onto our stomach's and pretended to be asleep after hearing his mom enter the house.
Ben remained standing in the doorway and Owen's mom, Sarah, soon joined him. We heard them kiss before Sarah whispered, "What are you doing?"
Ben whispered, "I just came to check on the two of them."
Sarah asked, "They didn't get into trouble, did they?"
Ben answered, "No, not at all. They have been perfectly behaved. They spent the afternoon by the pool in their bikini's. And after they came inside, they took a bath together and changed into panties."
We heard the two of them kiss again. Sarah then whispered, "I'm so happy that you accepted my son for who he is. Most men would have a problem with Owen and his friend running around in girl's clothes."
Ben whispered, "Are you kidding? They are just being themselves. I'm really happy that Owen and Ethan have each other. And I think it's adorable that they prefer to wear girl's clothes. Just look at them. They're too cute for boys' clothes."
Sarah whispered back, "God I love you. Let's go to bed and I'll reward you for being such a wonderful stepfather."
While Sarah and Ben made love to each other in their room, Owen and I 69'ed each other once more. After licking each other clean, we cuddled close and planned how we'd next tease Ben. We were both curious how much he could take before he gave in to his desires and buried himself in our bottoms.
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My mom had met my girlfriend, Tonya, once before while she was passing through town. The two of them got along right from the start. They were both tall, strong women with domineering personalities. They both loved their motorcycles and going to motorcycle events. That was where my mom was headed, to a motorcycle rally. My girlfriend hadn't planned to go, but it was only for a single night, so she left to get to know my mom better.
Upon their return, they were like old friends. Even after my mom returned home, they talked to and texted each other daily.
A few months after that rally, Tonya and I went to visit my mom. Upon our arrival, my mom told us we'd be staying in my sister's old room. The bed in her room was much larger than the single bed in my old room. I was surprised my mom was allowing us to sleep together. I was expecting her to make us sleep separately.
My sister was 3 years older and hadn't returned home since she was married several years before. Her room had remained untouched and looked just as it did when she left after finishing high school. When I opened a drawer to find a place to put our things, I found it was still filled with my sister's clothes, as was the closet.
While standing in front of the open closet doors, Tonya reached around me and pulled my sister's old cheerleading outfit out from the closet. She moaned in my ear, "So these are the clothes you used to dress up in after your sister left home."
Leaning back against her, I whispered, "Yes, I tried on every outfit in here."
She whispered, "And I'll bet you were cute as hell. Baby, didn't you tell me your mom caught you once or twice?"
She hung the cheerleading uniform back up and guided me to the bed. While perched on her lap, she had me tell her the sordid tale. How my mom had walked in and caught me wearing a little white summer dress. How she sat me down and we had the most awkward talk in recorded history. I stayed away for a few days, but I soon found myself back in my sister's room trying on her clothes and modeling in front of the mirror.
She calmly asked, "Did your mom ever catch you again?"
Biting my lip, cuddling into her embrace, I confessed, "Yes, she came home early a few weeks later and caught me watching tv wearing panties and a crop top."
She kissed my ear and asked, "Did you have another talk with her?"
She held me in her arms while I went on, "We only talked after the first time. All the other times she caught me, she just smiled and said I looked cute."
She leaned back and looked me in the eye. "Baby, how many times did she see you dressed up? You've only told me about that first time."
Blushing and burying my face against her shoulder, I whispered, "She saw me lots of times." Shame was burning inside of me while I confessed, "After the first few times, I wanted her to see me. I let her see me."
She embraced me and after kissing my forehead, whispered, "You've always been a clit-tease."
I giggled softly while still hiding my blushing face from her.
Her big, strong hand slid up and down my back. "You know I love it when you run around in your girly clothes. And it drives me crazy when you give your little shows. When you dance for me. When you do your little stripteases."
Biting my lower lip, I leaned away from her shoulder so I could look at her face. In a soft, timid voice, I said, "I love putting on shows for you."
She gently kissed my lips and whispered, "I know you do, Baby. As I said, you've always been a clit-tease." While still sitting across her broad lap, she slid her hand up my thigh until it rested over the petite bump of my stiff penis. In a whisper, she suggested, "Sweetheart, do you want to change into something from your sister's closet?"
I squirmed under her touch. With my arms looped around her neck and my face resting on her shoulder, I whimpered, "Yes, I do, more than anything. But my mom, she's right upstairs."
Tonya began undoing the buttons on my shirt. I sat on her lap passively while she casually began to undress me. "Your mom is upstairs. And I have a strong suspicion that she would enjoy seeing you in that cheerleading uniform just as much as I would."
After sliding my shirt off my narrow, pale shoulders, Tonya laid it on the bed beside her. Taking each of my feet in her hands, she removed my shoes and socks. From there, with her hands on my hips, she had me stand between her legs. When she reached for the button on my pants, I whimpered softly when I realized the door to the bedroom we were in, was wide open. My mom could walk by at any moment.
My penis was rigid and throbbing in response to all that was occurring. While Tonya slowly lowered my pants and underwear at the same time, I shivered and goosebumps popped up all over my pale, perfectly smooth, and lightly freckled body. Standing naked before my girlfriend, in a room with the door wide open and my mother in the house, I couldn't recall ever being so horny.
Tonya leaned in and kissed my hairless stomach. She let her lips brush against my skin when she whispered, "I love that we started getting your body hair waxed away. You're too damn cute to have a single hair below your eyelashes."
Glancing to the open door and then back to Tonya, my voice was squeaky when I asked, "Tonya, may I please close the door?"
She didn't hesitate before saying, "No, I don't think so. But you may go choose a pair of panties to put on."
I quickly crossed the room to my sister's dresser. Pulling out the top drawer, I glanced out the door and saw I had an unobstructed view down the hall. Returning my attention to the drawer I'd opened, I picked out my favorite pair of panties. They were white, satin bikini panties with a little lacey trim around the waist and leg openings. With the panties in hand, I returned to stand in front of Tonya. Bending at my hips, I slipped the panties up my hairless legs and over my smooth, petite penis. The feel of satin on my sensitive skin always made me shiver with desire.
With the panties on, Tonya sent me to the closet to retrieve the cheerleading uniform. She first handed me the vest. It was sleeveless with three buttons down the front and left a strip of my pale midriff exposed. Next came the skirt. It was dangerously short, barely concealing my panties and not quite covering the lower swell of my butt cheeks.
In a squeaky voice, I asked, "Should I get the briefs? They're in the dresser."
She made a funny face, "Briefs?"
I giggled, "Yes, they cover my panties so no one sees them."
She grinned, "No, you won't be needing those. But go pick out a pair of socks. I saw little tennis shoes in the closet that have to be a part of this outfit."
Dashing back to the dresser, I chose a pair of bright-white, ankle socks. From the closet and picked up the perfectly clean white tennis shoes. Tonya had me sit on one of her knees while I put them on. When that was finished, I stood before her and preened out the skirt.
She smiled proudly and half-moaned, "You look adorable. Spin around in a circle for me."
Rising on my toes, I spun around in a circle and the skirt flipped out horizontally from my waist. Her eyes wandered over me with hunger. I bit my lip and squirmed my hips from side-to-side. In a timid voice, I asked, "I really look okay?"
She grinned, "You look better than okay. If we were anywhere but here at your mom's house, I'd be sitting on your face right now."
Rising from the bed, she took a firm hold of my hand and said, "Let's go find your mom and show her how cute you look."
I knew better than to ever disagree with Tonya. I'd been raised to respect and obey strong women. I was nervous and felt a little sick to my stomach as we made our way upstairs. At the top of the landing, Tonya leaned down and whispered in my ear, "You don't know how badly I want you to take those panties off before we see your mom."
My eyes popped open wide and I squeaked, "Tonya! I can't!"
She kissed my lips gently and whispered, "I know Sweetheart. We can't let your mom see your little bald penis..." she hesitated before whispering, "yet."
I felt in a daze while walking beside Tonya. We made our way through the living room and kitchen, that's when we saw her sitting outside at the patio table. She had tools scatter around and was working on a part from her motorcycle.
Mom looked away from what she was doing when she heard Tonya open the sliding glass door. When she laid her eyes on me wearing that blue and white, cheerleading uniform, she smiled brightly. She sat there watching Tonya and I cross the patio. Her hands were greasy and she never let go of the tool she was holding. When we stood just in front of my mom, Tonya raised one of my arms above my head and had me spin around in a circle for her.
Still smiling, mom shook her head from side to side and said, "Some things never change." Looking to Tonya, she asked, "Can you spin him around again?"
Raising my arm high, I spun around and around several times until I was giggling because I was so dizzy. Tonya held me in her arms while the world spun around me. She looked to my mom and said, "Do you know what briefs are? I had no idea what they were until just now."
Mom smiled and returned her gaze to my backside while I clung onto Tonya. Mom said, "I didn't know until his sister became a cheerleader. But I see he's gone without them today."
Tonya reached down and took hold of the back of my skirt and slowly lifted it so my panty-covered bottom was on display. I squirmed against her while she spoke to my mom, "Yea, no briefs. And I almost brought him out here without the panties too."
I couldn't see mom's face, but her voice sounded funny when she said, "No panties? That would have been something."
I spun around in Tonya's arms and squeaked, "Mom!"
She grinned and said, "What? I wouldn't be the first time I saw your little penis."
Tonya squeezed my shoulders and asked both of us, "Really?"
While I blushed and pressed my backside against Tonya, mom said, "Oh yes. He would occasionally wear sheer panties. He looked really cute in them. And from the glimpse under his skirt I just got, it doesn't look like he's grown much down here."
Tonya's hands slid slowly down my sides until they rested on my hips. Slipping her hands under my skirt. Hooking her thumbs under the waist of my panties, I squirmed and whimpered softly. Mom set down the things she was holding and wiped her hands off on a rag without ever taking her eyes off of me.
Very slowly, Tonya began to lower my panties. I squirmed, folded my arms against my chest and whimpered softly. Tonya watched my mom watching me. In a matter-of-fact sort of voice, she said, "Since you've seen his penis before, we might as well take these off like I wanted to do in the first place."
My hips squirmed around and my little, pink, penis remained perfectly rigid. With the sun shining down on me while I stood in my mother's backyard, I was having my panties removed by my girlfriend. When my panties fell around my skinny ankles, my mother gasped. Tonya held my hands while I stepped out of the panties. I was embarrassed to see a large moist spot on them when I bent over to pick them up.
Tonya noticed the moist spot too. She held them up for my mother to see before tucking them into her pocket. My little penis was making a slight bump against the front of my pleated skirt. As I squirmed my hips from side to side, the blue inside the pleats of the white skirt became visible as it passed over my little erection.
Tonya leaned down and kissed my ear before releasing my hands and left me standing in front of my while she sat across from my mom at the table.
Mom spoke in a raspy tone, "Why don't you do a cheer for us, Sweetheart?"
My back arched and my penis throbbed. "I-I-I don't know any cheers."
She grinned and said, "Oh yes you do. You used to make them up and practice them in your room. Go on, don't be shy."
I squirmed where I stood. Looking from my mom's eyes to Tonya's. They were waiting for me to perform. Biting my lip, I summoned all my courage and began.
"There's nothing like dancing," Holding my arms straight out to my sides, I bounced my hips from side to side.
"And dancing feels so sweet," Spinning around on my toes, my skirt fluttered up and showed everything beneath it.
"From the top of my head," With my legs spread wide, I bent toward them at my hips.
"To the bottoms of my feet!" Spinning around so my back was to them, I reached back and lifted my skirt high while lifting one foot after the other.
Both ladies clapped for me and I blushed. When the applause slowed, mom asked, "Sweetheart, do you shave your legs?"
Tonya answered for me, "No, he doesn't shave. We take him and have all of his body hair waxed away. It leaves him so much smoother and soft. Plus, it lasts a lot longer."
Mom chuckled, "I didn't think I saw any hair around his little penis. I suppose that is being waxed too?"
Tonya reiterated, "Yes, all of his body hair." Turning her attention to me, she said, "Show her Sweetie."
I blushed and giggled while holding my arms up. I showed her my complete lack of arm and armpit hair. Popping open the first button on the vest, I showed her my pale, smooth chest. Turning my back to my mother, I arched my back and slowly lifted my skirt to give a long look at the smooth, pale globes of my butt.
Tonya spoke in a soft voice, "Spread your cheeks."
My level of arousal was skyrocketing and my shame was evaporating. I whimpered softly while sliding my skirt up and arching my back enough that it left my bottom bare. Laying my hands on my cheeks, my mom spoke up, "This isn't necessary."
Tonya's voice turned firm, "Do it."
My fingers slowly spread my cheeks wide apart. I heard Tonya groan, "Good girl."
A warm breeze blew across my naked lower half and I moaned softly. Releasing my cheeks, I let my skirt fall back into place and turned to face the two ladies. Mom's face was flushed and she was breathing heavily. Tonya had her hand in her lap, she was rubbing her pussy over her jeans.
Biting my lower lip, I let my hips sway from side to side. I was so horny. Being so shameless in front of not only Tonya, but my mom was beyond anything I could have imagined. "Um, what should I do now?"
Tonya spoke softly, not wanting to draw my mom's attention away from me. "Baby, why don't you dance for us?"
I began swaying my hips more so my skirt flipped up on the sides. Holding my hands behind my head. I asked, "Like this?"
Tonya said, "Yes, like that. Just like you dance for me at home."
Blushing, I kept dancing, swaying my hips and turning around slowly. While my back was to them, I began undoing the buttons on my vest. When I'd turned back to face them, I popped open the last button.
As the vest slid down my arms, I flipped it onto the nearby recently mown grass. Wearing only little shoes, socks, and the skirt, I danced around until my back was to them once again.
When I reached back and pinched the zipper between my thumb and first finger, my mom spoke up, "Alright, I think this has gone far enough."
Looking back at her over my bare, pale shoulder, my hips were still swaying from side to side. All traces of shame and embarrassment were long gone. Biting my lower lip, I timidly asked, "Are you sure?" While slowly sliding the zipper down.
Mom didn't say anything. She didn't move or even blink. She sat there and watched as I lowered the zipper down. Holding my legs together, arching my back and pushing my bottom back toward her, I let go of the skirt and let it fall to the ground at my feet. My entire, pale and smooth body was out for her to see. Wearing only little shoes and socks, I slowly raised my arms above my head and began swaying my naked bottom.
My stomach was doing somersaults when I began to slowly turn around. Before either of them could see, I lowered one hand and hid my desperate erection. By then, I wasn't dancing. I was squirming under the warm sunshine. Both women were staring at me intently. Biting my lip hard while summoning all my courage, I closed my eyes and slowly lowered my hand to my side. I stood there with my pale, bald penis pointing toward the sun.
The tension between the three of us could have been cut with a knife. I was outside in the middle of the day, naked and erect in front of my girlfriend and my mom! Feeling their eyes on my body spurred me on. I let my hands slide up and down my sides as I began to dance for them again.
Without taking her eyes off of me, my mom said under her breath, "This is wrong. We need to stop. You shouldn't be doing this with me."
She was talking, but she wasn't making a move to leave. Nor was she looking away. I continued to dance and began moving toward her. She had leaned back in her chair as I stepped close to her. When I stood at her feet, facing her, I slid my hands behind my back and laced my fingers together. While swaying my hips from side to side, I whispered, "Mom, I used to love it when you saw me dressed like a girl."
Her eyes drifted slowly over my smooth, pale body. she whispered, "I know, Baby." Her eyes wandered up and down my naked body, lingering on my stiff, pink penis for a short time before looking into my eyes.
Tonya spoke from the opposite side of the table, "Sweetie, your little penis is leaking. Why don't you climb up on the table."
Looking away from my mom, I turned to the table and scooted up on top of me. Laying on my back with my knees bent and my little tennis shoes flat on the tabletop.
Tonya scooted her chair close to the table and let her fingertips slide over my smooth chest and stomach. My mom was trying not to look, but the temptation was too great. She soon was staring at me laying nearly naked on that table under the sunshine. She moved her chair so she sat directly across from Tonya with me laying between them.
With her index finger extended, Tonya barely touched the underside of my overly excited penis, just under the squishy, pink head. I whimpered softly and bucked my hips up against her touch. She removed her finger and whispered, "I know you're excited, but I want this to last a few minutes. Okay?"
My response was a squeaky, "Okay Tonya."
Tonya laid her finger against that sensitive spot, barely moving it all, just until I began thrusting my hips, she then removed it. Over my body, she spoke to my mom, "He tends to squirt quickly if we don't pace ourselves."
Without taking her eyes off of my rigid and leaking penis, my mom asked, "Just one finger? That's all you use? I've never..." She didn't finish her thought due to my skinny penis oozing out a rather large dollop of my crystal-clear excitement.
Tonya continued to touch me until my hips bucked up against her fingertip. While she drove me further into a frenzy, she continued talking to my mom. "Yes, just my fingertip. He is so small, that's all it takes." Looking at me, she asked, "Isn't that right, Baby?"
I whimpered softly, "Yes, a finger is all I need."
She asked in a soft voice, "Have I ever used more than a fingertip to make you squirt?"
Arching my back, I moaned, "No...."
Tonya looked back to my mom, "Do you want to try?"
She shook her head and answered in a deep, raspy voice, "No, I couldn't. He's my son."
Tonya chuckled, "It's just a fingertip."
My mom shook her head again, "No, I can't. It would be so wrong." Holding up her hands, she grinned when she said, "My hands are covered in grease. I wouldn't want to get him dirty. He's never liked to be dirty."
The next time I thrust my hips up against her fingertip, Tonya rose from her chair and walked around behind my mom. She leaned down beside my mom's shoulder and took hold of her arm, guiding it toward me. She whispered, "I'm sure he won't mind getting a little grease on his penis." Looking to me, she asked in an equally soft whisper, "Will you, Sweetheart?"



I writhed on the table and moaned, "No. Not at all."
My mom was breathing heavily making her chest heave with each breath she took. Her eyes looked glazed over, I'd never seen her look like that before. Tonya looked perfectly serious, still guiding my mom's hand toward my desperate penis. As it grew near to its destination, my mom closed her hand, leaving only her greasy index finger extended.
When it was about ready to make contact with my little penis, Tonya let go of her arm. My mom continued reaching forward until she touched my penis on her own. I gasped and nearly squirted at that first contact. Tonya was right there and prompted my mom to remove her finger. Tonya remained standing behind my mom, teaching her how to drive me insane with desire until she got the hang of it. She then returned to the other chair and watched as my mom edged me to the verge of orgasm dozens upon dozens of times.
I was gripping the sides of the table with white knuckles and stomping my feet on the tabletop after I'd been denied for the umpteenth time. I'd leaked so much juice, it was dripping down my sides. My entire body was covered in a layer of perspiration. I begged and pleaded for a while, but it was pointless. My mom had left any trace of shame behind and seemed to be having the time of her life. Tonya wasn't helping the situation either, she was urging my mom to continue teasing my body for as long as she wanted.
At some point that afternoon, Tonya shared more secrets about our love life. While I writhed between them, Tonya offered, "I said earlier that I'd never used more than a finger to make him squirt."
My mom replied in the same raspy voice, "I remember. I was surprised at first. But it makes sense now. He's so small! And this is fun!"
I cringed and bucked my hips up toward her touch, mom quickly removed her finger.
Tonya grinned and said, "I may have exaggerated." My gaze shot across the table to meet hers. She went on to say, "There are two other ways I make him squirt."
I squeaked, "Tonya! No! Please!"
My mom ignored me and asked, "Two other ways? Do tell."
Tonya laid her hand on my naked chest. She smiled at me and then shared, "I've always discouraged him from touching himself."
My mom smiled, "He has you, he shouldn't need to ever touch himself."
Tonya seemed pleased that my mom agreed with her. "But there are times when I'm too tired or just not wanting to play with him. Those are the times I send him to get his little, white satin pillow. He takes off all his clothes and humps his little pillow on the floor while I watch."
My mom laid her fingertip against the soft, sensitive neck of my penis for a fraction of a second before removing it. It was long enough to drive my level of excitement into the stratosphere. Looking first at Tonya, then to me, she said, "It's a pity I didn't know about this pillow while you lived at home."
Tonya whispered, "The other way I make him squirt..."
I squeaked, "Tonya, please don't!"
Mom laid her fingertip against my penis for a few seconds to keep me from whining. It worked.
Tonya looked only at my mom, "Well, I have a strap on..."
My mom gasped, "No!"
Tonya smiled, nodded her head, "YES!" She let that fact sink in with my mom for a few moments while I writhed on the table between them. "I use it when he's feeling romantic, he gets like that sometimes."
Mom touched my penis again. She left it in place for almost too long. I was squeaking and thrusting my hips up wildly.
Tonya went on, "He can squirt in as little as a minute or two while using his pillow. I can make him get off just as quickly with my fingertip. But with the strap-on, that takes a good long time. We may be at it for an hour or more. But those are his biggest orgasms too. They leave him completely drained and we're both exhausted."
My mom looked down at my extremely horny body and I saw lust in her eyes. She uttered, "I've never used... I thought about it. I've wanted to. But I've never."
I bit my lower lip and whispered, "With me? You've wanted to do that with me?"
She gently laid her fingertip onto my penis and rubbed small circles. While my orgasm quickly built, she whispered, "Not until now. But yes, I do want to do that to you."
My body began acting on its own. I had no control over it all. My legs and arms began flailing about. My back arched very deeply. Every muscle in my body eventually went taut and I squealed loudly in a high pitch. Then it happened. Right there on that patio table. With my girlfriend sitting on one side and my mom on the other. With my mom's finger gently teasing my skinny, little penis. And the sun shining down on me, I came. I came hard! My juices exploded out of me raining down on my chest and stomach.
Tonya moaned, "Wow! If he squirts that hard with your finger..." she paused when my penis throbbed and spurt out another large line of my creamy love onto my stomach. "when you take him with a strap-on, he's going to have the biggest orgasm of his life."
My mom sat there rubbing her fingertip along the underside of the neck of my penis. Tonya whispered, "Baby, don't you have something to say to your mom?"
I swallowed hard and turned to look at my mom. Knowing what I needed to say, it was a rule of Tonya's. My voice was choppy due to my still heavy breathing. "Thank you for making me squirt. I love you, mom." Tonya always insisted I thank her and tell her I love after I squirt.
Mom looked from my quickly wilting penis to my face. I whispered, "I love you too, Baby." She then quickly excused herself. She rose from the table and went inside the house.
My creamy love was dripping down my sides but I didn't even try to move. I wasn't fully recovered from all that had occurred. Tonya began dragging her finger through the pools of cream on my stomach. In a sexy voice, she asked, "You know what your mom went inside to do, don't you?"
Biting my lip, I asked, "Really?"
Tonya nodded her head, "Without a doubt. She went straight to her bedroom and pulled out her vibrator. The giant one you told me you found in her bottom dresser drawer. The one you used to hear her use sometimes while you laid in bed at night." She leaned in close and whispered in my ear, "How big was that vibrator, Baby?"
I whimpered softly, "It was really big."
She whispered, "Was it bigger than my strap-on?"
I whispered, "It was a little longer and much thicker. A lot thicker."
She lifted her cream-covered finger from my stomach and began painting my lips with it. "Sweetheart, have you ever wondered how a woman like your mom, a woman who needs a long, fat cock to get off, ever gave birth to a petite, gentle boy like you?"
My little penis was becoming stiff once again. "My mom told us, me and my sister, that our dad was a boy she went to school with. He was small and cute like me. They grew up next door to each other. They were each other's first. And every time she went to the town she grew up in, the two of them got together."
Tonya scooped up a bit of my cream onto her finger and fed it to me while she said, "That makes sense. But I cannot imagine your mom with a boy your size."
I giggled, "I can't either!" when the giggling stopped, I asked in all seriousness, "Tonya, do you think someday we could try? I mean, I love your finger, my pillow, and your strap-on. And I love to kiss you down there and use your big vibrator on you. But, maybe someday do you think we could try?"
Scooping another finger full of cream, she fed it to me and smiled, "How about we make a deal. When we get home, I'll let you try. But if I can't feel you, we go back to fingers, your pillow and my strap-on."
Biting my lip, I whispered, "You're not going to be able to feel me, are you?"
She smiled, "Probably not, but we can try." Her smile changed to a grin that let me know she had a plan in mind. "You know, I packed my strap-on. Let's get you cleaned up and see if your mom wants to take you for a spin."
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While out to dinner with my mother, I kept getting distracted by a woman sitting at a nearby table working her way through a bottle of wine. She was sitting all alone, hadn't ordered any food, and kept glancing between her phone and the door. The woman was near my mother's age, rather full-figured with a very large bust. Her face was plump and pretty. But at the moment, she looked on the verge of tears. She was dressed nicely in low heels and a very modest, below the knee dress.
After we'd finished eating, my mother grinned at me, slyly motioned to the woman and asked, "She looks sad, doesn't she?"
My face blushed, "Yes, she does."
She then stood up from the table, picked up our check, and reminded me she was going to meet several of her friends at a new wine bar. She then glanced at the woman I'd been admiring all night and whispered, "Why don't you go say hello. See if you can cheer her up."
My face blushed again. When my mom said 'cheer her up' it meant more than just that. The year before, one of her lady friends, Janis, had gotten quite depressed. She'd been divorced and had become very lonely and depressed. During that time, Janis and I began seeing each other. Over the following few months, she taught me how to properly please a woman. That relationship was supposed to be a secret, but my mom and her other lady friends seemed to know about it from the start.
Like the lonely woman across the restaurant, Janis was also rather tall and full-figured with an exaggerated hourglass figure. My mother could also be put in that category and had struggled with her body image for most of her life. I suppose that is part of the reason why she teased me about being attracted to women her size and age.
With my face flushed with embarrassment, I whispered, "I think I may go introduce myself."
My mother kissed my cheek and said, "Good luck, Sweetheart. I'll see you whenever you get home. Even if that isn't until tomorrow!"
After she left, I stood up and summoned all my courage while walking toward the lonely woman's table. When I stood just beside it, I bit my lower lip and whispered, "Excuse ma'am, I just wanted to say you look very pretty tonight."
After wiping a tear from her cheek, she smiled at me weakly, "Excuse me? Were you talking to me?"
I smiled and assured her I was. The sadness in her expression began to fade almost immediately. I tried not to sound too timid when I introduced myself as Chris. She smiled warmly and told me her name was Martha. After standing there awkwardly for a few moments, I summoned my courage again and asked if I can join her.
Her voice was almost free of any unhappiness when she said, "Yes. Please sit down."
Martha and I talked over an appetizer and drinks. After a little casual chit-chat, as my mom called it, Martha shared that she had been stood up. It was her first attempt at internet dating and it was an utter failure until I showed up. I giggled and blushed a little.
After a little prodding, she went on to share that she'd been divorced for almost two years. Her ex-husband, Randall, left her for a younger, prettier girl. I told her I doubted the girl was prettier, younger perhaps, but not prettier.
After flirting with her the best way I knew how, she grinned and asked, "Chris, how old are you?"
My voice sort of cracked when I said, "Twenty."
She spoke in a soft voice, almost like she was talking to herself, "Oh my! That is four years younger than the slut Randall left me for."
After another lull in the conversation, she asked if I wanted something to eat. I told her I was fine with
the appetizer, but she should order if she wants too. After she opened the menu, I told her the desserts were on the back. Martha looked at me like I was crazy. I quickly explained that my mom sometimes liked to start with dessert and then see if she had room for the main course. Biting my lower lip nervously, I needed to say this as nicely as possible, "My mom is a full-figured lady."
Martha liked the idea of having dessert first and seemed to be very pleased I'd been raised by a woman her size. She went on to ask if my father was a small man. I smiled while explaining that I'd never met him. But my mom had shown me pictures and he was about my size.
After turning her attention to the dessert menu, she told me she couldn't decide between the carrot cake or the chocolate cake. Leaning over the table a little, I suggested she order both. She looked at me as if I were crazy again and said, "I couldn't!"
I giggled, "Why not?"
The banter went back and forth until the waiter arrived and Martha ordered a serving of each. When he returned, he set a plate in front of Martha that held a full-quarter of a double-layered, chocolate cake. In front of me, he set the quarter of the double-layered, carrot cake. I let it go untouched while Martha slowly devoured her chocolate cake. She asked if I wanted to try it at one point and I declined.
After wiping her lips on her napkin, she told me she was going to get a box for the carrot cake. I reached across the table and swapped the plates so the carrot cake sat in front of her and encouraged her to at least try it. After the first bite, she told me it was delicious. I told her I knew it would be and encouraged her to have a little more. After eating half of that slice, I told her it wasn't even worth getting a box for and pointed out that there were only a few bites left. When the fork slid out from between her lips after she'd wiped up the last of the frosting from the plate, she looked happier than she had all night.
She waved the waiter over and asked for the check, telling me she had no room for the main course. When he arrived with the check, I tried to grab it, but Martha got to it first. When it was all taken care of and we were ready to leave, I got up first and raced around to the table to hold her chair while she scooted out. Once on her feet, she took hold of my hand and we walked out of the restaurant together. I was with a mature, full-figured woman with huge boobs, wide hips, and the warmest smile I'd ever seen. Walking along beside her, she stood half a head taller and was surely more than twice my weight. I didn't notice, but I bet we attracted a little attention on our way out.
Standing on the curb outside, Martha asked how I'd gotten to the restaurant. I quickly explained that I'd come with my mom, but she left to join her friends. I told her I'd get an Uber. With my hand in my pocket getting my phone, she reached out and laid her large, soft hand on my forearm and said, "You will do no such thing. I'll drive you home."
I answered with a smile, "That's nice of you. I'd like that. Thank you, Martha."
She led me to her car and I held the driver's door open for her before racing to the other side. Once I was buckled-in on the passenger's side of her enormous, full-size car, she pulled out of the parking lot and began asking for direction. I gave her the first few turns, before she casually asked, "Chris, do you have any roommates?"
I giggled while squirming on the huge seat of her car, "Just my mom!"
She glances away from the road to me sitting beside her and said, "Wow, you are young!" After returning her attention to the road and letting a block go by in silence, she sounded like she was afraid to hear my answer when she asked, "Would you like to come to my house for a little while before I take you home?"
I responded in a very soft whisper, "I'd like that very much." After she'd taken the first turn away from the direction of my house, I silently undid the seatbelt and scooted across the huge bench seat close to her.
She wrapped her large, soft arm around my slender shoulder and said, "This evening has turned out better than I hoped it would."
Whispering back, "Is there anything I can do to make it even better?" Before she had a chance to respond, I gently laid my hand on her thigh about halfway between her knee and her hip. My stomach was doing somersaults and I felt dizzy. I'd never been so forward with anyone before.
When it was safe, she looked away from the road, down to my small, pale hand on her enormous thigh. She then lifted her eyes until she was looking into mine. She whispered, "Chris, I don't know about this. You're so young. You're so... You need a girl your age."
I bit my lower lip and answered, "I want to do this. Martha, I want to make you feel good. You're such a nice lady. You deserve some attention."
She whispered, "I don't know. It seems wrong."
Turning my head, I placed several soft kisses over her dress on the side of her enormous breast. Her perfume was musky and I felt the heat of her body radiating through her dress.
With my lips still brushing against her dress, I whispered, "Let me do this, please."
She was struggling to convince herself this would be a socially acceptable encounter. When she pulled up to the next stoplight, I snuggled up even more beside her and placed a kiss on the side of her neck. While waiting for the light to change, I kissed my way to the front of her neck. Nearly wiggling my way into her lap, I then kissed my way up under her chin and until our lips met.
My tongue slipped into her mouth and slithered across the top of her tongue. She began kissing me back while her arms embraced my body. When she next opened her eyes and saw the light had changed, she began to slowly drive while I kissed my way back down her neck. Covering her in kisses as I worked my way toward her ear, I whispered, "Can you lift the steering wheel?"
At the next opportunity, she lifted the steering wheel as far as it would go. I kissed my way down the front of her dress... right down the middle, not veering off to kiss her gigantic breasts, even though I wanted to so badly.
On my knees in the front seat with my head in her lap, I slowly slid her dress up her legs. Scooting down, I began kissing my way up her huge, pantyhose covered, thigh while pulling the dress up as I went. She was running her fingers through my hair and I could smell her excitement.
When I got to her lap, I smushed my face between her thighs and blew my warm breath right between her legs.
She moaned and said, "Chris, you need to stop! I'm trying to drive! We're going to get in an accident!"
Sliding off of her lap, I squirmed up beside her. I kept myself busy kissing her neck and shoulder. The next time she had to stop, I asked her to lean forward a little. As quickly as I could, I reached back and unzipped her dress part way. While sliding her dress off her shoulder and slipping her arm out from the sleeve, she moaned, "I can't believe this is happening!"
She began driving again as I slowly pulled the dress down under her breast. It was huge. The sturdy bra she wore was lacey and sexy. I kissed my way down from her shoulder and over the cup of her bra. Looking up at her face, I whispered, "Are we almost home?"
She answered in a raspy voice, "Almost, just a little farther."
I continued to kiss all around the perimeter of her bra. Her skin was soft, warm, and smelled like musky perfume. Laying my open mouth over the bump her nipple was making, I inhaled and then exhaled through her bra.
When the car turned and finally came to a stop, I looked away from Martha's breast and saw she'd pulled to a stop in the driveway of a nice, two-story suburban home. She turned the car off and sat for a moment breathing heavily. I snuggled against her side, letting my open palm slide over her bra encased breast. While kissing her earlobe, whispered, "Are we going inside?"
She moaned softly, "My neighbors, what will they think if they see you coming inside with me?"
Whispering, "What will they think when they see us leave together in the morning?"
She arched her back and moaned, "Oh my lord!"
After one more kiss on her neck, I slipped out of the car and walked around to her side. Opening the door, I offered my hand to help her out. Martha paused to get her dress back on and zipped up. She then reached out and took my hand. Rising out of the car, we walked hand-in-hand to her door. She fumbled with the keys but eventually got the door opened. After we'd stepped into her home, she closed and locked the door before turning back to face where I stood. The sexual tension could have been cut with a knife.
She was about to say something, but I dropped to my knees and flipped her dress up over my head. Kissing and licking my way up her thick, pantyhose covered legs, my face was soon pressed between her thighs. I opened my mouth wide and exhaled my warm breath through her moist pantyhose.
Martha leaned back against the door and spread her legs wider apart. I scooted in even farther beneath her. I placed kisses and licked along the lips of her nylon-covered pussy. When I finally slid out from under her dress, I remained kneeling on the floor at her feet. Her face was flushed and her chest was heaving. She whimpered softly, "It's been so long."
I licked my lips and asked, "Martha, where is your bedroom?"
She nodded her head toward a flight of stairs and when I rose to my feet, she took my hand and led me to the second floor, down a hall to the master bedroom. I guided her to the bed and had her sit down.
Dropping to my knees once more, I removed her shoes one at a time while she leaned back on her hands and watched. After both shoes had been removed, I held one of her feet in my hands, kissed the bottom of her big toe, and whispered, "Martha, I need you to stand up again."
After setting that foot gently on the floor, she stood up in front of me. While looking into her eyes above me, I slid my hands up the outsides of her thighs, under her dress, until I felt the band of her pantyhose. When I hooked my fingers under that band and began slowly working them down her legs, she maintained eye contact while her chest heaved heavily. She was bare beneath her pantyhose and when I'd gotten them down to her knees, Martha sat back down.
After I'd completely removed her pantyhose, I tossed them aside and picked up her foot once again. I placed kisses on each of her freshly polished toenails. While staring into her eyes, with my lips brushing against the top of her foot, I whispered, "I'm really glad your date stood you up tonight."
She moaned softly, "Chris, why me? I'm old enough to be your mother."
Moving to her other foot, I kissed each of those toenails and licked along the top of her foot which made her moan softly. In between kisses, I whispered, "Why you? Because you looked so pretty in the restaurant. But you were also so sad. And no woman should ever look that sad."
She kept staring into my eyes as I kissed my way across her ankle and up her shin. The skin was soft and freshly shaved. She was prepared for her date, just in case. I worked my way up her shin until I met her knee. Biting my lower lip, I then flipped her dress over my head. Martha laid back on her bed and spread her legs wide. I kissed my way up both thighs, switching between them. The smell of her arousal was strong and unmistakable.
When I kissed along the lines where her thighs met, I backed off a little to admire the beauty before my eyes. Her dark pubic hair was long, but the sides were trimmed so it was shaped into an enormous triangle. Leaning forward, I slid my tongue between her plump lips, inside of her, and slowly licked my way up to her stiff, thimble of a clit. Her thighs squeezed against my head and then released. But they seemed to be quivering against the sides of my head.
From above, I could hear Martha breathing heavily and moaning softly. Licking circles around her clit with the tip of my tongue, she groaned again, "It's been so long."
Gently sucking her thick clit into my mouth, I held it for a short time while tickling it with my tongue. When it slipped out from between my lips, I whispered, "How long has it been?"
She moaned while I began licking circles around her clit again. "I haven't been with anyone since the divorce."
I whispered with my lips brushing against her sex, "How long?"
She arched her back, "More than two years. But even longer since anyone has done what you're doing."
Taking a long lick from the bottom of her pussy to her clit, I whispered, "How long?"
Her clit throbbed on my tongue and her legs began to vibrate. Soon after, she began to writhe about under my lips. Just before her legs clamped down tightly on my head, she groaned, "Decades!"
And then she came. Her thick legs held my head securely in place. Her entire body began to shake and jiggle. Her hands moved to hold my head in place beneath her dress. As her orgasm crested, I pulled back and blew my warm breath onto her peeled-open lips.
After giving her several moments to calm down, I kissed my way out from under her dress. While sitting on my heels, she lifted herself on her elbows. I smiled and said, "You're wearing too many clothes."
Her face was flushed when she moaned the words, "So are you."
Biting my lower lip, I giggled, "If you say so!" I then slipped off my shoes and socks before rising to my feet. I stepped back from Martha and looked into her eyes while undoing the buttons on my shirt. After letting it slide off my narrow, pale shoulders, I reached down and began undoing my pants. Martha's eyes drifted over my skinny, upper body. Her gaze lingered on my collarbones and the impressions of my ribs.
When I lowered the zipper of my pants, I thought I was going to faint! My mother's friend Janis had been the only other person to ever see me naked! Janis had taught me so much about women. Compliments, manners, and respect were paramount. Never rush the sex. Go slow and take your time. The sex is about the woman, not my penis. Janis had also taught me that I shouldn't be ashamed of my petite build, and that is the lesson I struggled with the most. I'd always been short, skinny, and shy. Janis had been the person who helped to teach me they were good qualities, not bad. As I stood there undressing for Martha, I saw she was looking at me the same way Janis did when I undressed for her.
The blush on her face darkened when my zipper had been lowered all the way, "I cannot believe this is happening."
Very slowly I began to lower my pants and underwear together. I watched her staring at my waist when my skinny, little prong of a penis popped out, it was rigid and throbbing. Her eyes opened wide and she chirped, "Oh my!"
After dropping my pants and underwear to my ankles, I stepped out of them and stood there letting her look at my naked body. I struggled to keep from squeezing my eyes shut. But I managed to keep them open but was unable to maintain eye contact.
She sat up from her elbows on the bed and reached out to take my hands. I stood there in front of her naked and erect. She looked from my penis to my eyes and spoke in a soft voice, "Chris, you're beautiful."
Biting my lip while my entire body flushed, I whispered, "Thank you." I giggled a little before saying, "Um, it's your turn."
She hesitated before reaching behind her back to lower the zipper on her dress. I stopped her and told her I wanted to do it. She stood up slowly and turned her back to me. Reaching up, I slowly lowered the zipper until it was down. Sliding it off of her shoulders, I helped it slip over her enormous breasts and wide hips. I kept hold of it while it traveled down her legs and she stepped out of it. I lay it on her dresser before turning to address her bra. I struggled with the five, sturdy hooks and eventually gave up and asked for her help.
With her big, bare bottom still facing me, she made quick work of the bra and let it slide down her arms, leaving her naked. She began to tell me how long it had been since anyone had seen her without clothes. While she was still talking, I dropped to my knees and began kissing the backs of her knees, working my way slowly up the backs of her thighs. Martha stopped talking mid-sentence and stood there as I kissed my way up her body. When I met the bottoms of her butt cheeks, I wrapped my arms around her thighs and kissing my way over them. I covered those big cheeks with kisses before rising back onto my feet and kissing my way up her naked back.



While I kissed my way across her shoulders, she whispered, "I can't believe this night is turning out like this."
My hands were sliding up and down her sides. Over her wide hips to her ribs and back down again. My lips lingered on her shoulders and upper back while my hands never explored the front of her body. After several moments, I felt Martha's skin shiver just before she took a step forward, away from me, and slowly turned to face me.
She looked afraid of what I might think of her body. But she didn't need to worry. Her thighs met each other not far above her knees. Her pubic hair was the huge dark triangle that I thought it was and the hair was matted down with her excitement near her sex. She had a plump stomach, but it didn't roll over on itself while she stood. And her boobs were enormous! Bigger than any of my mom's friends. The pancake-sized areolas were pointing low, but not straight down and her thimble-sized nipples seemed to be begging for attention.
Looking into her eyes, I spoke with 100% sincerity, "Martha, you are gorgeous."
She whispered, "Stop it." As she reached out, took my hand and stepped back to her bed. After laying back with her head against the pillows, I crawled up between her legs and repeated, "You are gorgeous. I mean it. I do."
She grinned and reached up to me, "Chris, stop talking and come make love to me."
I moved away from her hands and shook my head, "Not yet. I need to make you cum again with my mouth."
"You don't need to do that." As she spoke those words, she spread her legs further apart, as if inviting me to start eating her again. But before I could start, she looked into my eyes while her legs began to close together and asked in a serious voice, "Wait, you need to? Chris, what did you mean by that?"
I sat back on my heels and began to explain, "I've only been with one other person. But she taught me what I needed to do."
Martha grinned, "Did she now? And who might this girl be?"
Biting my lower lip, "Her name is Janis. And she is a friend of my mom's."
Martha began to slowly spread her thighs wide apart again. She asked in a soft voice, "Is Janis closer to your age or my age?"
I whispered, "Your age."
Her legs spread wide apart and the lips of her pussy separated revealing the moist flesh within. She asked, "Is Janis built like your mother and me?"
I nodded my head slowly. Martha then said, "I suppose I should find out if Janis knew what she was teaching you."
My penis was throbbing so hard and desperate for attention. But it wasn't time to take care of myself yet. I lay down between Martha's thighs and placed gentle kisses up and down the areas where her thighs met together beside her pussy. When I got near enough, I gently sucked one of her lips into my mouth and licked it with the flat of my tongue. She was so wet! It was difficult to keep her lips sucked into my mouth without it slipping out and making terrible sucking noises.
I licked up the inside of that lip, from the very bottom clear up to her clit. Licking a line around the hood of her clit, I then licked my way down the other side. After repeating that a few times, I smushed my face against her while dipping my tongue inside.
From above, Martha moaned, "Oh Chris! That feels so heavenly!"
I tried to poke my tongue in and out of her a few times before licking my way right up the middle. I knew my face was drenched when my tongue got close to the nub of her clit. Without even touching it, I began licking my way down to dip my tongue back inside. I repeated that same action dozens of times: dip my tongue inside of her, lick up between her lips, stop short of her clit, and head back down.
She eventually reached down and laid her hand beside my face. "Chris, please don't tease me."
I licked my way back up to her clit. After drawing a few circles around it with my tongue, I pursed my lips and gently sucked it into my mouth. I let it slip out from between my lips and then gently sucked it back in. Her thighs began to tighten around the sides of my head and that was my sign that she was getting close. Sliding my tongue out of my mouth, I began lapping at her clit with the flat of my tongue. Over and over, maintaining a slow, steady pace.
She began calling out my name while her big, soft thighs clamped down tightly on my head. Her body began to spasm and twitch. Very soon her back arched deeply and I felt her clit shudder and dance on the flat of my tongue. When the sensations became too intense for her, she spread her knees apart, pushed my head away, and scooted away from me against the mountain of pillows.
While I lay there, face down on the bed, struggling not to hump myself against her bedcovers with my face glistening with her juices. Martha was still in the throes of orgasm. She had laid one hand between my face and her pussy to keep me away. Her entire body was flushed and she had a far-off look in her eyes. Random muscles throughout her body were still spasming while her enormous boobs rose and fell with each breath she took.
I slowly moved up between her thighs again. Steering clear of her hand and pussy, I planted soft, gentle kisses up and down the insides of her thighs while looking up into her eyes. When she'd mostly recovered, she whispered, "That was incredible."
My lips drifted up to her thigh, kissing her gently and licking her soft flesh between those kisses. When I moved over the hand that still covered her pussy, I kissed the back of it and whispered, "Martha, may I please make love to you now?"
She slid her fingers through my hair and whispered, "Baby Boy, I'm still very sensitive."
Biting my lip, I whispered, "Would it help if I told you I never last very long?"
She grinned at me and began to move so she was lying flat on her back again. She teasingly said, "I've already cum twice and haven't even touched you. I suppose it's the least I can do."
While I moved with her until I was positioned between her spread thighs, on top of her. I rotated my hips until my little penis was nestled between the lips of her pussy. The squishy pink head of my penis began to bump against her clit when I slowly thrust back and forth.
Martha grinned and whispered, "Sweetheart, you aren't in."
I slowed down to keep from squirting. Holding still while the meaty lips of her pussy hugged my penis. I gasped, "I know. I like it better this way. I don't fall out. Is that okay?"
She reached up and lay her hand on the side of my face and whispered, "Of course it's okay, Baby Boy." With her gentle touch on my face, she guided me downward while positioning one of her huge breasts. I began to slide my penis back and forth between her lips at the same moment I sucked her large, fat nipple into my mouth. Martha stroked her fingers through my hair while I made love to her the only way I knew how.
I lasted only a few strokes after taking her nipple between my lips. I moaned while pressing my face against her huge, soft breast. My hips thrust forward and my entire body began to spasm and shudder. Goosebumps rose and fell on my flesh in waves as my penis erupted and my creamy love coated her clit and pussy lips. I pulled up off of her nipple and looked into her eyes while thrusting again, letting my little penis squirt even more of its love onto her Martha's sex. Sliding my penis back and forth between her lips until my orgasm had come to an end.
Martha reached up to touch my face, but I slid away from her hand. Wiggling back between her legs, I placed a kiss on her clit before taking a long lick through the creamy mess I'd made. Martha spread her legs wide and chirped. "Chris! What are you doing?"
I didn't answer right away, I took several longer licks over her lips and clit. When I did rise to look at her from between her thighs, the lower half of my face was glazed with our combined juices. After licking my lips, I said, "I'm cleaning up."
Her head fell back on the pillow and she rolled her hips up toward me. While I went back to work licking up all traces of my love, she writhed on the bed beneath my tongue. She moaned, "No one has ever! Oh my God! I never knew! Chris! Oh, Chris don't stop!"
After licking up every last drop of my cream, I began to lap at Martha's clit with the flat of my tongue again. I didn't go fast, on the contrary, I did it slowly and deliberately. In no time at all, just like Janis, Martha reached down and knotted her fingers in my hair. She kept my face pressed firmly against her pussy while her hips began to buck. Her pussy began to gush its juices onto my face. The entire bed began to shake and creak under the force of Martha's orgasm.
With her fingers in my hair, pulling me so tightly against her, combined with her thick thighs clamped down on my head, I was barely able to breathe. But I caught quick breaths when I could and continued to lap at her clit while she crested in a moaning and writhing orgasm. When her orgasm had finished, I quickly pulled away, knowing how sensitive she was going to be.
Without wiping our juices from my face, I crawled up beside Martha's sprawled out body. She was still twitching and spasming a little bit. I snuggled against her side, almost straddling one thigh. I kissed her neck and up to her earlobe. In a whisper, I asked, "Did I do good?"
She looked at me with a dreamy look in her eyes and whispered, "Chris, 'good' doesn't explain it." Leaning in closer, Martha kissed me. Gently at first, tasting herself and my creamy love on my lips. She then slipped her tongue into my mouth and kissed me in a way that made my toes curl. After several more long, slow kisses, I rested my head on her shoulder while she wrapped her arm around my very satisfied body.
When Martha's breathing had returned to normal, I slipped out from under her arm. Crossing the room on my tiptoes, I clicked off the light and returned to bed. I snuggled against her while she began talking again, "Never, in my entire life, have I cum three times in one night. And that last one, when you were licking up..." She trailed off and didn't finish what she was trying to say.
I whispered, "My love. I licked all of my love off of you."
She moaned softly, "Yes, when you licked up your love. No one has ever done that to me before. It was naughty, wonderful, and special all at the same time. Chris, that was one of the very best orgasms I've ever had. And Honey, Janis taught you well."
We both lay basking in the glow of our new relationship. As I was drifting off to sleep, she rolled onto her side and hugged me from behind. I became the little spoon to her big spoon. She nibbled and kissed my neck and earlobe, she whispered, "Chris, I'm going to want to see you again."
I wiggled my bottom back against her and whispered, "I want to see you again too."
She kissed my neck while her large, soft hand wandered over my naked body. "Chris, do you promise you'll still be here when I wake up tomorrow?"
I was getting very close to drifting off to sleep, but I did manage to whisper, "I'm not going anywhere, Martha."
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For as long as I can remember, my dentist had the same assistant. Tina was an older woman, very busty, rather plump, and always friendly woman. Over the years, we'd gotten to know each other rather well during my routine cleanings. She always asked about my girlfriend Sara and the things I'd been up too. I learned early on that she preferred not to talk about her personal life. She was widowed and her grown children visited so rarely, she hadn't met several of her grandchildren.
During my most recent dental appointment, while climbing into the chair and having a bib wrapped around my neck, Tina asked about my girlfriend. I bit my lower lip, looked up into her big brown eyes, and told her that we'd broken up almost 3 months ago. She laid a hand on my chest and told me how sorry she was to hear that. I told her it was okay, that I was slowly getting used to being alone.
She left her large, warm hand on my chest and consoled me for a short while longer before telling me we should get started with my cleaning. While I laid on the chair with my mouth open wide, Tina began to carefully scrape away the plaque which had accumulated since my last visit.
While she worked, she asked, "Now that I know you broke up with Sara, it explains why you haven't posted any new images or videos."
My eyes opened wide and couldn't believe what she had said. But I couldn't respond until she stopped working in my mouth. I know I was blushing when I asked, "What do you mean?"
She went back to work and I had to open my mouth wide which kept me from responding. She was leaning over me more than usual and one of her breasts was touching my shoulder. In her normal tone of voice, she said, "' Precious Pat' is the name you use. And I've been a fan of yours for a very long time."
I squirmed in the seat and felt my skinny, little penis begin to grow in my panties. When she removed her hands and let me swallow, I softly said, "Really? I mean, you're the first person I've ever met that has seen those pictures and videos. I'm so embarrassed!"
She went right back to work in my mouth and said, "Embarrassed? No. You should be flattered. I may be your biggest fan. I have even bought a few things for you off of your wish list."
I tried to feel flattered, but knowing the pictures and videos Tina may have seen wouldn't let me feel anything other than shame. I knew this could happen. Sara and I had long talks about how I'd feel if I ever encountered someone who recognized me from my website. Sara knew how embarrassed I'd be and often teased me while in public about all the strangers having seen my most recent posts. Those times didn't compare to the feelings burning in my stomach, they were even worse than I imagined them to be.
But I was stuck, I couldn't get up and run out. When Tina paused to rinse my mouth and suck out the water with the sucker-tube thing, I swallowed my shame and asked, "Did you really buy things from my wish list?"
She smiled warmly and said, "Yes, a few things. I remember buying the days-of-the-week panties around the holidays. And most recently I bought a cute, little plaid dress and matching bloomers."
My penis became completely erect and throbbed after hearing those words. My back arched and I whispered, "I wear those panties all the time."
After returning to work, she said, "That is just adorable. I often watch that video of you modeling those panties that you posted."
I squirmed in the dental chair as I recalled the video Sara shot of me modeling one pair after another. Recalling what I did at the end of that video made me feel ill. Tina had watched me slide a dildo in and out of my behind! Even more, she had watched me tickle my little penis with a single finger until my creamy love burst out onto my stomach. I was so ashamed!
While still cleaning my teeth, "Sweetie, I told you before, you do not need to be embarrassed. I am your biggest fan." She paused to change tools, "And you should know, every time I see you on the schedule, I fantasize about you arriving in a little dress."
A soft moan slipped through my lips and after swallowing, I whimpered softly, "I'm sorry I disappointed you." I was sorry I'd disappointed her. I'd always been the sort of boy to strives to please women. In a whisper, I offered, "But I am wearing my Friday panties."
Glancing out the archway, I quickly reached down and pulled my denim shorts away from my belly so she could see that I was telling the truth. In the process, I know she got a peek at the little lump my erection was making beneath the thin cotton of the panty.
She pressed her giant boob against the side of my face briefly and whispered, "You are so cute. But I really would have preferred you to show up in the little plaid dress and bloomers I bought for you. You know, I still haven't seen pictures or a video of you mincing about in them."
My little penis was throbbing wildly and I reached down and squeezed it before I realized what I'd done. Tina smiled, leaned close to my ear, and whispered, "Don't worry, I'm quite horny too."
Before she began to brush my teeth, I quickly admitted, "Sara and I planned to take a video of me wearing that dress and walking through City Park early in the morning." I blushed and forced myself to continue, "The video was going to end with me laying on a picnic table."
She whispered, "And what would you have done on that picnic table?"
Glancing out toward the hall first, I then whispered just as quietly as she did, "I would have touched myself until I squirted."
Her warm breath caressed my neck and she pressed her big breast against my shoulder a little harder. "I would have loved to watch that one. But it never happened. Is that because you broke up with Sara?"
I nodded my head just enough to let her know my answer, while not interrupting her brushing.
She whispered, "Sweetheart, I think I deserve to see you in the little dress I bought. In the past, you always posted pictures or a video showing you in the gifts your admirers bought for you. I feel cheated."
When she finished brushing my teeth, she rinsed them with water and sucked it out with a tube. I was so embarrassed and turned on at the same time, I couldn't even speak. I laid there passively while she pulled off a long string of dental floss. After winding it up on her fingers, she stuck them in my mouth and began to give me a very thorough flossing.
She glanced at the archway before leaning down and whispering, "Pat, do you have plans tonight?"
Looking up into her warm, brown eyes, I shook my head just a little bit from side-to-side.
She frowned, "That's a shame. You're too cute not to have plans on a Friday night." She focused on flossing my teeth for a little while before glancing to ensure we were still alone. She then stopped flossing and let one of her glove-covered fingers slide along my tongue in a very inappropriate manner. Her index finger slid in and out of my mouth on top of my tongue. While staring into my mouth, she whispered, "Why don't you come to my home tonight. It will allow you to model that little dress for me. And there is a home-cooked meal in it for you too. I have a stew in the crockpot." She continued to tease my tongue with her finger and gaze into my mouth for a few moments before returning to the task of flossing my teeth.
When she'd finished flossing and before she'd rinsed my mouth, I whispered, "Really? You want me to go to your home for dinner?"
She began to rinse my teeth again and sucking out the excess water. She intentionally let that vacuum tube attach itself to the tip of my tongue several times. I was a horny little mess! It was too noisy to talk over, so I waited until she was done before whispering, "Like a date?"
She smiled down at me, "I suppose it will be like a date. What do you think? Do you want to join me for dinner?"
I smiled and spoke louder than I'd planned to, "Yes, I would like that very much."
For all my previous visits, Tine knew I preferred the bubblegum-flavored toothpaste and had it already prepared. She dabbed the rotating toothbrush in the paste and went right to work. After polishing the outside of my lower teeth, she rinsed them and sucked out the excess water. Before she went back to work, she paused and slowly slid two of her fingers in and out of my mouth. She didn't say anything at all. I soon closed my lips around her fingers and swallowed. She gazed into my eyes and whispered, "You are so cute." After finishing the inside of my lower teeth. She again slid her fingers in and out of my mouth until I closed my lips and swallowed. Tina repeated that same routine for my upper teeth as well. By the time she'd finished, I was writhing in the chair!
Tina rolled her stool to a nearby counter and pulled out one of her boss's business cards from the top drawer. On its back, she wrote down her address and phone number in perfect loopy cursive handwriting. After rolling back to my side, she showed me what she'd written before taking the liberty of pushing it into the pocket of my shorts herself. In a sexier than normal whisper, "Dinner will be served at seven o'clock sharp."
My hips pushed up against her touch when her fingers entered my pocket. I breathlessly whispered back, "I won't be late."
When my dentist entered the room, I was so nervous! My penis was very stiff in my panties and I had this fear of him knowing what Tina and I had talked about. But I was worrying for nothing. The remainder of my appointment went by without further excitement. My teeth were in great shape and my next appointment would be in 6 months.
When my dentist left Tina and me alone again, she quickly prepared a bag with toothpaste, a new, pink toothbrush, and a small, pink container of floss. Before straightening my chair from its reclined position, she pressed her huge, soft breast against the side of my face and whispered, "Remember, seven o'clock."
My back arched and I whimpered softly, "I won't forget."
After making my next appointment at the front desk, I raced home to prepare for my date! I had less than three hours before I was due to arrive at her door. I took a long, hot, bubble bath before making my way to my dresser. While I was in the tub, I'd decided to wear the dress Tina had bought me for dinner. I'd originally thought about carrying it with me and changing at her house. But that seemed silly.
My stomach was quivering as I slipped on a white cotton, bikini panty. I'd decided not to wear a 'days of the week' panty, I'd been wearing my Friday panties all day. And wearing any other day was simply wrong. I next wiggled into the tartan plaid bloomers. The bloomers made my butt look huge! They were very poofy! The elastic at the leg and waist openings cinched in snuggly and then ruffled out a little bit. From the top drawer of my dresser, I chose a cute pair of white ankle socks with a ruffle around the top. I was thankful I'd treated myself to a mani/pedi the evening before at a local nail salon. After carefully slipping my feet into the pristine socks, I tiptoed to my closet and picked up my shiny black, mary-janes with their large silver buckles.
I sat down on the floor of my closet and slipped my feet into the shoes and closed the buckles, being careful to fold my socks down so the frill at the top flared out nicely. Rising back up, I looked at the mirror hanging on the door of my walk-in closet and thought I looked very cute. Moving to the far end of the closet, I fingered my way through my dresses until I found the tartan plaid dress Tina had bought for me. I raised it over my head and let my arms glide through the short sleeves while the dress fell over my body. Reaching back awkwardly, I pulled the zipper up which closed the bodice around my stomach and chest.
Turning to look at myself in the mirror, I was thrilled with what I saw. The cap sleeves of the dress gave way to a modestly scooped neckline. The bodice of the dress hugged my upper body and just below my belly button, gave way to a dangerously short pleated skirt. It barely kept my bloomers covered. And if I turned, even slowly, the skirt flipped out. The snow, white socks, and shiny black shoes topped off the outfit perfectly. But something was missing. Racing to the bathroom, I found the missing piece of my outfit. A matching, tartan plaid hairband. Sliding it from my forehead back, it gave my hair a decidedly feminine, but juvenile look.
After coating my lips with cherry Chapstick, I made my way back to my front door. I grabbed my driver's license, key-fob, phone, and card with Tina's address. I paused to take a deep breath before opening my door and making the short walk to my parking space in front of my duplex. My usually, nosey neighbor was thankfully, nowhere to be found. As I strolled toward my car, my dress flipped up with every step I took flashing the world the tartan bloomer covering my most private places.
I'd been in public in girl's clothes before, but it had always been with Sara. Fears of being found out sat heavily in my stomach. Every time I caught someone looking at me, my penis throbbed and I ground my bottom against the driver's seat. At times, during that short drive, it felt like there was a spotlight shining down on me attracting everyone's attention from miles around.
The drive to Tina's house didn't take long at all, even while sticking to surface streets. Her house was situated in a nice, upper-middle-class neighborhood. It was a huge, white with yellow trim, two-story home with a three-car garage. The front yard was well-manicured, as was every other home on her block. I slowly pulled to a stop in her driveway. I was immediately worried my junky little car looked terribly out of place in front of her home.
I sat there for several seconds while mustering my courage. I was about to knock on the door of a woman I'd known for several years. The same woman who had spent time watching the movies and pictures of me doing such nasty things! And more than that, she had paid for the dress and bloomers I now wore. My stomach was doing somersaults! But I eventually reached out and opened my door. I left everything in my car, my phone, license, key-fob, and Tina's address. My car had a keypad on the outside of the door which, for the first time, was going to come in handy.
When I stood up out of my car, I adjusted my dress to ensure it was still covering my bloomers. I then made my way to Tina's front door. I tapped on it timidly and waited nervously. If she hadn't answered when she did, I probably would have thrown up! But she did answer. And when her door opened wide, her eyes lit up and her plump lips formed a huge smile.
She left me standing outside of her door while exclaiming, "Pat, you look adorable!" Until that moment, I'd only seen her in dental assistant scrubs. That night she was wearing a modest, short-sleeved summer dress with large buttons up the front. The dress tried to distract from her enormous breasts but failed to do so. Her wide hips left the skirt of the dress hanging away from her plump shins. Stepping outside, she embraced me for the first time. Her big, warm arms pulled me against her soft, perfumed body and held me there. I tried to wrap my arms around her, but she was too big and my arms were too short.
When the hug came to an end, she stepped back, took my hand, and welcomed me into her home. We stood there in the entryway of her home and while still holding my hands, turned to face me, "I didn't expect you to arrive wearing the dress. But I'm really glad you did." She released one of my hands and raised the other above my head. I blushed while turning around like a ballerina before her.
I giggled, "I'm glad you like it!"
She let go of both my hands while reaching down to take hold of the hem of my dress. Without warning, she lifted it completely exposing my bloomers! I squirmed and blushed like crazy.
Her eyes wandered from my shiny mary-janes to my bloomers and on up to my blushing face. "Oh yes, the bloomers do make this outfit."
I squeaked while squirming my hips back away from her, "Yes! I think so too!"
Releasing my dress, she slipped her hands underneath it and rested her warm, open palms on my bloomer-covered hips. Looking down into my eyes, she asked, "Patricia, are you wearing anything under these bloomers?"
I bit my lower lip and tasted my Chapstick. My voice was squeaky and high pitched when I said, "Yes."
She hooked her thumbs under the elastic waistband of the bloomers and asked, "Are they your Friday panties?"
I'd been in her home for less than a minute and she already had her hands under my dress! My little penis was stiff and throbbing under the thin cotton of my panties. Thankfully, my bloomers were poofy enough to keep my little erection well hidden. I whimpered softly, "No, I'm sorry. They were dirty. I have a different, clean pair of panties on now."
While pulling the sides of my bloomers out, away from my hips, she said, "Plain panties? We'll have to see about that."
Finding myself hornier than I had been in a very long time, I needed to change the subject of my panties to something else or I was in danger of squirting right there. I raised my chin a little and in a soft voice, "You look very pretty, Tina."
She grinned while removing her hands from under my dress. Stepping back, she looked down at herself before looking back at me. "Thank you, Patricia." She paused before asking, "You don't mind if I call you, Patricia, do you?"
I giggled and my hips swayed from side to side as I squeaked, "No, I don't mind. I like it. I like it a lot."
Taking my hand in hers, she announced, "Dinner isn't going to be ready for 30 minutes. Would you like a quick tour?"
Bouncing on my toes, I squeaked, "Yes! I'd like that very much."
She first led me down a flight of stairs. There was a large family room equipped with a comfy looking couch, chairs, tables, and huge television. Off of that room were the two bedrooms which once belonged to her sons. She hadn't changed anything in them. They were still decorated with posters of sporting teams, bands, and sexy girls. The rooms were neat, tidy, and appeared to have been recently cleaned. The other two rooms were the laundry room and bathroom.
She spoke in a somber tone, "I only ever come down here when I'm cleaning or doing laundry. My sons used to spend all their time down here. At one point in time, there was a constant flow of people and activities in this home."
Biting my lower lip and looking up into her warm brown eyes, I asked, "How long ago did your sons move away?"
She tried to look happy when she said, "Oh, it's been years." She counted them in her head before saying, "More than 15 years."
I stepped close enough to her that our bodies touched, "They don't visit very often, do they?"
She took me back in her arms and hugged me again while saying, "No, they don't. They have young families of their own and busy careers."
I leaned against her, resting my head halfway on her breast and shoulder. In the softest of whispers, I said, "I'm sorry, Tina."
She held me for a few moments before stepped back, taking my hand, and saying, "That's enough of that! I don't want to be sad while you're with me." She led me up two flights of stairs and it was obvious to me that she spent most of her time on this floor. It was tastefully decorated in the style of a middle-aged woman. The living room had stylish couches and chairs. There was no television, but I counted three different books laying on tables that she was in the process of reading. The lamps and tables looked old and expensive. It was a very nice, comfortable, sitting room.
The smell of dinner was strong and made my mouth water as we entered the kitchen. It was very large and well organized. There wasn't a formal dining room, only a table and chairs sitting opposite a counter from the kitchen. She checked on our dinner before returning to my side and taking my hand again. She led me back through the living room to what had been her daughter's room. Just like her son's rooms, it was left unchanged from the time her daughter left. It was a soft pink color with a full-sized white canopy bed. The dresser, nightstand, and vanity were all white with pink highlights. The walls were decorated with photographs of faraway cities, cheerleaders, and what had been popular bands at the time of her departure.



Stepping away from Tina and into the room, I jealously admired the space before turning around to face her. I spun quickly enough that my dress flipped up and briefly flashed her my bloomers. In a giggly voice, "This is a really cute room! It's like the room I wanted while I was growing up!"
Tina leaned against the doorframe. While shaking her head she said, "You are too cute, Patricia!"
I skipped back to her and she took my hand. After a brief tour of the bathroom, she guided me into her bedroom. An enormous, king-sized bed with a dark wood frame dominated the space. There were a dozen pillows arranged atop the homemade quilt on the bed. Two, huge, matching dressers stood on opposite walls, I imagined they were guarding the room. On either side of the bed sat dark wood nightstands, both with lamps and one with a small pile of books. Two of the walls were painted white. The other two were painted a dark red. The drapes were drawn closed and the room had a very sexy feel to it.
Turning to face her and looking up at her, I said, "I can't believe I'm standing in your bedroom!"
She reached out and held my shoulders in her hands, looking down in my eyes she said, "I can't believe you're in my bedroom either. I've had dozens upon dozens of orgasms laying in that bed while visiting your website."
I nearly passed out after hearing her say those words. There was no warning. She just said them and I was left in awe. After a time, I whispered, "Um, Tina..."
Her big, warm hands slid down my arms and didn't stop until they rested on my hips. When my eyes dipped down to her chest, I couldn't help but notice Tina's nipples were poking out against her dress. She stepped closer to me and asked in a husky voice, "Yes, Sweetheart? What do you need, Patricia?"
My hips were grinding back and forth lewdly as I half-moaned, "I'm really glad you invited me to dinner."
She smiled and when she pulled me into another embrace, my chin settled between her mountainous breasts. I whimpered softly when she took a small step forward and left me straddling one of her thick thighs. I couldn't stop myself from slowly humping against it. She held me like that while I humped myself to the verge of squirting in my panties. She felt me grinding myself against her and listened to my heavy breathing and soft, high-pitched whimpers. She stepped back just in time to keep me from losing all control and squirting in my panties.
With her hands on my shoulders, she turned me until I faced away from her. I could feel her warm breath on the back of my neck. She spoke in a husky whisper, "Dinner is almost ready, we'll be eating soon. We don't want to take the chance of getting your new dress dirty, do we?"
She didn't wait for me to respond. She took hold of the zipper on my dress and began to slowly slide it downward. My back arched deeply and goosebumps popped up all over my body. Shivers of excitement shot out from my groin and I couldn't stop the moan from leaving my lips. I stood there passively while she slid the dress off my shoulders and down my arms. When it got low enough, she let go and my dress fell to the floor around my ankles.
Her lips brushed against my earlobe when she whispered, "Go hang that in the next room, my daughter's room."
I leaned back against her and turned my head to look up at her. "Tina..." I moaned again when her warm hands wrapped around my body and came to rest on my smooth, pale stomach. My body squirmed under her gentle touch, "Um, Tina. I'm horny."
Her hands drifted over my bare stomach and chest. "I know, Sweetheart. But dinner is almost ready. Now be a good girl and hang that dress up in your closet."
I moaned again and pressed my bottom back against her. Even as horny as I was, I didn't miss her choice of words, "My closet?"
One of her hands drifted downward and rested over my bloomers, just beside my throbbing penis while the other wrapped across my chest to gently pinch my nipple. "Yes, your closet. We can't have your clothes laying on the floor. You need to hang them up. And what better place than my daughter's bedroom." She pulled me back against her and said, "Now do as you've been told. You don't want me to have to tell you twice."
From time to time, before we'd broken up, Sara and I had played 'Mommy-Daughter Games'. I'd always loved them far more than I cared to admit to her. My relationship with my biological mom could best be described as distant. While my mom was busy with her career, I spent much of my childhood alone. Mom was never one for hugs or kisses. Nor was she the type of woman to ask about my day, help with homework, or tell me she loved me. Therefore, I was deliriously happy when Tina began this little game with me.
After stepping out of my dress, I bent over at my hips with my butt still resting against her. Carefully picking up my dress by the shoulders, I then stood up and stepped into the hall, away from Tina. I paused just outside her daughter's room. I turned to face her and asked, "My bloomers are new too. Should I take them off too..." I hesitated while considering what I was about to say. It seemed dangerous, I may ruin the moment, if not the evening. But I felt that I had to. My voice was squeaky when the word left my lips, "...Mom?"
She had begun walking toward the kitchen but stopped just in front of me. She smiled warmly while her hands slipped under my arms and drifted down my naked sides, "That's a good idea, Patricia. Put them in your dirty clothes basket in your closet. And Sweetheart, leave everything else on." She remained standing there for a good long time before she leaned down, kissed my nose, and left for the kitchen.
I nearly fainted! I was so horny and happy! I dashed into my bedroom and opened my closet doors. Right up front was a high school cheerleading uniform! Rising on my tiptoes, I checked the tag and found it would be just a little big. I quickly browsed through the other clothes hanging in the closet and was thrilled to find so many cute tops and dresses!
After hearing a noise from the kitchen, Tina crossed my mind and I didn't want to keep her waiting. After neatly hanging my dress up, I dropped my bloomers in the laundry basket. Finding a mirror hanging on the back of the bedroom door, I frowned when I saw a large, moist spot on my thin, white, bikini panties. My excited penis was pushing the triangle of fabric well away from my body. It looked silly. After forcing myself not to think too much about it, I wiggled my panties down and off. Going back to the closet, I dropped them into the basket to join my bloomers.
Tiptoeing back to the mirror, I shivered after seeing my reflection. My entire pale, hairless body was exposed. I only wore my tartan headband, white ankle socks, and shiny black mary-janes. My stiff, pink penis was leaking its excitement down my thin shaft. My little pink nipples were poking out, excited to see Tina again. Goosebumps of arousal rose and fell all over my body in waves. I desperately wanted Tina to see me like this.
After taking a deep breath and summoning all my courage, I tiptoed out of her room and stood just outside of the kitchen so she couldn't yet see my naked body. I could hear her working just around the corner. My voice squeaked when I asked, "Mom?"
The noises stopped and she said, "I love being called that! Are you okay, Patricia?"
Biting my lower lip, said, "Yes, I'm fine. But, um, please don't be upset with me."
From around the corner, she asked, "You're being silly. Why in the world would I be upset with you?"
After taking another deep breath, I stepped around the corner and stood in the archway leading into the kitchen. Tina was just finishing setting the table. The two place-settings were very close to each other. She froze in place when she saw me. I stood there and held my hands behind my back. The entire front of my pale, smooth body was on display. Her mouth fell open! When I spoke, it came out in a soft, high-pitch, "You told me to only take my bloomers off. But my panties were a little moist. I couldn't wear them to dinner."
I squirmed where I stood as her eyes devoured my petite, hairless, and pale, naked body. She eventually approached me and took me in her arms to embrace me once again. While stroking my naked back, she spoke in a deep, raspy voice, "I have dreamed about this happening for so long. I never thought it would. Patricia, Sweetheart, you have made me a very happy woman. Happier than I've been in a very long time."
Wrapping my arms as far as I could around her wide waist, I giggled, "You made me happy too! I've had butterflies in my stomach since my appointment today!"
We held each other until I started to hump myself against her again. I couldn't help it. I was horny! When she stepped back from me, her eyes drifted down over my bare body and came to rest of my stiff, pink, prong of a penis. Thankfully she didn't seem to notice the moist smear I left on her dress. Taking my hand in hers, she led me toward the table.
When we got close to our chairs, she paused and asked, "Are you hungry, Sweetheart?"
I looked from her chest to her eyes and whimpered, "No. Not at all."
She pushed the place-setting out of the way and while slipping her hands under my arms and helping me to sit on the table, she moaned, "I'm not hungry either. Not for stew..." She then sat down on a chair between my legs. After looping her arms under my legs so she could keep hold of me where my thighs met my hips, she scooted me to the edge of the table and had me lean back on my elbows. While staring at my throbbing, petite, erection she groaned, "Patricia, I'm going to make you feel so good!"
Without another word, she leaned forward and took my entire penis in her mouth. I fell back on the table and wrapped my legs over her shoulders. My fingers clawed at the tabletop and my back arched deeply. Using the fingers of one hand, she gently pushed my little marbles into her mouth too. I was nowhere big enough to approach her throat. She easily held all of me on her tongue without getting close to gagging.
The sensation was so wonderfully intense, I squealed out loudly, nearly screaming, "Tina!! Mom!! Tina!! MOM!!"
She applied gentle suction to my entire penis and scrotum, while at the same time, nibbling around the root of my boy part with her teeth. It felt so naughty to have her teeth on my skin in that place. I struggled to hold still while she nibbled and teased my delicate masculinity with her teeth. It didn't hurt, it was a strangely naughty feeling that was like nothing I'd experienced before.
Raising my head slowly and looking down between my legs, I found Tina looking back at me with her lips pursed against my smooth pubic mound. Her tongue was sliding up and down along the underside of my penis and between my little marbles. From my point of view, it looked like I had no penis at all! I squirmed, moaned softly and arched my back deeply.
One of her hands slid downward. Using a single finger, she caressed that magical spot between my penis and my wrinkled hole. That fingertip slid from her lower lip to the knot of nerve endings and back again. Until at last, her finger began drawing lazy circles around my little hole. All along, her lips, tongue, and teeth continued to work my penis into a frenzy.
While writing on the tabletop, I slowly untangled my legs from around her neck. Setting my heels on the edge of the table with my legs spread wide, I grabbed hold of my ankles to keep them in place. I whimpered softly, "Mom, it feels so good! I feel wonderful!"
Tina didn't say a word. She continued nibbling around the root of my penis with her teeth while applying gentle pressure with her fingertip until my little wrinkled hole began to open up for her. When her fingertip popped inside of me, she gently dragged her teeth along my little prong while sliding upward until she held only the delicate head between her lips. Her tongue slid up and down along the underside just below the squishy pink head.
My hips bucked upward and I squealed as my orgasm began to boil over. Tina nipped down with her teeth around the neck of my little penis while tickling the head with her tongue. At the same time, her fingertip remained in my bottom, wiggling around inside of me. I pulled back on my ankles and spread my legs apart even wider when the orgasm began to crest inside of me. I squealed, "Mom!!"
My body spasmed on the table and began twitching. From a place deep inside of me, my orgasm blossomed. My creamy love burst forth from my penis into Tina's waiting mouth. My back arched deeply and I squealed in a high pitch as my penis let go of the second creamy eruption. Chills shot through my body and my hips bucked upward as Tina eagerly accepted the third and fourth little gushes of my love. She held me in her mouth and pulled her fingertip out from inside of me. I lay there on her table until my penis had completely deflated and was its usual tiny size, only then did she let it slip out from her mouth.
Finding the strength to look down between my legs, I found Tina grinning. I watched as she leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss on my wilted penis. She didn't sit back in her chair, instead, she remained leaning over my penis covering it in gentle kisses. It felt so wonderful, I laid back on the table to enjoy her attention. When my exhausted penis began to stiffen once again, Tina leaned back and removed my shoes and ruffled ankle socks on my feet.
While still holding one of my feet in her hands, she spoke in a soft voice, "Patricia, Honey, be a good girl and go put these shoes in your closet and socks in your dirty clothes basket."
I sat up on the table and glanced at my half-stiff penis. Biting my lip, I nodded my head and answered, "Okay... Mom."
While scooting back away from the table, she smiled brightly and said, "You can't imagine how good it feels to be called 'Mom' again."
I giggled while sliding off the table. When I found myself standing between her spread knees, I leaned down and wrapped my arms around her neck and hugged her. I whispered in her ear, "I love you, mom."
Her entire body warmed and she sounded emotional when she answered, "I love you too, Patricia."
When I stood up straight, I caught her wiping a tear from her eye. Before I could pick up my shoes and socks, Tina rose to her feet and picked them up for me. She took hold of my hand and together, we walked to her daughter's bedroom. After setting my shoes down neatly beside the row of shoes her daughter left behind, she dropped my socks into the dirty clothes basket. Turning back to face me, she reached out and carefully removed the tartan hairband from my head. I was left standing completely and utterly naked before her. A shiver shot through my body and it made me tingle. My penis began to get excited once more.
Tina took my hairband and added it to the T-rack on the vanity which contained several other hair accessories. Turning to the dresser, she pulled open one of the lower drawers. It was filled with nightgowns and pajamas. Tina sorted to the bottom of the drawer and withdrew a neatly folded pink pajama. It wasn't until she let it unfold between us that I learned it was a one-piece pajama with long sleeves and feet!
I nibbled on my lower lip while she opened the zipper that started at the neck of the pajama and ended at one knee. In a soft voice, she said, "My daughter loved to wear these pajamas. For a long time, they were her favorites. But they haven't been worn in years. No, more like decades."
When she held them open for me, I turned my back to her and stepped into the legs. She wiggled my feet passed the elastic band at the ankle so my feet slipped into the footies of the pajamas. She lifted the back so I could slip my arms into the sleeves. Tina then pulled the pajama onto my shoulders. My stiff penis was poking out lewdly from the opening.
Tina turned me around so I faced her. Reaching down, she began to slowly raise the zipper. When she got close to my penis, she tucked it under the fabric and then slowly zipped it up to my neck. Taking a step back, she smiled and said, "Patricia, Sweetheart, those pajamas look adorable on you!"
Reaching out with a single finger, she tapped the throbbing head of my erection over the pajamas. Her voice was raspy when she said, "I especially like this little lump in front." I whimpered softly and my hips began to grind around in little circles. Tina reached over me and closed the bedroom door. Looking over my shoulder, I found a large mirror hanging on the back of it. I watched as Tina reached around me, popped open two snaps and a huge panel fell open, leaving the pale globes of my butt cheeks and some of my smooth, pale thighs out in the open.
I kept looking over my shoulder while Tina's big soft hands began to fondle and grope the cheeks of my butt. Her warm breath caressed my ear while she whispered, "These pajamas are perfect for you. If you happen to misbehave, all I would have to do is pop open this panel and I could spank your bare behind." She playfully slapped my pale cheeks while she spoke.
I giggled and squirmed while she touched me. When I turned my head away from the mirror, I paused when my nose brushed against Tina's, she was so close to me. She never stopped squeezing and kneading my cheeks when she whispered, "I'm going to kiss you now, Patricia."
As soon as she uttered the last syllable, I leaned forward and initiated the kiss myself. Somehow, her tongue worked its way into my mouth first and I tasted myself. The flavor of my creamy love was still fresh in her mouth. I moaned softly while slipping my skinny, pajama-covered arms around her neck. Tilting my head to the side, I slid my tongue alongside hers. One of her hands continued to grope my bare butt while the other slid to my lower back. She kissed me for a very long time. When our lips smacked apart, we were both breathing heavily. We both grinned and I giggled while we caught our breath.
While Tina reached around behind me and snapped closed the flap, she said matter-of-factly, "I hope you don't have any obligations tonight. Because Patricia, Sweetheart, you're spending the night."
I bit my lower lip and asked, "I am?"
She held onto my shoulders while our noses brushed together, she answered, "Of course. Why else would I have put you in pajamas?"
I leaned in and kissed her lips. Smiling brightly, "I'm all yours!"
She grinned and said, "Now don't get any funny ideas, young lady, you'll be sleeping in this room."
Leaning forward, I kissed her lips again while tightening my hold around her neck. In a playful voice, I asked, "But what about you? Don't you need... um... attention, Mom?"
She kissed me back and said, "I'm very horny. I told you before, I've dreamed of having you in my home for a very long time. This is like a fantasy come true for me. But you will be sleeping alone tonight."
I whispered, "But, you're beautiful and I want to make you feel good!"
One of her hands worked its way between us and she cupped my pajama-covered, throbbing penis in the palm of her hand. "Patricia, this topic isn't open for discussion."
Not wanting to push the subject if she wasn't comfortable with it. I looked up into her eyes. "Tina, mom, Tina?"
She stroked my cheek and whispered, "You can call me whatever you're comfortable with."
Squeezing my eyes closed, I opened them wide and said, "Mom, I'm really glad you invited me over here tonight."
She kissed the tip of my nose and said, "Me too." She smiled warmly and continued, "Patricia, Sweetheart, I hope this isn't the only night you sleep here. I would love to spend a lot more time with you."
I giggled, "Don't worry. I want to spend a lot more time with you too!" I bit my lip while I considered finishing my thought. I eventually decided to open up to her about my feelings. "Mom, I hate being alone. Since Sara left, I've been terribly lonely. I've been crying myself to sleep almost every night."



Tina didn't say a word when she backed up and sat on the bed. She pulled me down next to her and wrapped her soft, warm arm around my waist. I rested my head against the side of her breast before continuing, "I was so embarrassed today when you told me you'd visited my website. I always knew there was the possibility of running into someone who recognized me from there. And after you told me and kept cleaning my teeth, I panicked while imagining what sets and videos you had seen. There are some on there that I'm not overly proud of."
She held me in her arms and allowed me to unload all of my feelings. "And when you invited me here, I was over-the-moon happy. Deep down inside, I knew right away that I was going to wear the dress and bloomers you bought for me." I snuggled the side of my face against her breast before going on, "And when you undressed me... And then sat me on the table. And then you, you did that to me. You used your teeth a little! I'd never, ever felt anything remotely like that before. It was amazing."
"And you referred to this as 'my room'. I called you, 'mom'. I never had the best relationship with my mom. She has never been a warm person. And after Sara showed her my website... well, she hasn't spoken to me since then."
Tina turned her upper body and my face sunk into her perfumed cleavage. She wrapped her arms around my pajama-covered body and kissed the top of my head. In a gentle, understanding, and maternal sort of way, she said, "You poor girl! You've been abandoned by both your mother and your girlfriend." She held me and I loved the way she held me. "Your mother is who she is, you can't change her. And Sara was all wrong for you. Sweetheart, you need a mature woman to take care of you. You need a woman who will keep you dressed in the clothes you should be kept in. You need a woman who will give you what you need and treat you like the person you are."
She paused to kiss the top of my head again while still holding my face pressed deeply into her cleavage. "Patricia, just like you, I've been lonely. But now that we have each other, neither of us has to be lonely."
I'd always been emotional. And the words Tina spoke made my emotions rise inside of me. Tears filled my eyes when I pulled away from her cleavage and looked up into her warm, caring eyes. My voice cracked while I uttered, "What are you saying, Mom?"
She had me move off the bed and stand between her knees. With her hands on my hips and while looking right into my tear-filled eyes, she answered my question, "What I'm saying, young lady, is that I believe we should spend as much time together as possible. You're welcome to stay here as often as you'd like, even if that means you sleep here every night." I shivered and my hips began to grind in slow circles while my penis shuddered in my pajamas. "While you're within these walls, I'll take care of you. You'll eat homecooked meals. You'll dress appropriately in girl's clothes. I'll bathe you at least once a day."
I bit my lip before interrupting her, "You'll bathe me?"
She smiled and pulled me closer to her so her hands could slide around and hold my butt cheeks. "Of course. I need to be sure you're clean. And I doubt I can trust you to do a good job of that." She unsnapped the flap on my behind before taking hold of my bare cheeks. "Now, where was I? Oh yes, while you stay with me, I'll keep you dressed in clothes from this room, my daughter's old clothes. I'll expect you to talk and act like a proper young lady."
Squirming under her touch, I whimpered softly, "I may never go home again."
She smiled warmly at me and said, "And that would make me very happy. It's been such a long time since I've had someone to take care of. And you, little one, seem desperate to be taken care of." She bumped her nose against mine while saying that last few words.
Nibbling on my lower lip, I whispered, "I am."
She kissed my lips gently while still casually groping my behind. "I know, Sweetheart. Do you remember the first time you asked to use the restroom during your dental appointment?"
I looked into her eyes and whispered, "You didn't tell me where the bathroom was. You took hold of my hand and led me to it. You waited outside the door for me to finish too."
She looked very pleased that I remembered the encounter. "And if you recall, I sent you back into the bathroom when I didn't hear you wash your hands."
While I blushed and squirmed, I whimpered, "I liked that you did that. It made me feel..."
She spoke up, "Loved?"
Biting my lower lip, I nodded my head and whispered, "Yes. It made me feel loved. Like you cared about me."
Her face flushed a bit, "Patricia, you can't imagine how badly I've wanted to bring you back here, to my home, after every appointment you've ever had."
We looked into each other's eyes for a time, just enjoying each other's presence. All too soon, she stood up from the bed and I was once again reminded how much larger than me she was. Being dressed in pink, footed pajamas made me feel even more small and immature in her presence. I smiled up at her when she took my hand and led me to the threshold of her bedroom.
In a firm tone, she stated, "Young lady, this is my bedroom. From this moment forward, this is the only room in this house that you are not allowed inside. Do you understand me?"
Biting my lower lip, I gazed up into her eyes and whispered, "Yes, I understand Mom."
She told me to wait in the hallway while she took care of something. I stood there passively and waited while she entered her room and closed the door. The house was silent which let me hear sounds from the other side of the door. I hear clothes rustling, a drawer opening, her weight settling on the bed, and then I heard a sound I'll never forget. The buzzing sound of a vibrator.
From inside her room, she called to me in a raspy voice, "Patricia, can you hear that sound?"
I whimpered softly, "Yes."
She moaned before asking, "Do you know what that sound is?"
"It's a vibrator. It's your vibrator."
The moaning from beyond the door was deep and animalistic. "Do you know what I'm doing with my vibrator, Honey?"
I squirmed while standing just outside her bedroom door. Wearing pink footed pajamas with a very stiff penis, I squeaked, "You're using it. You're having sex with it."
"Does your little penis need some attention?"
I squeaked, "Yes."
She moaned, "I'll take care of that later. No touching for now. Can you promise that, Honey?"
Looking down at the prong poking against the front of my pajamas, I whimpered, "Yes. I promise, Mom."
The bed began to creak rhythmically. The sound of the vibrator throbbed as I imagined she was sliding it in and out of herself. Her voice sounded deeper when she said, "I need to do this because my favorite young lady has made me very, very horny."
I half-moaned, "Mom..."
She cut me off, speaking loudly in a firm tone, "Listen! Just stand there and listen!"
Moving my hands behind my back to keep from touching myself, I stood there and did as I'd been told. I listened to Tina using her vibrator on the other side of the door. The moans and wet slapping sounds grew in frequency and intensity. The bed began creaking at a very quick pace.
When I heard her gasping for breaths and begin to moan, I leaned forward and rested my forehead against the door. I called out, "I love you, Mom!"
She growled, almost barked back at me, "I love you too, Patricia!"
My hips squirmed in circles while I listened to Tina orgasm on her bed. She moaned, gasped for breath, and made the bed sound like it was going to fall apart. She growled my name a few times, but the rest of what she said was unintelligible. The movement and sounds from the other side of the door slowed and eventually stopped.
I was starting to worry she wasn't okay when I heard her speak in a soft voice, "Patricia, are you still there?"
I whispered, "Yes, Mom, I'm still here."
It sounded like she began moving around the room while she spoke, "Thank you for waiting, Honey. I couldn't wait any longer to take care of that."
I whispered, "It's okay, Mom." To be honest, standing outside of her bedroom door, talking to her, listening to her please herself was incredibly sexy and erotic.
Closet doors and dresser drawers opened and closed while she asked, "You didn't touch yourself, did you? You were my good girl, weren't you?"
I whimpered, "No, I didn't touch myself. I was a good girl."
Her heavy footsteps approached the door and when it came open, the smell of musky sex filled my nose and imagination. Tina had changed into a heavy bathrobe and slippers. Beneath the robe, I saw glimpses of a nightgown. Her face was very flushed and her eyes looked a little glassed over. Just beyond her, laying on the corner of her bed on top of a towel lay her vibrator. It looked to be as long as my forearm, torpedo-shaped, and as big around as my wrist. More than half of its length still glistened with her juices.
Tina looked down at the bump of my over-excited penis. She stared right at it while asking, "Honey, are you hungry now? Would you like some dinner?"
Shaking my head from side to side, I whimpered, "No, not really."
She grinned while her gaze returned to meet mine. Taking my hand in hers, she led me back to the kitchen while suggesting we get a drink and sit on her deck. She poured herself a large glass of wine and a small glass of milk for me, without asking what I wanted. Carrying our drinks, she took my free hand and led me to the landing near the front door. The sliding glass doors that led to the backyard sat opposite the front door. It was very dark outside until she flipped a switch and the backyard was illuminated by a soft glow.
Stepping into her backyard, I couldn't stop myself from bouncing on my toes and giggling, "You have a pool!" The giant, L-shaped pool was lit from below with a diving board at one end. I'd always loved swimming but rarely got the opportunity.
She led me to a raised area along the side of the pool and corrected me, "We have a pool." After setting our drinks down on a small table and sitting beside one another, she wrapped her arm around my narrow shoulders. While I admired her backyard with its high fences, professional landscaping, and enormous swimming pool. I snuggled up against her large, soft body.
Biting my lower lip, I whispered, "Sara used to want to take pictures of me wearing a bikini by a pool. But we never got the chance."
She squeezed me against her and said, "A bikini? Really? No, I think a modest one-piece would be more appropriate." She rubbed my back and said, "You have several swimsuits in your dresser upstairs and I've got a nice camera. Sweetheart, how would you feel about starting your website back up with me taking the pictures?"
Before I'd had a chance to respond, she'd reached up and began to slowly lower the zipper on my pajamas. I began babbling, "Until tonight, I thought I was done with that." She had me lean forward to help me slip my arms from the sleeves of the pajamas. "But now, with you, I think I want to. I mean if you want me too." She had me stand up and helped to lower my pajama's so I could step out of them. "I always loved posing like a model. I really did." I paused for a second before asking, "Do you want to start my website up again?"
With my pajamas on the deck, I sat back down beside Tina and snuggled up under her arm. She held me protectively under the moonlight with one arm while the fingers of the other danced along my naked thigh. She spoke in a soft voice, "I would like to start posting pictures to your website again. For a long time, checking your website for new pictures and videos was the highlight of my day. Honey, I'm sure it's that way for many other men and women who visit your site."
My little penis was throbbing as I cuddled up against her soft body. Sara used to tell me about the people who wanted to get their hands on me after visiting my site. But the way Tina explained it, made me feel like I was doing something special for every lonely man and woman on the planet.
Tina helped me to lay, face-down, naked across her lap under the moonlight. One of her big, soft hands gently caressed my back while the other fondled my bare bottom. She spoke softly as if she was still thinking about what she was going to say. "You have an entire closet full of clothes that will be perfect for you to pose in. Age-appropriate outfits, unlike some of the things Sara had you wear." She lined her hand up so her index finger could slip between my cheeks and gently touch my wrinkled hole. "Sara never spent enough time emphasizing this little button down here. We are going to need to start building a collection of toys for this little wonderland down here." She tapped on my little hole with each syllable she spoke.
My hips were grinding and my little penis was throbbing against her robe-covered thigh. I was breathing heavily and beginning to build toward another orgasm. I whimpered softly, "Mom, it feels really good."
She never broke the rhythm of her finger tapping against my little hole. "Tomorrow is Saturday, you don't have to work, do you?"
I gasped, "No! I don't!" My hips were grinding my little penis against her thigh and I was getting very close to squirting.
"Patricia Sweetheart, after we get ready tomorrow, I'm going to take you to the office wearing your cute, little plaid dress and bloomers. I've wanted to see you in that dentist's chair appropriately dressed for a very long time. And with the office closed tomorrow, we don't have to worry about being interrupted." She pressed her fingertip against my little hole until it popped inside of me. "It'll be the perfect place for you to pose for me."
The idea of running around the dentist's office in that little dress and bloomers was terribly exciting. But even more, I knew the dress and bloomers would eventually come off while she took pictures. And that thought made me squirm hard. I felt the warmth of my orgasm build quickly inside of me. It radiated out to every cell of my body and then seemed to brighten. I pressed my hips hard against her soft, robe-covered thigh and whimpered softly. My back arched deeply and my cheeks clenched tightly.
I chirped in a high pitch, "Mom!!"
And then it happened. My little, bald penis squirted without ever being touched. I'd orgasmed by rubbing myself against her thigh. Outside in her backyard, my body writhed and spasmed while I humped myself over her lap. All the while, Tina kept her finger inside of me to the first knuckle. I felt warm and safe laying over her lap. I knew I could be who I really was with her and didn't have to pretend to be anyone else.
As my orgasm came to an end, she slowly withdrew her finger from my body. I lay across her lap in the dim light from the pool. Neither of us spoke. We were just together. Neither of us was alone. And we were enjoying that warm feeling.
Just when I was in danger of falling asleep, Tina whispered, "Sweetheart, let's get inside. I need to clean you up and put you to bed."
Slowly rising off of her lap, I stood on my feet and looked down at the smear of my love that I'd left on her robe. It was a small mess and her robe had mostly absorbed it. After all the excitement of the evening, my penis had wilted to it usually tiny size. She smiled up at me before picking up my pajamas and rising to her feet. Taking my hand in hers, she led me naked into her home, locking the doors and turning out the lights as we made our way upstairs.
In the bathroom, she moistened a washcloth with warm water and wiped the cream my legs, stomach, and penis. After rinsing the cloth, she had me lean against the counter, reach back, and spread my cheeks for her. Using the washcloth, she wiped between them. It was tremendously embarrassing to have someone else wipe me there, but it was also very loving, caring, and gentle.
After washing her hands, she took out a brand new toothbrush from a drawer. After drawing a thick line of minty toothpaste on the bristles, she stepped behind me and had me tilt my head up. With her hand on my throat, she brushed my teeth just as thoroughly as she did during my dental appointments. After I spit, she wiped my lips with a clean washcloth. Tilting my head back upward, she slid two fingers into my mouth and rubbed them against my tongue. My hips ground around lewdly as I moaned softly.
She whispered, "Sweetheart, you have got the cutest little mouth and tongue."
After withdrawing her fingers from my mouth, she wiped them on the same cloth she'd wiped my mouth with. She then sat on the closed lid of the toilet and helped me back into my pajamas. When I was zipped up, she took my hand again and led me to my bedroom. After moving the stuffed animals and most of the pillows, she folded down the blankets. After I'd crawled up onto the bed and under the covers, she tucked me in beneath them.
Leaning down over me, she kissed the tip of my nose and whispered, "Goodnight, Patricia. Have sweet dreams. I'll be here in the morning."
While she was bent over, I couldn't stop myself from peeking down under her robe and nightgown. Her unsupported breasts looked even bigger than usual from that angle. Squirming under the covers, I whispered, "I love you."
She leaned down and kissed my lips, "I love you too, Baby."
She stood and turned to leave, but paused at the door to look back at me. I lay there smiling on the verge of falling asleep. She turned off the light and left me to get some sleep. I heard her walking around the house making sure the lights were all off and the doors all locked. She paused to peek in on me before retiring to her bedroom.
I felt like I was floating, in that funny place between being awake and being asleep. Tina was getting settled in for the night in the next room and I was snuggled up in my bed. I had no plans for returning to my apartment any time soon. If Tina would allow me to, I would stay with her indefinitely. Just as I was about to drift off to sleep, the sound of Tina's vibrator from the next room emanated through the wall we shared.
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Laying on my bed in my room in my mom's trailer, my laptop was set on the table beside me with my webcam aimed where I lay. White, satin, bikini panties were looped around my left ankle. The snug-fitting, stretchy crop top clung to my narrow, smooth chest and left my midriff bare. I was alternating between sliding a thin, lime-green, 6-inch dildo in and out of my little ass, and teasing my little pink penis with the pad of my index finger. I'd edge myself with my fingertip until I got close to squirting. The next time I'd slide the dildo in and out until I got close to a hands-free sissygasm. But I kept myself from squirting. The longer I lasted, the more generous my audience of 30 or so men became.
Hearing the flimsy screen door open and shut, I knew my Mom had returned from work. I whimpered a soft, 'Hello'. She didn't reply, instead, she came to my room and stood in the doorway and watched me perform.
With her arms crossed under her enormous breasts, she asked rather casually, "How long have you been at it, Leslie?"
I squirmed on the bed as I pulled my fingertip away from my trembling penis. Moaning softly, "Since before lunch." After pausing for only a second, I began sliding the dildo in and out of myself at a very quick pace.
Mom stood there in the doorway where my audience couldn't see her and asked, "What would you like for dinner? Anything special?"
The sissygasm built quickly inside of me and I released my hold on the dildo but left it inside. I lay there on the cusp of an orgasm, but just shy of it, writhing in frustration. While still dealing with the denial of my most recent release, I asked my audience what they thought I should have for dinner. The responses come back unanimously; I should have a big bowl of cum for dinner. My mom chuckled and said she'd see what she could find.
After I'd finished high school, my mom told me I'd need to start pitching-in if I was going to stay living within her trailer. I tried a few different jobs, but they weren't right for me. When I was about to start searching for my 4th job, I ran into a boy I knew from school. He was gentle and feminine like me. While we were talking, I mentioned I was looking for a job. And that's when I learned about webcamming. Since then, I've made more money than my mom most months.
After the first few weeks of camming, I learned my primary audience, middle-aged men, wanted me to look even more like a girl. I began shaving away my body hair until I could afford to get waxed. I let my dark brown hair grow out past my shoulders and I began to build a wardrobe of girl's clothes.
Over time, I began to build a fanbase and those men would occasionally buy me things from a wishlist I had online. At first, I only had clothes, makeup, perfume, and even some jewelry on my list. But then I added naughty toys, butt-plugs, and dildos. While browsing for other things to add to my list on my phone one evening, my mom sat down beside me. She asked if she could pick something out. She wound up adding a metal chastity belt and a leather paddle. She even put a note on both items letting everyone know she'd picked them out for me.
It wasn't surprising that the chastity belt and paddle were the next two gifts to arrive. The following camshow, I edged myself for more than an hour before I gave myself a hands-free sissygasm. While I was cleaning up, my mom walked into my room. As always, she stayed out of view of the camera while picking up the unopened chastity belt form my dresser. "Leslie, are you ever going to put this thing on?"
With my camera still on, I said, "I guess I could try it on now."
Without any warning, my mom then moved into view of the camera and sat on the bed near my knees! After I'd introduced her to everyone, the comments began pouring in. Before having me, she was a petite girl. She was a cheerleader in high school. But after giving birth to me, she began struggling with her weight and has always struggled with her body image ever since. But the comments from our audience weren't at all negative. Most were quite crude, but they were positive concerning her physical appearance. And I could see how much she appreciated hearing those things.
Together we read through the instructions for the chastity belt and figured out how it worked. I put it on, neither of us was overly comfortable with her touching my wilted, pink penis. But she did slip the lock through the pin and close it. I shivered and my penis began to swell having her hand so close to me. My little penis quickly filled the tiny space that extra-small chastity belt allowed.
Mom and I both couldn't miss the money adding up so quickly in my little bank. Mom reached across to my dresser so she could grab the leather paddle. After holding it up so everyone could see, she slapped it against her hand making a loud slapping noise. I squirmed on my bed while my mom told my audience that if everyone donated $20, she would spank me with the leather paddle.
The money arrived quickly and I soon found myself face down, ass up on the bed. Mom moved the camera to allow everyone a better view. She then gave me five hard swats with the paddle. I jumped each time! They stung, but not bad enough to make me cry. The globes of my bottom were left a bright-red and a little tender.
After I'd rolled over and sat gingerly on my bottom, mom told me to spread my knees. Doing as I'd been told, I leaned back on hands giving our audience a clear view between my skinny, smooth legs. The metal chastity belt kept my poor little penis trapped and unable to get stiff. Mom asked the audience how long she should keep me locked up. The answers ranged from letting me out immediately to keeping locked up for the rest of my life. Mom decided she'd make me wait 3 days.
Considering it was her first time on camera, she got used to it very quickly. Much more quickly than I ever would have guessed. Not only did she take an active role, but she also began telling me what to do! That evening, we made more money than either of us had ever made in a single day before. I'm sure we both knew it wouldn't be the last time she appeared with me on camera.
I was desperately horny that night and begged my mom to let me out, she flat-out refused. The next day was even worse, especially after I gave myself a very frustrating sissygasm, in my cage, online. But the next day was by far the worst. I was running around the trailer naked, begging her to let me out, but she was having none of it. She was with me when I went online that day and my audience listened while I begged her to let me out, she never did. After she left the room, I gave myself another caged, sissygasm that left me even hornier than I'd been before.
On the third day, I did my show in the living room, not my bedroom. I came online wearing a new string bikini a fan had bought for me. The bulge of the chastity belt was unmistakable. My mom sat on the couch and when I moved in front of her, she pulled the strings on my bottoms very slowly until they fell away. Wearing just a bikini top and my chastity belt, mom took my hand and had me sit on her knee.
Mom told my audience how horny I'd been since she locked me up. She told them I'd been begging her to let me out. She told them I'd cleaned our whole trailer in hopes that she'd take mercy on me. She told them about the several times she'd caught be clawing at my cage. She even told them how she'd caught me trying to break it off with a pair of pliers I'd found in our little toolbox. I confirmed everything she said as fact.
When she took the key of her pocket, I whimpered softly and squirmed my bare bottom against her knee. One of the men offered to pay $20 if she left me locked up for longer. A different man offered $50 for my mom to unlock me. Another man offered to match the $50 if mom unlocked me. She reached around my hip, picked up the lock, and slipped the key into it, being careful not to touch any part of my bare body. I was shivering and my little penis was desperate to become stiff. Mom then set the lock with the key in it, gently back down onto the cage.
The donations were adding up quickly while I was perched on my mom's knee so horny after being kept chaste for three days. Mom reached up and slowly untied my bikini top leaving me naked except for the cage. I was about to go out of my mind I was so horny! We hadn't planned this. The key was in the lock! All I needed to do was reach down, turn it and I'd be free! But that wasn't how it was going to work. She needed to either grant me permission or turn the key herself.
One of my regular viewers offered $20 if we French kissed. My mom and I looked at each other and shook our heads. He asked if $25 would be enough. We turned him down again. He asked if $30 would do it. Mom nodded and said we'd do it. I looked at her, to make sure she was serious. Was she going to kiss me?
After our balance rose by $30, my mom had me turn a little bit before laying one hand on my lower back and the other on my neck. She pulled me toward her and I whimpered softly as I looped my arms around her neck. I tilted my head to the side and our audience had the perfect view of my mother's tongue sliding into my mouth. It was a long, slow, wet kiss that made my toes curl and my poor penis cramp up painfully in its cage. I was moaning softly and trying to catch my breath when my lips left hers. But mom wasn't finished. She sucked my lower lip into her mouth and then kissed me again. Until that moment, I'd never been kissed that passionately before. My whole body was tingling.
Looking at the monitor while trying to catch my breath from the kiss of my life, our audience had begun to ask my mom to take the cage off and make me squirt. Mom told them it was going to take a major donation for that to happen.
While the balance began to rise, Mom caressed my naked body with her fingertips. I was squirming like crazy and when I leaned toward her, she leaned in to meet me and we kissed some more, long, wet, passionate kisses. I wound up straddling her ample lap, my arms around her neck while she caressed my back as we kissed. I eventually withdrew my tongue from her mouth and mumbled incoherently, "Mom, I have to... I can't keep... I'm so..."
We arranged the camera to provide the best view. She then had me turn around so I sat on her lap facing away from her. When we were all set, mom reached around me and held the lock between her finger and thumb. Her other hand drifted up from my belly button to my little pink nipples. She pinched each of them while watching the balance rise and learning what our audience wanted to see.
While looking over my shoulder, she turned the key, and lock popped open. Very slowly, she removed the lock from the chastity cage. Using both hands, she slowly and gently removed the cage from my little penis. By the time the cage slipped off of the little pink head, my penis was perfectly erect and throbbing wildly.
Mom set the cage aside before setting her hands on my naked hips. She asked my audience where they wanted her to touch me. Her hands slid slowly around my front until they framed my smooth, little, throbbing penis. My hips ground up against her hands, but she kept them clear of my desperate penis.
Leaning back against her, I moaned, "Mom!"
She kept her hands framing my frantic penis while asking, "Yes, Leslie?"
Reaching back to lay my hands on her hips behind me. "Mom, I'm so horny!"
She kissed my naked shoulder and asked, "I know, Baby. What do you want me to do about that?"
I moaned, "Touch me! Touch it! Please?"
She teased, "You want me, your mother, to touch your little-bitty penis that's already leaking its juices?"
I ground my hips upward, but she never let her hands touch my penis or my little pouch. I whimpered, "Yes, please. Pretty please?"
Sitting on her lap, my legs straddling her knees, I was leaning back against my mom. Her hands moved closer to my throbbing prong. I rolled my head to the side and she leaned in and kissed me. At that same moment, the pad of her first finger touched the underside of my penis, just below the squishy pink head. My hips bucked up and moaned into her mouth while my penis squirted out a long line of my creamy love almost up to my neck.
Mom kept slowly rubbing her finger in that magical spot just beneath the head of my penis on the underside while our tongues danced together. I squealed into her mouth as the next line was launched from my little penis. This time ending just between my nipples. My hips bucked up hard and the third line ended near my belly button. Mom kept rubbing, slowly and gently, while I lay back against her coming back to earth from the orgasm she'd just given me. She held me on her lap, kissing my cheek, neck, and ear while my creamy love began dripping down my sides. When my penis had wilted to its normal tiny size, my heart was still pounding and I was exhausted. I lay against her while she put my penis back into the chastity cage and closed the lock once again.
Looking to the camera, my mom asked in a raspy voice, "How long should he be kept locked up this time? A week? Two? A month?"
After taking control of my orgasms with the chastity belt and beginning our taboo relationship, the income from the cam business was skyrocketing. Mom began appearing in every one of my shows. It became so profitable, she was soon able to quit her job. The more she appeared on camera, the sexier she began to dress. Her tops got deeply cut, showing off her gigantic boobs. She began paying more attention to her hair and spending more time on her make-up. My audience more than doubled in size after mom began joining me.
After appearing in several shows, mom started her own wishlist. Her lists were mostly composed of nightgowns, sexy tops, dresses, makeup, perfume, and jewelry. But after receiving several packages from our viewers, she added a few vibrators to her list. When our audience bought those for her, I began hearing them buzzing in the next room after most of our times on camera.
My stints in chastity began to regularly last for a week or two. In between orgasms, I relieved the pressure with daily sissygasms by rapidly humping one of my many dildos or vibrators. Stimulating myself in that manner was never like a real orgasm. I was left feeling cheated and denied. Yes, my juices would ooze and drip from my little penis, but it wasn't like a real, full-blown orgasm. I came, but all the wonderful feelings and sensations associated with orgasm weren't there. Or course, mom would be sitting nearby while I toyed with myself. At first, she just watched. One afternoon, after watching me struggle to keep hold of it, she began holding the dildo steady as I humped it. And eventually, she had me lay face down across her lap and slid the dildo in and out of me until my orgasm drizzled from my cage, between her thick thighs.
What used to be my little show had become a family affair with my mom calling all the shots. She was deciding what we'd do and when we'd it. I appeared online each day not having any idea what was in store for me. We never kissed or did anything more when we weren't on camera. However, I did spend the majority of my time running around our little trailer in panties or naked except for my chastity cage.
After appearing together for several months, my mom delayed my release from chastity for several days so it would land on her birthday. Our audience loved the idea. I'd been laying across her lap while she slid my thickest dildo in and out of my bottom. The balance in our bank had been climbing sharply all day. As I neared my sissygasm, one of our longest and most faithful viewers offered to provide something special for my mom's birthday. Mom left me writhing on her lap while she DM'ed with him, not allowing me to see anything they discussed.
When a package arrived less than a week before her birthday, she kept the box in her room and did not allow me to see what was inside. Those next days leading to her birthday were torture. We appeared online every single day. And everyday mom would tease both our audience and me about what she had planned! I was going crazy both from the frustration of being kept chaste and the burning curiosity of what the surprise would be.
On her special day, just before we were to go online, I stepped out of the bathroom after taking a long shower. I found her sitting in the middle of our couch in the living room. Her hair and makeup were perfect. She was wearing a light pink, thigh-length, satin robe I'd never seen before. Beneath that, I saw hints of lace of a nightie I'd never seen before either. She looked radiant, very pretty, and excited. The fat nubs of her nipples were poking lewdly against her nightie and robe and the scent of her arousal was unmistakable.
Laying on the coffee table, which had been pushed off to one side of the small room, were the contents of the box she'd kept hidden. A blindfold, thigh-wrist cuffs, and a chin-mounted dildo that would cover the lower half of my face. Beside those items lay my earbuds and a nose-plug I used in a swimming class I'd taken the year before.
I stood there naked, except for my chastity cage and my whole body shivered uncontrollably. I whimpered softly, "Mom?"
She sat there grinning at me. "Run back into the bathroom and get your brush and hairbands. I want you in pigtails today."
After racing back to the bathroom, I returned with the things she'd asked for. Kneeling on the floor at her feet, facing away from her, she parted my hair down the middle and pulled each side into a long, brown pigtail on the sides of my head. While she worked, she explained, "Leslie, Honey, this is my birthday. And we're going to do something special for me. In the past, our cam shows have always been about your pleasure. Today, this show will be about mine."
I didn't respond to the statement, I didn't feel it was necessary. I knelt there silently on the floor while she tightened up my pigtails. After all, we'd done together, my feelings for my mom had changed. She was still my mom and I loved her for that reason alone. But she had become the star of all my fantasies. Laying naked across her lap while she milked me with a dildo had become my all-time favorite thing to do. It didn't matter that I wore a chastity belt at the time. Having her perform that act was incredibly sexy and made me feel extremely close to her. And those rare occasions when she touched my desperate penis after it had been kept locked up for a while, those encounters were what my dreams were made of. Her touch was always feathery, like a breeze, barely touching me at all. But making enough contact so my denied penis would erupt all of its pent-up frustrations.
Mom had already positioned the camera and after finishing with my hair, we went online. The first thing our audience saw was me kneeling naked on the floor at my mom's feet. It had been the longest I'd gone without an orgasm to date, 22 days. I was a frustrated mess. My hips were squirming around lewdly while mom greeted everyone online by their screen name. While she did that, she wasted no time and began preparing me for her birthday surprise.
The thigh-wrist cuffs went on first. Kneeling on the floor, my forearms were forced to lay parallel beside my thighs. I was hunched over and the bindings made it difficult to move around much at all. The blindfold covered my eyes and left me in complete darkness. Unlike other blindfolds that let some light through, this one left me without even a hint of sight. The chin-mounted dildo that strapped behind my head with two sturdy straps was next. It took mom some time to get it in place, but when she was done, it covered me from beneath my chin to the just below my nose. The noseplug was next and she was careful to ensure it held both my nostrils firmly closed. Last, but not least, she slipped my earbuds in and used my phone to turn on some loud music.



Hunched over on the floor at my mom's feet. I had no use of my arms or hands. I couldn't see anything. I couldn't smell anything. And my mouth was completely covered. The music playing in my ears was loud enough to block out any other sounds from the room. I was utterly and completely at her mercy.
I felt her touch on my shoulders. She guided me to turn so I faced her. It was really difficult to move wearing the thigh-wrist cuffs, but I did manage to get into the position she wanted me in. Her hands were then moved to lay on the sides of my neck. She gently guided me forward. I couldn't see, hear, smell anything. But I could feel the warmth of her thighs against the side of my face. Mom kept her hands on my neck, guiding me forward while the dildo on my chin slid into her pussy. Even without my senses, I knew when it entered her body. When the entire dildo had disappeared inside of her, she moved her hands from my neck upward, to take hold of my pigtails. Slowly and gently, she guided my head so the dildo on my chin slid in and out of her body.
I was horny before, having been kept chaste for over three weeks. But kneeling there with my hands locked against my thighs, thrusting a face-mounted dildo in and out of my mom was beyond anything I ever could have imagined. Even though I'd been stripped of my senses, I knew what was happening and my mind ran wild with what the scene looked like to our audience.
When she gripped my pigtails more tightly with her fingers and began to increase the pace, her heavy thighs squeezed against my head. The pace got faster and faster until she pulled my head against her tight and ground my dildo covered chin against her sex. After the spasms in her body calmed down, she pushed me away, back onto my heels. I sat there for several moments, squirming around while the chastity belt I wore kept my little penis from becoming erect. It was torture!
The first thing she did, after leaving me there struggling to deal with the sensations and emotions of what we'd just done, was to remove my nose plug. She then wiped a damp finger under my nose that was dripping with her juices. My level of arousal went through the roof!
She had me wait there smelling her scent, unable to become erect, in an erotic limbo of sorts. After what seemed like hours, she removed the earbuds and dildo from my face while continuing to leave me without sight. She painted my lips with her moist fingertips and I quickly licked them clean, which made me hornier than I could ever remember. She then slid two fingers into my mouth that were drenched with the juices from her pussy. I was going insane!
After cleaning her fingers, I moaned, "Mom..."
She re-wet her fingers before sliding them back into my mouth, "Yes, Honey?"
I whimpered softly, "I love you, Mom."
She kissed my lips gently and said, "I love you too, Leslie." She finally removed the blindfold and I was able to see her. She was wearing the same robe and looked as if nothing had happened. My poor penis was cramped up so bad. My hips were grinding around hopelessly trying to find extra space in the cage for my penis, but it was pointless.
She smiled down at me, "Honey, while you were busy, our friends online, and I decided to put your next orgasm off for another week."
I knelt there on the floor, my hips grinding and bucking around in lewd circles. My mother's scent still tickling my senses, her taste on my lips and tongue, her scent dominating my nose. I knew it would be useless to object. Looking up into her eyes, I whimpered, "If that's what everyone thinks is best for me."
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Blind dates have always been frightening, but I somehow let a friend of a friend set me up on one. According to that friend, the girl I'd be seeing, Carmen, liked my 'type' and preferred skinny, little white boys. From what I'd been told, we'd make the perfect couple.
Everything had been arranged through that friend. When I asked how I should dress for the date, I was told to wear something casual. After digging through my closet and dresser, I chose to wear little white tennis shoes, cute khaki shorts, and a loose-fitting white top. I have always thought I looked best in white. Being as pale as I am, white makes me look like I have a little color.
The knock on my door was very firm. So much so that I jumped when I heard it. As I opened my door, I looked up and immediately knew Carmen was a bad girl. She was very tall, looked strong, and confident. She was wearing black leather boots, jeans, and a sleeveless shirt. The muscles in her arms and across her shoulders were impossible to miss. I could see the definition of her muscles through her jeans. Her jet-black hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail. Her face had strong features which made her pretty, in a scary sort of way.
It took only a few seconds to learn we had a major language barrier. I spoke zero Spanish and she spoke an equal amount of English. Grinning down at me, she acted out eating with her hands. Biting my lower lip, I quickly decided there was no reason not to join her for dinner. After nodding my head in reply, she offered me her hand and I took it. We left my apartment hand-in-hand and made our way to the parking lot.
She guided me to the nicest car in the entire lot. Having never been a car-guy, I surprised myself when I recognized the hood ornament as being a Mercedes-Benz. I giggled and gave her a two thumbs-up. She smiled at me while opening the passenger's door. As I slipped into her car, she gently patted my bottom with hand. I shivered and felt my penis tingle from the unexpected contact.
We obviously didn't talk during the drive. We sat together in her super nice car and I tried not to look too impressed. But I was enjoying being seen in it. I felt like royalty!
Carmen took me to a Mexican restaurant I'd never been to before. After we'd been seated, she waved away the menus and ordered for both of us, in Spanish of course. I sat beside her feeling a little uncomfortable not understanding anything that was being said around me. While we waited for our meal to be delivered, I got her attention and acted out washing my hands. She nodded her head and scooted out of the booth. Instead of pointing me in the direction of the restrooms, she took my hand and walked with me. The restrooms were down a short hallway, the boy's room was at the far end of the hall but Carmen stopped at the girl's room. I bit my lower lip and pointed to the boy's room. She had a flat expression on her face when she shook her head and opened the door to the girl's room.
Nervously, I did as was expected of me and walked into the girl's room. Thankfully there wasn't anyone else in there. After washing my hands and drying them, I played with my hair a little. When I was finished, I stepped back into the hallway and found Carmen waiting for me with a satisfied grin on her face. She backed me against the wall near the door to the girl's bathroom. Looking up into her deep brown eyes, I bit my lip while she leaned down. When her lips met mine, her tongue immediately slipped between my lips while her strong arms circled my waist and pulled me close to her. She really kissed me. My toes curled in my shoes and I felt like I was floating right there in the restaurant!
The kiss ended as suddenly as it had begun. And all too soon I found myself back in our booth sitting beside my date. While we waited for our waitress, Carmen took hold of my wrist and guided my hand to rest on her strong, thick thigh. Nervously looking up into her eyes, she leaned down and kissed me again while my hand continued to rest gingerly on her thigh.
The meal itself was a bit of a blur. My little penis was very stiff in my underpants. I'd never been treated in the way Carmen was treating me. And I loved it. I loved that she opened doors for me. I loved that she held my hand. I loved that she had me use the girl's restroom! Everything she'd done since she'd picked me up made me feel delicate and special.
After Carmen had paid for our meal, she guided me back toward her car while holding my hand. Before opening my door, she backed me against her car and kissed me again. This time, she pressed her powerful leg between mine. With her arms holding me close and my arms looped around her neck, I ground and humped myself against her leg. Her kisses were quickly becoming addictive. The way her tongue slipped and slid against my tongue and teeth was extremely exciting and made me squirm!
All too suddenly, she broke the kiss off and stepped away from me. She whispered something I couldn't understand. Having no idea what she said, I politely nodded my head and smiled. Carmen helped me into her car before climbing into the driver's seat. We left the parking lot in the opposite direction of my apartment. I was happy she wasn't going to take me home so soon. Even without being able to verbally communicate, I was enjoying my time with her. As we drove along, she reached out and took hold of my wrist, laying on my hand on her thigh once again. I scooted close the center console and left my hand where she had placed it, halfway between her knee and her hip.
She drove us to a rough-looking neighborhood, the sort of place I would never, ever dream of going on my own. But with Carmen, I somehow felt safe. I'd met her just a few hours before and we'd been unable to understand a single word we said to each other, but I just knew she would protect me if the need arose.
When she stopped in front of a rundown looking house and turned off the car, I was a little nervous and I'm sure she could tell. She said something in a calm voice before climbing out of the car and then helping me out onto the sidewalk. Holding my hand, she took me inside and I found it was a small gathering of her friends. Everyone was Hispanic and looked just as tough as my date. I was the only white person and I didn't hear anyone speaking English. I'd never felt so out of place before!
Carmen laid her hand on my lower back, guided me through the room while greeting a few people. She sat down on a couch and pulled me onto her lap. People weren't even trying to hide that they were staring at me perched on her lap. Carmen's hand wandered over my pale body while she spoke with an older man sitting next to us. Her fondling only seemed to attract more attention. The man we were sitting beside looked at me but never spoke to me, at least I didn't think he did.
Carmen's gentle touch and teasing worked me into a horny frenzy. I was soon squirming around on her lap. Before things got out of hand in front of all those people, I was rescued by a cute, younger, Latina girl. She was all smiles when she took my hand and led me to the kitchen. When we were alone, I learned she spoke English. She introduced herself as Esperanza and told me I was the first boy Carmen had ever brought to meet that group of people. She went on to tell me that Carmen has always liked feminine boys. Esperanza laid her fingers against my cheek and told me I was very cute and that I was perfect for Carmen.
I blushed and whispered, "Thank you."
Esperanza looked around to be sure we were alone before speaking in a very soft voice, "Do you know who Carmen is?"
I shook my head, looking completely confused.
She continued to speak in that quiet tone, "Let's just say she is a very important woman."
I just looked at her, not understanding what she meant.
Esperanza looked around again to be sure no one was listening before whispering, "She has connections."
A pair of loud women walked into the kitchen just then and stopped to stare at me. Feeling extremely uncomfortable under their scrutiny, Esperanza and I moved back to the living room. As we turned the corner, I saw the man sitting next to Carmen had a girl sitting on the floor between his legs. Letting go of Esperanza's hand I followed the other girl's lead and sat on the floor between Carmen's legs.
Looking over my shoulder at Carmen, she smiled and made a motion with her hand, she rotated her index finger. It was obvious she wanted me to turn around. I blushed while I rose on my knees and turned to face her. Reaching out, Carmen took my hands and laid them on the inside of her thighs. The room had fallen silent. Turning my head, I found everyone was looking at me. Carmen reached out and touched the underside of my chin with her finger, guiding my line of sight back to her. She was smiling proudly. Kneeling on the floor while sliding my hands up and down her thighs, I could feel the heat of her arousal beneath my fingers. Her breathing became heavier and I couldn't miss her nipples stiffening beneath her top.
Not knowing anyone in the room and being unable to understand anything that was being said around me, helped me to deal with the situation. My little penis was throbbing in my underpants. I know my face was flushed. Until that night, I'd never experienced a public display of affection. But she'd kissed me twice in the restaurant, again in the parking lot. Even more, I shamelessly humped myself against her leg. And now I knelt on the floor between my date's legs caressing her thighs with a room full of people watching!
Carmen glanced at the man sitting next to her. She said something before taking hold of one of my hands and standing up. The room was quiet when she pulled me to my feet and led me down a hall with her hand on my lower back. As we left the room, it sounded like everyone started talking all at once.
She guided me into a bedroom. After closing the door behind us, she took me in her arms and kissed me. Backing me against the door, she pressed her leg between mine and I began to shamelessly hump myself onto her powerful thigh again. She placed her hands on my hips and kissed me long and hard. I was squirming on her leg with my arms looped around her neck.
I was wildly aroused and hoped I wasn't leaking so bad that it would show through to my shorts.
When she removed her leg from between mine, I was left gasping against the door. I watched as she crossed the room to the bed. While looking into my eyes, she kicked off her boots, undid her jeans, and lowered them down her legs with her panties. Her bushy, jet black pubic hair was a huge triangle above her sex. The definition of her leg muscles was even more apparent when not covered with denim. She left her jeans and panties on one leg while sitting on the very edge of the bed. She spread her legs wide, wagged her finger at me and pointed to the swollen and parted lips of her pussy while puckering her lips.
My little penis was terribly excited and throbbing in my shorts, but it was going to have to wait. Crossing the room on my tiptoes, I knelt between her thighs and was met by the unmistakable scent of her arousal. Leaning forward, I placed a gentle kiss on either side of her stiff, nub of a clit.
Leaning back on one hand, she used the fingers of the other hand to slide through my hair. She kept my face pulled in close to her sex. After laying my hands on her thighs, I licked up and down along the insides of her lips. Not wanting to rush it, I took my time, kissing and licking her lips until she'd peeled open like a flower. Even then, I concentrated on the soft, warm flesh of her lips.
Using the tip of my tongue, I licked slow circles around her stiff little clit. She moaned softly and spoke words I couldn't understand while her fingers caressed my scalp. Laying my tongue flat, I began lapping over her clit like a kitten at a bowl of milk. Still not rushing, taking my time, sliding my tongue over her stiff button. Feeling her legs flex and move closer to my head. When my jaw grew tired, I placed gentle kisses around her clit until I was ready to begin gently lapping at it once more.
Puckering my lips, I gently sucked her clit into my mouth and then let it slip out. Her body shivered and I knew she was getting closer. She soon laid back on the bed, so she could hold my head in place with both hands. She crossed her legs over my shoulders and behind my back. I looped my arms over her legs and held on tight. With her thighs clamped against the sides of my head, I couldn't hear anything, but I had a feeling she was moaning and trying to tell me something. I was repeatedly sucking her clit into my mouth, letting it slip out and then licking over it with my tongue before starting over again.
When her clit throbbed on my tongue, her thighs squeezed my head and her hands pulled me in tight against her sex. Everything my tongue and lips touched began to spasm and twitch. I kept sucking, licking, and kissing again at the same pace, knowing that was what she needed. Her orgasm was long and intense. Her body was bucking on the bed and even with my hearing muffled, I could hear and feel her moaning.
I never changed the pace of my actions until she released my head and fell back on the bed. Her legs relaxed and fell from my shoulders. She lay there mumbling something and I knew I'd done well. I eased up and slowed down on my attentions. Completely avoiding her now sensitive clit, I placed gentle kisses along the sides of her lips while she recovered from her orgasm. While her breathing was returning to normal, I began kissing my way down the insides of her thighs toward her knees.
When she sat up and looked at me still kneeling on the floor between her thighs, the expression on her face was of sheer satisfaction and happiness. I smiled up at her before nibbling on my plump lower lip. Without saying a word, she had me scoot back so she could pull her panties and pants back up. I knelt on the floor with a very stiff penis throbbing in my little khaki shorts watching her pull her boots back on. When she was done, she stood up from the bed and offered me her hands. After helping me to stand, she looked down at the petite bump my erection was making and grinned.
I pulled back on her hand when she reached for the door. My face was glistening with her juices and my penis was so stiff! She smiled, leaned in, and kissed my forehead. She then opened the door and pulled me with her. I tried to wipe my face clean with my free hand, but I'm sure I wasn't very successful. She led me down the hall into the room full of people we'd left behind earlier.
The room fell silent when we joined them. I covered the small bump of my erection with one hand while Carmen kept hold of my other. Everyone had to have known what we'd been up too! My date made an announcement and the group all started talking loudly and smiling. She motioned with her hands for everyone to calm down. As the excitement of the moment passed, she squeezed my hand protectively, waved, and spoke to the crowd before guiding me to the door.
During the drive back to my apartment, she had me keep my hand on her thigh and rested her hand on top of mine. We drove along in silence. No words were needed. I'd eaten her to orgasm in a stranger's house filled with strangers. Her flavor remained on my lips and her scent filled my nose. My penis was desperate for attention and I couldn't remember ever being so horny!
When Carmen parked her car in the lot outside of my apartment, I waited until she walked around the car and let me out. Taking my hand in hers, I swung my legs out onto the pavement and she helped me stand before walking me to my door. Before I slipped the key into the lock, she backed me against my door, whispered some Spanish words, and then kissed me. Another wildly passionate kiss that had me moaning into her mouth.
Her wide thigh found its way back between my skinny legs. While still kissing me, she raised her knee until I was balancing on my tiptoes while shamelessly grinding myself against her leg. Her arms circled my waist while mine looped around her neck. The kiss was so erotic and I'd been so horny all night, my orgasm came on quickly. Right there in the hallway outside of my apartment, I ground myself against her firm leg and moaned loudly as my little penis squirted in my underpants. Over and over it squirted out more of my cream. My body spasmed and twitched. I made high-pitched squeaky noises each time my penis squirted. And the entire time, Carmen kissed me and held me in her strong arms. She continued to hold me and kiss me until my orgasm had finished and I'd returned from cloud nine. The warm, gooey mess left in my underpants was oddly comforting.
She kissed my lips one last time before slowly lowering her knee so I could stand on my feet once again. There was a large moist spot on my shorts and I'd left a damp spot on the leg of her jeans too. We both noticed it at the same time. She smiled at me and shook her head, indicating it didn't matter. Taking the key from my hand, she opened my door before handing it back to me. Looking up into her brown eyes, I popped up on my tiptoes and kissed her quickly before spinning around. As I stepped into my apartment, she patted my bottom with her open palm.
When I turned, she was standing outside of the threshold. I waved my hand, trying to invite her inside. She shook her head and pointed over her shoulder with her thumb. Biting my lower lip, I was trying to think of a way to tell her I wanted to see her again. She leaned into my apartment and kissed my lips gently one last time before turning and walking down the hall.
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When my mom met her newest boyfriend, the two of them made it very uncomfortable for me to be around. If they weren't using drugs, they were being very vocal in her bedroom. Thankfully, my friend, Mrs. Hartsell welcomed me into her trailer with open arms. She lived next door to my mother and she knew how upsetting it was for me to be around my mom when she was like that. On the nights when I couldn't stay at home, I simply ran to Mrs. Hartsell's trailer. There were times when I felt the need to leave in a hurry. On those nights, I ran to the safety of Mrs. Hartsell's trailer in whatever I happened to be wearing. On occasion, I ran next door in only my underpants. That's what I was wearing that fateful night.
Mrs. Hartsell later told me she had a feeling something was wrong that night. She rose out of bed, threw on a robe, and dashed outside while telling me to wait where I was. She stepped outside just in time to see their fully loaded truck turn the corner. Mrs. Hartsell walked through the dimly lit night to the now-abandoned trailer and found it was empty. All of my things were gone too.
I sat at the window and watched Mrs. Hartsell step out of what had been my mother's trailer. She looked upset while making her way back to her trailer. When Mrs. Hartsell came back inside, she spoke two words, "She's gone." She then took me in her arms and embraced me. She held me in her big, soft arms and nuzzled my head between her breasts. She held me for a good long time while I sobbed quietly. My mother had never run off like this before. But her new boyfriend had her into heavy drugs and who knows what else. I knew I'd most likely never see her again.
While embracing me, Mrs. Hartsell told me what she'd found inside my mother's trailer. My mom had taken all of my meager belongings, even my clothes. She was gone and she wasn't coming back. Being the kind woman she was, Mrs. Hartsell told me I'd be staying with her for as long as I wanted. I was so thankful to have her in my life. Even though I was nearly 21 years old, I wasn't emotionally prepared to live on my own. I needed to be taken care of and Mrs. Hartsell knew this all too well.
It was still very late at night when I calmed down. We had been awake for a few hours but it was still far too early to remain out of bed. Taking my small hand in hers, she led me back to the bedroom so we could get some rest. During all the nights I'd spent in her home, we'd always slept together in her large, queen-sized bed. She never allowed me to sleep on her couch, insisting there was plenty of room in bed with her.
Mrs. Hartsell had always been super nice. She was the kindest and most understanding person I'd ever met. While my mother had always been unhealthily thin due to her addictions, Mrs. Hartsell was the exact opposite. She towered over my petite height and bordered between being full-figured and voluptuous. Her immense breasts swelled wider than her already broad shoulders. Between her breasts and wide hips, her waist appeared thin, but it was a bit of an illusion. She was a substantial woman with the biggest heart imaginable.
That night, after we'd climbed back into bed, Mrs. Hartsell spooned me from behind like she always did. I could feel the warmth of her body through her knee-length, nylon nightgown. She held me in her large, strong arms and let me continue weeping until I ran out of tears. As I was falling back asleep, she whispered, restating what she'd already told me, "Don't worry about anything Sammy. You're going to live here with me and I'm going to take care of you."
I replied softly, "I love you, Mrs. Hartsell."
She kissed my cheek, which wasn't unusual, and whispered, "I love you too, Baby Boy."
Early the next morning, just as the sun was rising, I awoke before Mrs. Hartsell with a very stiff penis and the need to use the bathroom. As carefully as I could, I slipped out from her embrace and turned to make my way out of her bedroom. The room was dimly lit by the rising sun through the frilly curtains. I carefully made my way toward the door. Very suddenly, Mrs. Hartsell spoke in a playful tone, "I'm glad to see you're so happy you'll be living with me."
I quickly laid both my hands over my underpants to hide the tent my little erection was making in my underpants. In all the nights I'd spent with her, Mrs. Hartsell had never called attention to my morning arousal or my state of dress. I squeaked in a high pitch, "Mrs. Hartsell..." I never finished what I was going to say. When I looked back at her still lying in bed, I saw one of her gigantic breasts had nearly slipped free of her nightgown. I was able to see more than half of her nipple. The areola was the size of a large pancake! And the nub of her nipple was at least the size of a thimble!
She quickly learned where my attention was and adjusted her nightgown to protect her modesty. The sight I'd seen was so captivating, I didn't realize I stood there squeezing my penis, almost playing with myself right beside her bed.
With a grin on her face, after she'd covered her breast and sat upright, she said, "Why don't you go potty and then come back to bed. Neither of us got much sleep last night."
Biting my lower lip, I spun on my toes and left the room. After entering her bathroom, I shut the door but didn't bother locking it. The lock had never worked the entire time I'd been visiting her. I stood at the sink and looked at my reflection in the mirror. All thoughts of the night before and my mother were quickly fading. All I could think about was the breast I'd just seen. I stepped to the toilet, awkwardly relieved myself, and flushed. But even then, my little penis was still perfectly erect. I tried to think of anything that would make it go soft, but my thoughts returned to the very first breast I'd ever seen. I was just about to begin masturbating to make it go soft when I froze in place after hearing her voice.
From down the hall, Mrs. Hartsell called out to me, "Sammy, wash your hands and come back to bed."
She often spoke to me as if I were a fraction of my age. It was something I secretly enjoyed and I think she knew it. Doing as I'd been told, I quickly washed my hands with floral-scented soap and dried them on a nearby frilly, pink hand towel. Using one hand over my underpants to keep my erection hidden, I dashed down the hall and across the room, jumped back into bed, and quickly pulled the blankets up to cover myself.
As I rolled onto my side, facing away from her, Mrs. Hartsell moved in close and spooned me from behind. But instead of wrapping her arms around my body, she left one arm under my head and rested her other hand on my underpants-covered hip.
She whispered in my ear, "Sammy, I meant what I said last night. You're going to live with me now."
I squirmed back against her and whispered, "I know and I'm really glad. I don't know where else I would go." I felt my emotions begin to rise after recalling all that had occurred the night before.
But then something amazing happened. One of her fingers slipped under the waistband of my underpants and caressed my naked hip and my thoughts quickly focused on her touch.
She whispered, "Sweetheart, we need to go shopping today to get you a few things to wear."
I whimpered, praying that her finger remained right where it was. It was the first time anyone had touched my bare hip like that. It was wildly arousing. My little penis was throbbing in time to my rapidly beating heart.
When I felt her hand begin to move, I gasped and was ready to accept it was a fluke. But then she slipped her whole hand under the side of my underpants. Her large, soft hand was resting on the bare skin of my hip!
In a raspy whisper, she said, "Unless you wouldn't mind spending the day naked while I ran these underpants through the wash."
The touch of her hand and the words she spoke left me speechless. I squirmed back against her and continued to whimper softly.
Her lips brushed against my ear when she whispered, "Be a good boy and take these off for me."
I moaned softly while scooting forward enough that I could roll onto my back. I was never one to disobey. Mrs. Hartsell laid her big, soft arm over my stomach while I slid my underwear down my skinny legs. When I'd slid them off, I timidly asked, "Where should I put them?"
Mrs. Hartsell was letting her long fingernails drift over my naked stomach and chest. She whispered, "Drop them on the floor."
I slid them out from under the covers and dropped them on the floor as I'd been told. With that accomplished, I laid naked in a bed with Mrs. Hartsell and she was teasing my body with her fingernails.
She whispered, "Sammy, I know you've never had a girlfriend. And you told me once not long ago that you were a virgin. Is that still the case? Are you still a virgin?"
I whimpered softly while squirming beneath her touch, "Yes ma'am, I'm still a virgin."
She pinched my nipple and asked, "Sweetheart, is this the first time you've been naked with anyone?"
I moaned again, "Yes ma'am."
Her hand moved to my other nipple and pinched it, "That makes me a very lucky lady." She pinched my nipple again before asking, "Sammy, have you ever been kissed?"
My hips were squirming around and I was so horny, "No, ma'am. I've never been kissed, not really kissed."
She drew circles on my stomach with her fingernail and asked, "Why do you think that is Honey?"
I squirmed, "I don't know. I guess because I'm shy."
She giggled softly, "You're not shy with me."
I whimpered, "You're different. You're you. You're easy to talk to. You don't make fun of me or laugh at me."
She asked, "Why would anyone laugh at you?"
I squirmed close to her beneath the bedcovers and felt the goosebumps rise and fall like waves all over my body. But the goosebumps weren't at all due to the temperature in the room. "Because of my size. Because I still live with my mom. Because I look like I do."
She whispered, "You are a little small, but 5'2" isn't that short."
I squeaked, "I'm only 5 foot."
She smiled warmly, "And that's a bad thing?"
Snuggling even closer so the side of my face rested against her enormous, nightgown-covered breast. Biting my lower lip hard, I whispered, "You know. It happens when we're together. People think I'm in junior high or something. No one thinks I'm as old as I really am."
Her fingernails drifted lower across my stomach until she was tracing small circles around my belly button, "Sammy, Sweetheart, all of those things that worry you are the same things I like most about you. I love that you're so small. I love that you're often mistaken for my son when we're out."
I giggled while smushing my face against her big breast. "It's probably because we hold hands!"
Mrs. Hartsell rolled away for a brief moment while I continued to lay on my back. When she returned her touch to my bare stomach, she scooted close enough that her breast once again touched my face. Except this time, there wasn't a nightgown separating my face from her big boob.
I squeaked in a high pitch, "Mrs. Hartsell!"
She let her fingers drift up my naked body until her hand rested on the far side of my face. She gently guided me to turn my head toward her. I began to gently kiss all of the warm, soft flesh my lips could reach. She slipped her hand away from my face and adjusted her huge boob until her long, fat nipple brushed against my lips. I didn't hesitate before parting my plump lips and sucking her nipple into my mouth. Keeping my arms at my sides, not wanting to touch something she didn't want me to touch. I lay beside her and gently sucked on the huge nipple of her breast.
Mrs. Hartsell dragged her fingernails over my tingling flesh while doodling her way down my quivering body. "Sammy Honey, I love that you're so innocent. And Baby, I'll never take that innocence from you. I love that you've never been with a girl. I love that you've never been kissed. And I love that the last woman's hand you held was mine."
Her fingers had drifted low enough that she was tracing a big heart across my stomach and thighs, around my very excited penis. She whispered, "Sweetheart, I want to see you. I'm going to pull the covers down."
I shivered and sucked her fat nipple further into my mouth while she reached out and tossed the covers down the bed, off my naked body. No one had seen me naked before. No girl had seen me. I never took a shower in P.E. class in school. I couldn't remember ever being to a doctor. And even though I knew how to swim, I avoided it at all costs! I lay there and my back arched while my skinny, little penis flexed hard in response to my exposure.
Her eyes drifted over my body like a chilly breeze leaving goosebumps in their wake. She began to let her fingernails caress my chest. She whispered, "Sammy if I'd known you looked this cute without clothes, I would have had you sleeping with me naked all along."
Her fingernails drifted over my hairless chest and stomach. She let them wander further down and used the pad of her fingers to tease the sides of my pubic mound. She whispered, "I love your soft, peach fuzz down here. Being so wispy and such a light blonde color, I almost thought you shaved. But this is just the way you are, isn't it?"
I squeaked, "Yes ma'am."
While guiding my lips back to her nipple, she whispered, "Sammy, I'm going to touch you now."
After my lips had latched onto her nipple, she let her fingernails drift slowly down my body while I squirmed in the bed beside her. When her finger passed my belly button, she lifted it off of me. I didn't feel her touch again until the pad of her finger came to gently rest on the underside of my anxious penis just below the soft pink, squishy, gumdrop of a head.
It was the very first time anyone had touched me like that. I thrust my hips up and she pulled her finger away. When I calmed down a little, she touched her finger to that spot again. My body reacted in the same manner, my hips jumped up off the bed. Like before, Mrs. Hartsell removed her touch. She again waited until I'd calmed down before touching me again.
That third time, her nipple slipped from my lips and I looked up into her eyes. I forced myself to keep from thrusting against her touch. She whispered, "Good boy. Stay still and let me take care of my sweet, little Sammy."
It felt like a dream while I lay there, breathing heavily, feeling sensations I'd never felt before. Lifting my head from the pillow, I looked down and saw the pad of Mrs. Hartsell's first finger resting against the neck of my little penis. My little, pale penis looked positively tiny beside her long, thick, index finger.
When my head fell back onto the pillow, Mrs. Hartsell asked, "Are you ready, Baby Boy?"
I began to ask, 'Ready for what?', but she began to slide her finger around on that magical place on the underside of my penis just below the head. My eyes popped open wide and my mouth fell open, but no sounds came out. I squeezed the sheet with my fists and my penis throbbed hard under her gentle touch.
She whispered, "Does that feel good, Sammy?"
Still unable to form words, I nodded my head up and down quickly.
She grinned while looking down at me and teasingly asked, "Do you want me to stop?"
My back arched as I shook my head from side to side quickly.
She kept grinning when she asked, "Do you want me to keep doing this until you squirt?"
I nodded my head and managed to squeak, "Yes please!"
My back began arching and relaxing. I fought to keep myself from thrusting my hips against her touch, not wanting to take the chance of her stopping.
Her eyes wandered over my body as it quivered under her touch. She grinned and whispered, "You have got such a cute, little body. You're just adorable." She never used more than the pad of that finger. Sometimes she slid it around in circles, other times she slid it up and down, but she never touched anywhere else except that small area just beneath the pink head of my penis.
The feelings were quickly building inside of me. My hips began to grind and I squeezed the bedcovers even tighter in my fists. I chirped, "Mrs. Hartsell!"
She never stopped moving her finger. She whispered, "I know Baby. It's okay. I'm right here. Let it go."
A very high-pitched squeal left my lips just before my penis let out a very big glob of its creamy love. Mrs. Hartsell kept rubbing that same spot until an even larger blob of my cream leaked out, adding to the puddle on my stomach.
The orgasm was nothing like it was when I played with myself. When I was alone, those orgasms were different, they were rushed and quick. With Mrs. Hartsell, they were slow, gentle, and lovely. When I was alone, my penis shot out its cream in long lines up my chest. With Mrs. Hartsell, my cream oozed out in big globs. When I'd finished by myself, my penis went soft very quickly. With Mrs. Hartsell, it remained stiff even after she'd teased out the last few drips from inside. I felt like I wanted to do it all over again, almost like I didn't squirt at all.
I lay there naked beside Mrs. Hartsell. The cream on my stomach was beginning to run down my sides while my penis remained perfectly rigid. For the first time since I'd rolled onto my back, I moved my hands. I cupped them against my sides to keep the cream from dripping onto the bed.
Mrs. Hartsell didn't say a word. She was smiling while her eyes wandered over my body.
I whispered, "That felt so good Mrs. Hartsell."
She whispered back, "I'm glad you enjoyed it. Because they will all be like that with me."
I blushed and asked, "We're going to do it again?"
She kissed the tip of my nose and whispered, "Oh yes. That isn't something we can only do once."
I squirmed beneath her and whispered, "Thank you, Mrs. Hartsell."
She grinned and whispered, "You're so cute. But you need to get cleaned up before you make a mess!"
I wiggled out of bed, moving my hands around, trying to catch any drips of my cream that ran down my body. Tiptoeing out of her bedroom and down the hall to the bathroom. From where Mrs. Hartsell lay in bed, she could see me and catcalled, "Cute little butt!"
I wiggled my butt the rest of the way down the hall until I stood at the toilet, pulled off several sheets of toilet tissue and began wiping myself clean. I'd just begun wiping up my mess when she called from the bedroom, "Sammy, why don't you take a quick shower."
I called back to her, "Okay!"
After wiping up most of my mess, I went pee again and flushed the toilet. Reaching into the shower stall, I adjusted the water until it was just right. Stepping inside and closing the clear glass door, I stood beneath the warm water and let it rain down on my body. Picking up the pink bottle of herbal shampoo, I filled my palm and washed my hair. With my eyes squeezed closed, I tilted my head back and rinsed away the suds.
Mrs. Hartsell had seen me naked! She had touched my penis! She had rubbed it until it spurted! Why hadn't we ever done that before in all the nights I'd spent at her trailer in her bed? I briefly considered asking her that question when I stepped from the shower. But my mind quickly wandered elsewhere and I soon forgot about my intention to ask. That happened a lot to me. My mind would drift and I would soon forget what I'd been thinking about earlier.
When I stepped out from under the water and wiped the drops from my eyes, I saw Mrs. Hartsell had opened the shower stall door and stood there watching me wash! She had covered her nightgown with her knee-length robe.
Until that night, no one had seen me naked before. Now Mrs. Hartsell stood there looking at me while I washed in her shower.
She grinned and said, "I couldn't resist coming to watch."
There was something about the way she looked at me. There was no judgment. She loved every part of my body. The same body I'd been so self-conscience about for so long.



I giggled while stepped back under the water and dancing around a little. When I stepped back out from under the spray, she was smiling brightly and watching my every move. I stretched up to get the body wash off the shelf. After filling my hand, I set the bottle on the floor and began washing my body while Mrs. Hartsell watched closely. Being watched urged me to wash well. I scrubbed every inch of my body before I stepped back under the spray and rinsed.
Only when I'd finished and turned off the water did Mrs. Hartsell step back and get a towel. She held it open for me and wrapped it around my body when I stepped into it. I stood by passively while she dried me off. Before hanging up the towel, she looked down at my body. While staring at my little penis, she said, "I can't believe that little thing is still stiff."
I giggled and shook my hips making my penis wave at her. With the towel hung up, she took hold of my hand and led me back to her bedroom. It was still early and we were both still tired. She had tidied up. The bed had been straightened and the covers turned down. As I walked around to my side of the bed, I found the underpants I'd been wearing were no longer on the floor.
Mrs. Hartsell knew what I'd seen and said, "I didn't realize how worn your underpants were. I tossed them out. We'll find you something appropriate to wear later."
I giggled, "So I guess I'll be naked until then?"
She smiled and said, "That's the idea."
As I slid back into bed, I blushed while I said, "I sort of like being naked with you."
Mrs. Hartsell removed her robe and climbed onto the mattress and her weight caused me to roll back toward her. She turned off the lamp before we rolled around on the bed until she was spooning me from behind. In the darkness, Mrs. Hartsell held me close, but her hands were nowhere near my penis. I squirmed a little, trying to get her hand to touch me again without having to ask.
In a soft voice, I asked, "Mrs. Hartsell, would you please touch me again?"
She whispered, "Not now Sweetheart. Go to sleep."
My mind ran wild with images of Mrs. Hartsell touching my body. My penis was throbbing and I was pretty sure it was leaking a little too. While laying there in the darkness in Mrs. Hartsell's embrace with her giant breast against the back of my neck, I whispered, "Mrs. Hartsell, I'm really horny."
She whispered back, "I know you are Baby. But you need to settle down and go to sleep now."
After a few minutes, I whispered, "Mrs. Hartsell, I can't settle down."
She chuckled softly, "Sweetheart, what have I told you?"
I whispered, "Mrs. Hartsell?" She was getting annoyed but I needed to tell her one last thing.
"Yes, Sammy?"
I squeaked, "I love you."
Her tone softened when she whispered, "I love you too, Honey."
I lay there in the darkness being held in Mrs. Hartsell's arms for a very long time before I drifted back off to sleep.
After peeling my eyes open later that morning, I stretched my arms above my head. Having spent the night so often with Mrs. Hartsell, I wasn't at all surprised to wake up in her bedroom. But when the memories of all that had occurred the night before flooded my mind, I quickly lifted the covers and was beyond excited to see I was naked! It hadn't been a dream! The memories of my mother abandoning me weren't nearly as worrisome now that I knew I'd be staying with Mrs. Hartsell.
Sliding out of bed, I didn't run out of the room right away, I made the bed first. Only then did I tiptoe down the hall to the bathroom. I almost closed the door, but after the night before, I decided to leave it wide open while I went pee with a stiff penis, washed my face, hands and brushed my teeth. With the memory of Mrs. Hartsell rubbing me with her fingertip on my mind, I couldn't stop grinning as I made my way down the hall to find her. She was standing at the sink washing a dish, dressed and ready for the day. I stood near the table, naked with a stiff penis, and waited patiently for her to notice me. When she turned and saw me, a smile appeared on her face.
She crossed the room with heavy steps, playfully patted my bottom, and said, "Go sit down at the table and I'll fix you a bowl of cereal."
I dashed across the room and sat my bare bottom down on a chair. While she prepared my breakfast, she began, "Sammy, Honey, after breakfast, we're going to the thrift store to find you a few things to wear."
Biting my lip and squirming on the chair, I whimpered, "But, I don't have any clothes. What am I going to wear to the thrift store?"
After setting the bowl of cereal in front of me, she scruffed up my hair with her hand and said, "Don't worry about that. I'll find something that will show off your cute little figure for a change." She then excused herself to decide what I'd wear for the day.
Mrs. Hartsell and I often went to thrift stores together. In the past, she'd teased me about buying me juvenile-looking clothes and sometimes clothes more suited for a girl. A shiver shot up my spine that morning at the breakfast table when I briefly considered no longer objecting to her suggestions.
While I sat there eating my cereal, my penis was throbbing and at one point I almost reached under the table and touched it. But I had a feeling Mrs. Hartsell would not be pleased to find me touching myself. So I picked up my bowl, washed it in the sink, and then raced back to Mrs. Hartsell's bedroom. She turned as I entered the room and had a huge grin on her face.
Mrs. Hartsell said, "Just in time." Turning to the dresser, she picked up a white garment and handed it to me. When my fingers touched the fabric, I quickly learned it was not a material I usually wore. Letting the pile of material unfold from my fingers before my eyes, I gasped. It was a white pair of Mrs. Hartsell's 'granny panties'!
Her grin widened when she said, "Put them on Sweetheart."
Not wanting to disappoint her after what had occurred the night before, I held the giant panties open and stepped into them. I pulled them up my legs and they kept coming and coming! They were all the way up to my armpits and still weren't snug against my bottom!
She smiled down at me. Taking a safety pin in her hand, she pulled the waist of the panty over my shoulder so the panty began to slip between my cheeks, and pinned it in place. She did the same on my other shoulder too. The leg openings were enormous and left my sides bare well above my hips. Mrs. Hartsell undid the pins to readjust the fit. When she was done, the enormous panty was pulled up snugly between my cheeks and pulled tightly over my stiff penis and little marbles.
Mrs. Hartsell had the biggest smile I'd ever seen on her face. She sounded thrilled when she said, "Oh Sammy! You look so cute!"
I stood there looking up at her, I nervously slipped my hands and forearms through the leg openings of the panty and held them across my bare stomach. I was about to ask her if she had anything else I could wear. But she leaned down and from the floor of her closet, she pulled out a pair of white flip-flops and dropped them at my feet. I must've left them at her home at one time or another.
After I'd stepped into them, she walked me to the living room, stepped back, and took a long look at me. "Sammy, I've wanted to dress you like this for so long! You look so cute! The ladies at the thrift store are going to love you!"
There was a distinctive whine in my voice when I said, "Mrs. Hartsell? Do I have to go out like this?"
She grinned and said, "Yes, of course, you do."
Without a moment to lose, she handed me her huge purse. I seemed to always be carrying her purse when we went out together. She took a firm hold of my free hand and opened her front door. I was trying to catch my breath as we stepped out into the sunshine. She closed and locked her door while I stood there hiding behind her purse. Walking down the metal steps, I felt the hot, humid air against my body. With every small step I took, her big panty slid over my body in a way that made my penis throb all the more. She opened the passenger door of her huge, full-sized car. I quickly jumped inside thankful not to be standing out in the open anymore. Mrs. Hartsell walked around the car and sat down in the driver's seat which made the whole car tilt to her side.
I wanted to complain and tell her I needed more clothes. I'd never been so exposed in public before! But she'd played with my body for the first time the night before. I didn't want to upset our new relationship. So I sat there and kept her big purse in my lap, hiding behind it.
After starting the engine, she looked at me as if everything was normal and asked, "Are you ready to go shopping, Sammy?"
My voice cracked when I stuttered, "I-I-I guess so."
The drive to the thrift store went by quickly and silently. She parked quite a long way from the door even though almost every other space in the lot was available. It was a Tuesday morning in the middle of the month, I was thankful there wouldn't be many people shopping today.
After climbing out of the car, Mrs. Hartsellf walked around to my side and opened the door. I timidly set my flip-flop on the ground and leaned out to see if anyone was watching. Seeing no one other than the cars passing by in the street behind us, I rose out of the car, holding the purse across the front of my body. She took my free hand and together we walked across the parking lot to the doors of the thrift store. Before we entered, Mrs. Hartsell took her purse and left me standing there in only her big panty.
As we stepped into the store, the pair of ladies at the cash register stared at me with wide eyes. They knew us and we knew them. Beth, a large lady in her fifties said, "Well hello there you two! Is that little Sammy dressed up so cute today?"
Mrs. Hartsell stepped back so I was in full view of the ladies. I tried to cover myself, but I couldn't. It was silly to try. It was impossible to hide the fact that I was wearing a full-figured woman's panty and nothing else. as I looked up at the two ladies through shame-filled eyes, I found they weren't laughing at all. They were both looking at me the same way Mrs. Hartsell looked at me.
When the other woman, Sara asked me to step closer so she could get a better look. Sara was in her 40's and not quite as full-figured as her co-worker. I glanced back to Mrs. Hartsell to make sure it was okay. With her nod, I stepped forward and when prompted, turned around in a slow circle for them. Both Sara and Beth were very complimentary of how I looked. And those compliments helped to relax me a little. I even wiggled my bottom when it faced them. And with the panties pulled all the way up between my cheeks, the globes of my cheeks were left bare for them to see.
Mrs. Hartsell took my hand and told the ladies they'd had their fun, we had shopping to do. She collected a shopping cart and set her purse inside. She pushed it toward the ladies' clothes and I followed along behind her, wiggling my bottom as I went. She walked directly to the panties. I stood beside her while she sorted through them. She eventually pulled out two, similar in size to the pair I wore, only they were a soft purple and a soft pink. Both were made of really thin material with a lot more lacey trim.
She held up the enormous panties and asked, "Purple or pink?"
I looked at both of them and whimpered, "I don't know."
She tossed the purple pair in the cart and laid the pink pair over the cart's handle. Reaching out she began to undo the safety pin on my shoulder. She had it off before I was able to squeak, "Mrs. Hartsell! I should use a changing room!"
She shook her head. "Nonsense. We're the only people here today." She made quick work of the other safety pin which left my hands being the only thing holding the panty on my body. She glared down at me and said in an unusually firm tone, "Sammy, take that off right now."
Glancing around quickly, reconfirming the only other people in the store were Beth and Sara and they were at the front of the store. Biting my lip, looking up at Mrs. Hartsell, I let the panty slide down my body, after stepping out of it, I handed it to her. I stood naked in a thrift store! My little penis was aching and stiff as a pencil. After folding the panty I'd been wearing, she handed me the big pink panties. Stepping into them quickly and pulling them up over my body, I was thrilled to be covered again. But when I glanced to the nearby mirror, I learned the panty I wore could easily be seen through. There wasn't a part of my body that wasn't on display. The lacey trim over my sides and across my chest made me shiver and my little penis throbbed hard!
While I stood there passively, Mrs. Hartsell hiked them up between my cheeks and pulled them taut over my little penis before pinning them over my shoulders.
She stepped back and got a good look at me before saying, "Sammy, run and ask Beth and Sara what they think."
I almost asked her if I had to, but stopped myself. Mrs. Hartsell was a nice lady, but she had little tolerance for back-talk. I slowly turned around and began taking small steps toward the front of the store while Mrs. Hartsell went about her shopping. It took me a long time to get to the front of the store. When I did finally step away from the racks of clothes, both women at the register stopped talking and almost froze while I took small steps in their direction. The pink panty covered my body almost like a one-piece girls' swimsuit would. The big differences were was the panty was lacey, see thru and left my sides bare closer to my armpits than my hips.
I stepped to the counter they stood behind and held my hands over my throbbing penis before saying, "Um, I'm supposed to ask you two what you think of what I'm wearing."
Sara looked like she was about to faint. Beth gawked at me and said, "Move your hands so we can get a good look, Honey."
My stomach was doing somersaults and my eyes dropped to the floor when I slowly lowered my hands away from my skinny, little penis that was pushing against the thin material of the panty. I felt ill and dizzy, I knew both Sara and Beth could see my body through the panty. I had nothing to hide behind.
Beth's voice sounded ragged when she said, "Turn around. Let us see the back."
I lifted my arms away from my sides and slowly turned around in a circle. Beth said, "It's perfect. You look adorable."
When I had turned enough that I once again faced them, I bit my lower lip and raised my eyes to look at them. Just like before, they were looking at me with desire in their eyes. And that look made my little penis throb while I stood there wearing a giant, see-thru, granny panty.
Sara finally spoke up, "It's on the house!"
I looked at her a little confused. Not sure what she meant.
She wagged her finger at me while she said, "That looks so perfect on your cute little body, I'm not going to let you pay for it. There is no charge."
I laced my fingers behind my back and giggled, "Really?" No one had ever given me anything from a store like that before.
Both women approached where I stood while Sara smiled and said, "Yes really. Let me undo those pins so we can keep it here at the register for you."
I was about to back away when Beth stepped in from behind. While Sara undid one pin, Beth did the other. They worked together and in the blink of an eye, the panty had been removed from my body and I stood before them naked.
I suppose it was the way they were looking at me, I didn't rush away. I stood there with one hand over my penis. My voice was squeaky, "I guess I should get back. I'll tell Mrs. Hartsell about the free panty."
After I'd turned away, I lowered my hand and flip-flopped down the aisle toward where I'd left Mrs. Hartsell. Just before I turned around the rack of clothes that would block my view of the two ladies, I looked over my shoulder and found they were both still staring at me with big grins on their faces.
When I found Mrs. Hartsell, she immediately asked, "Sammy Dear, where did your panty go?"
Just after I'd explained the whole thing to her, Sara and Beth came walking toward us from the front of the store. Maybe it had something to do with standing beside Mrs. Hartsell, but I did not attempt to cover myself. I smiled at them brightly and left my stiff little penis out for both of them to see.
Beth confirmed all I had said. Then Sara told Mrs. Hartsell it had been slow that day so they'd decided to lock up, but we were free to shop as long as we wanted.
After a little more small talk, Mrs. Hartsell had me try on the purple panty she'd picked out and everyone approved of how it looked. But the safety pins were at the front of the store so the panty was removed and I was left to walk the store naked.
Both Sara and Beth walked the aisles with us. That day, we walked up and down every aisle in the store, some of them twice. Mrs. Hartsell pulled several articles of clothing from the racks and helped me try them on. All three ladies would discuss how I looked while I posed for them. Some pieces were returned to the rack while the others were put in our cart.
Sometime during that shopping trip, Beth pulled a pair of denim short-shorts from the rack and asked Mrs. Hartsell what she thought. Mrs. Hartsell glanced at me, smiled, and then returned her attention to Beth and suggested she help me try them on. When Beth turned to face me, she had the happiest look on her face. She knelt before me and held the little shorts open. Sara stood right behind Beth and watched as I braced myself against her shoulders, stepped out of my flip-flop, and slipped my barefoot through the shorts before stepping back into my flip-flop. When both my feet were through the shorts, Beth let her gaze linger on my rigid and leaking penis. She was so close I could feel her warm breath on my most sensitive part and I felt like the sexiest boy alive.
Beth remained on her knees while wiggling the shorts up my legs. When the shorts were just below my little penis, she didn't hesitate. She touched my skinny, pale penis gently with her finger and guided it away from the inch-long zipper on the shorts. A soft squeak slipped through my lips and my hips squirmed as she touched me.
No one had touched my penis in 21 years! And now two separate women had touched in less than 24 hours. I was dizzy with desire and loving all the attention.
After Beth had the shorts pulled up with the zipper and button closed, she stood up and moved back beside Sara. Mrs. Hartsell stepped in beside them. All three women looked me up and down, I could almost feel their eyes on my tingling skin. I turned around when asked to do so and even wiggled my bottom for them.
Sara was the first to say she didn't think it was the right look for me. Mrs. Hartsell agreed. Beth simply nodded her head while kneeling in front of me and popping the button open and lowering the zipper. I braced myself against her shoulders while she wiggled them off my hips and down my legs. After I'd stepped out of them, I stood naked before the three women once again. Before we began walking down the aisle, Sara reached out and took my hand in hers!
Toward the end of that aisle, Sara stopped everyone while picking up a bikini from the rack. Without addressing Mrs. Hartsell, she knelt and helped me into the bottoms. Like Beth, she used her finger to adjust my penis under the bikini. I whimpered softly and saw Mrs. Hartsell smiling proudly at me. Sara then leaned in closer and reached around to my back. She fondled my bottom while pulling the bikini out from between my cheeks.
Before she had a chance to put the top of the bikini on my body, Mrs. Hartsell shook her head slowly and told the ladies she didn't think it was the right look for me. After looking at me for a few moments, the other ladies agreed. Sara reached under the bikini and with a single finger, she held my little hard-on against my stomach while slowly lowering the bikini.



After the bikini had been returned to the rack, Sara took one of my hands and Beth took the other. We shopped our way down the aisle with Mrs. Hartsell alongside us.
Close to the front of the store, Beth and Sara began sorting through a rack while I moved to Mrs. Hartsell's side. I looked up at her and whispered that I needed to tell her something. She bent down so I could whisper in her ear.
In my softest whisper, "Mrs. Hartsell, I'm really, really horny."
She whispered back in my ear, "I know, Baby. But you'll have to wait a little longer. We're almost done here."
Smiling up at her, I was thrilled she was going to touch me again like she had the night before. Mrs. Hartsell looked down at me and smiled warmly while glancing between my eyes and my rigid penis.
Sara and Beth turned away from the rack, each holding something for me to try on. Sara moved the quickest and I soon found myself wearing a bright yellow, one-piece swimsuit with big ruffles across the seat she'd picked for me. Everyone stepped back and I knew they all loved it by the looks on their faces.
After Sara had stripped me naked and placed the swimsuit in the cart, Beth moved in and helped me to step into the pink leotard with long sleeves. After it was stretched onto my body, she stood and up and pulled down a mass of ruffles from on top of the rack. Kneeling before me again, she held open the ruffles and I stepped into it. Beth adjusted the tutu around my hips until she had it where she wanted it. She was grinning like crazy when she stood up and moved back with the other lades to get a good look. Both Sara and Beth looked pleased.
Mrs. Hartsell was slowly shaking her head. "No, there is something wrong." She moved in and quickly removed the tutu and leotard leaving me naked and throbbing. She then stretched the tutu around my hips again, without the leotard. All three ladies said it was their favorite of the day. Sara was clapping and giggling while staring at me.
The tutu was a mass of pink ruffles that managed to keep my penis and bottom concealed, but just barely. When I shook my hips, I could feel the weight of the ruffles moving with me. It was unlike anything I'd worn before and deep down inside, I was a little sad when Mrs. Hartsell had Sara help me take it off.
Naked once again, Sara and Beth held my hands while we wandered down the last aisle. We followed Mrs. Hartsell as she led us across the back of the store and down the far side to the front corner of the building by footwear. She sat down on the little bench people sat on to try on shoes. We weren't far from the counter Beth and Sara were standing behind when we entered the store.
As soon as she was comfortable, Mrs. Hartsell held out her hand in my direction. "Come here, Sweetheart." I flip-flopped away from Sara and Beth and took the offered hand. When she pulled me onto her lap, I immediately knew what she was going to do. I threw my arms around her neck and buried my face against her shoulder. In a soft, squeaky voice, I asked, "Here?"
Her response came immediately, "Yes, here." And she laid the pad of her finger on the underside of my drooling penis just below its pink crown. I didn't look, but I knew Sara and Beth had moved in close and were looking down at me being teased my Mrs. Hartsell's finger.
I almost screamed when I heard the front door rattle. I buried my face harder against Mrs. Hartsell's shoulder. Sara muttered, "Fuck!" I heard her footsteps moving away until she turned the lock on the door and barked at whoever was out there. "We're closed!" Before slamming the door and locking it again. I listened to her footsteps racing back toward us. When she paused not far away, I pulled my face away from the shoulder and looked to see Sara collecting a box of tissues from near the register before racing back to the three of us.
Mrs. Hartsell spoke in a soft voice, "Sammy Sweetie, I'm going to start moving my finger now."
I quickly chirped, "Okay!"
She smiled and went on to say, "While I do, I want you to keep your eyes open. I want you to look at me for a little bit, then at Sara, and then at Beth. I want you to always be looking at one of us. Do you understand, Honey?"
I squeaked, "Yes ma'am. I understand."
While staring into her eyes, Mrs. Hartsell began rubbing, ever-so-gently, up and down in that small space where the head of my penis ended, before the little shaft began on the bottom side along the scar from my circumcision. I whimpered softly and bit my lower lip.
Mrs. Hartsell whispered, "You have been such a good boy today. I'm so proud of you."
I whimpered while my back arched and my penis flexed. Mrs. Hartsell removed her finger until I'd calmed down. Before starting again, she said, "Honey, I want you to look at Sara. I want you to tell her how much fun you've had here today."
As I turned away from Mrs. Hartsell, Sara knelt near my hip and Beth knelt by my knee. Looking into Sara's eyes, I was about to start talking when that finger began to slide up and down on that magical spot on my penis. I gasped and squirmed with my eyes closed as I rode the wave of pleasure. While in the throes of arousal, Beth removed my flip-flops, leaving me completely naked and being fondled in the presence of three grown women.
Before Mrs. Hartsell had a chance to correct me for failing to do as I'd been told, I opened my eyes and stared into Sara's. "I had a really good time here with you today. It was a lot more fun than I thought it was going to be."
Her expression was filled with kindness, understand, and little concern. "Were you worried about Beth and I seeing you in the outfit you were wearing?"
I managed to keep my eyes open and looking into Sara's as I chirped, "Yes."
She smiled warmly and said, "You had nothing to worry about. No, you didn't. We both think you look adorable."
Mrs. Hartsell removed her finger again when my body began to tremble on her lap. My penis was rigid and so desperate to squirt. I moaned and writhed on her lap until the danger of orgasm had passed.
Mrs. Hartsell whispered, "Honey, now I need you to look at Beth. I want you to tell her the favorite outfit we picked out for you today." She paused for a moment while I stared into her eyes. "I'll start touching after you've looked at Beth and started talking."
I swallowed as I looked at Beth. She was smiling at me, but not in a mean way. She had the same look that both Sara and Mrs. Hartsell got when they looked at me. Taking a deep breath, I parted my lips and got a single syllable out before the finger touched my penis. I whimpered and squirmed across her lap for only a second or two. Staring into Beth's eyes, I began to speak in a soft voice, "Of everything we picked out today. I like the big pink panties the most. Those were the first thing I tried on. When you saw me come to the front of the store... The way you looked at me..." My body was tingling all over. My little penis was throbbing wildly and I was having a really hard time concentrating.
Mrs. Hartsell stopped moving her finger and whispered, "Calm down Honey. Finish telling Beth what you want to say."
After taking a moment to calm myself, I looked at Beth and said, "I really liked the way you looked at me. You told me I looked cute. And then you both took it off of me." My eyes darted between both Beth and Sara, "I had the best time today. Thank you."
Mrs. Hartsell began rubbing again. I squirmed on her lap while Sara and Beth began telling me things. I lost track of who said what. But they told me I was welcome in their store any time. They hoped I'd continue coming in wearing cute outfits. They both told me it had been a wonderful day for them too and they couldn't wait for my next visit.
The feelings inside my body began to bubble over. Looking up into Mrs. Hartsell's eyes, my mouth fell open and I inhaled deeply. I held that breath while my body spasmed for a second before all my muscles went taut. A high-pitched squeak left my lips followed by several chirps that sounded like a bird was in the building. My penis throbbed hard and a big dollop of my pearly cream oozed from the pink head. My fists tightened and my toes curled when my penis flexed hard and line of my love shot out onto my stomach, almost reaching my belly button.
All three women began to talk amongst themselves, but it sounded like a foreign language. The orgasm was so intense and powerful, I couldn't have remembered my name. I twitched and spasmed as my penis kept oozing out drips of my cream. Mrs. Hartsell kept gently rubbing even after the last bit had oozed out. My little penis continued to throb and never softened.
I was dizzy and felt like I was floating even after my orgasm had come to its end. I lay across Mrs. Hartsell's lap limply. Sara pulled several tissues from the box she'd collected earlier. Mrs. Hartsell gave her permission to wipe me clean after she asked for permission. Beth was eager to help. Soon both ladies were wiping up the creamy mess I'd made of myself. They kept wiping even after I was clean and dry.
When I was able to stand, Beth and Sara held my hands as we made our way to the register at the front of the store. While they pulled everything out of the cart, it all went directly into a bag. Sara refused to accept payment. Mrs. Hartsell tried to insist, but she was having none of it.
While that was going on, Beth had gathered the pink panty I'd worn to the front of the store along with the safety pins. She helped to dress me and pin the panty in place over my shoulders. With the panty pulled up between my cheeks, leaving them exposed along with much of my back.
She patted my cheeks with her big, open palm and asked, "Sammy, do you promise to come to see me again?"
I giggled, "Yes, I promise!"
She smiled brightly and said, "Good. Next time I'm going to put you in a cute little dress and heels!"
I bit my lower lip and my hips squirmed away from her. She leaned in and kissed my cheek before taking my hand to lead me toward the register where Mrs. Hartsell and Sara were finishing up.
Both ladies walked us to the door and unlocked it for us. Before we starting walking toward the car, Beth leaned down and kissed my cheek again while sliding her hand under the panty in the back and held my bare bottom in her hand. Sara then stepped up and did the same thing.
My little penis was drooling by the time Mrs. Hartsell took my hand we began walking toward her car. She carried her purse on her shoulder and the shopping bags in that same hand. She kept a grip on my hand with her other while we walked along. I heard several car horns honk, but thought nothing of it. Not until we'd gotten to Mrs. Hartsell's car did she remind me the panty I wore was see-thru!
I had walked across a parking lot by a frequently used street wearing only giant granny panties that were see-thru! I screeched and tried to cover up with my hands. Three car horns blew at almost the same time. A man leaned out the window of his car and yelled something.
I kept close to Mrs. Hartsell's side while she put the shopping bags in the trunk. She then walked to my side of the car and let me in. She looked at me squirming in the passengers' seat while walking around to the drivers' side. After she'd sat and the car leaned toward her side, she looked at me and my stiff penis sitting beside her.
She grinned and asked, "Did you have fun, Sweetie?"
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Three months after Chloe accepted my proposal, my entire world imploded. On one, single day, a Tuesday, I got the news my mother had not survived a car accident. I got a call from the garage where my car was being repaired and found the transmission had gone out and it wasn't worth the money it would cost to repair. To top off that horrible day, the company I worked for closed very suddenly and unexpectedly. By the end of that day, I was left motherless, jobless, and without transportation.
I suppose losing my job was a blessing, I would have been fired for taking the time off that I needed to bury my mother and clean out the condo she was renting. Unfortunately, my fiancé was not able to join me on that horrible trip, she was far too busy with her work. Thankfully, her mother, my future mother-in-law, Mimi, offered to drive me across the state and help in any way she could.
During that time together, Mimi paid for a hotel for the two of us. I simply couldn't stay the night in my mother's condo, I just couldn't do it. We worked together well taking care of my mother's affairs and she held me in her arms and let me cry whenever I lost control of my emotions. The first night together in the hotel, she heard me weeping in the darkness. She moved to the bed I was sleeping in and embraced me from behind. I cried for most of the night until I finally fell asleep. I woke the next morning still in her arms.
The next night, we were both filthy from working so hard. After I'd showered, I timidly asked if we could sleep together again. She told me we could and sent me to bed, telling me she'd join me after she bathed and got ready. I turned on the TV and tried to keep myself occupied until Mimi came to join me. I'd worked so hard that day, I began drifting off to sleep before she was finished in the bathroom. And when I woke in the middle of the night overcome by grief, I found myself in her loving embrace again. She consoled me until I was able to drift off to sleep again.
That's how our days went, we worked at cleaning out my mother's condo and taking care of her other affairs during the day. And we slept together each night. Mimi slept in nightgowns while I slept in my underwear. She'd been with me and taken care of me through such an awful ordeal, I felt completely at ease with her. Even on the mornings when I woke up with a stiff penis, I wasn't horrified for her to learn that I was underendowed in that department. The first time it happened, she sent me off to the bathroom with a warm smile on her face and a gentle pat on my bottom.
One afternoon we visited the funeral parlor and chose the urn, I was a complete basket case. Instead of returning to the condo to continue cleaning, Mimi took me back to the hotel. I was filthy after working in my mother's kitchen for a few hours before that appointment. While Mimi was still clean after sorting through my mother's bills and financials. When we got to our room, Mimi took me straight to the bathroom. She washed my face with a warm cloth while the bathtub was filling. I was physically exhausted and emotionally drained. I stood by the bathroom sink sobbing while Mimi undressed me. I was too upset to worry about Mimi seeing my petite, pale body completely bare.
She held my hand as I stepped into the warm water and slowly sat down. Mimi knelt beside the tub and washed my hair first. Her caring fingers sliding through my hair and along my scalp began to calm me down. My bawling was reduced to sporadic sobs by the time she rinsed the shampoo from my hair. She then washed my upper body before having me raise my legs, one at a time, from the water so she could wash them. By the time I stood up so she could finish, my little, pale penis was very stiff. Mimi's big, soft hands slid over and between my bare butt cheeks while her other hand gently caressed my little erection, working both into a heavy foam of soap suds.
Her touch did make me very horny, but I didn't believe that was her intent. While I stood there in the bathwater and Mimi lathered up my behind and rigid, little prong, I didn't think it was a sexual act. She was just taking care of me when I needed it more than ever before.
After rinsing myself off one last time in the bath, Mimi helped me from the tub and dried my body with a towel while I stood there passively watching her. When she'd finished, she took my hand and led me from the bathroom, leaving my clothes behind. Neither of us had spoken a word since we'd returned to our room. It wasn't until we'd stepped near the bed we shared that she asked in a soft, gentle voice, "Sweetheart, why don't you try to take a nap for a little while."
My voice was squeaky when I said, "Okay." I stood by naked while Mimi pulled the covers down to the foot of the bed. With her hand on my bare butt, she guided me onto the bed and then pulled the sheet over my body. Mimi walked to the window and closed the heavy drapes leaving the room dimly lit. From there, she went to the door and moved the 'Do Not Disturb' sign to the outside. She then returned to the side of the bed and sat down. After slipping off her shoes, she raised the sheet and lay down behind me.
One of her arms worked its way under my neck while the other gently caressed my naked body from my shoulder to my knee. I snuggled back against her fully clothed body and whispered through my sobs, "Mimi, thank you for everything you've done. I couldn't have done this without you." She squeezed her arm around me and I whispered, "I love you, Mimi."
She kissed my bare shoulder and whispered, "I am happy to help. Now try and get a little sleep. I'll be here when you wake up.". She kissed my shoulder again before saying, "I love you too, Sweetheart."
Hours later, after peeling my eyes open, I found myself still covered by the sheet, on my back with Mimi's arm lying across my stomach. Mimi's breathing was deep and heavy, she was still asleep. My skinny, little penis throbbed and I squirmed just a little under Mimi's arm. Reaching down, careful not to touch or wake her, I gently touched my very stiff penis. It felt so good. It kept me from thinking about anything else for that brief moment. So I touched myself again, paying close attention to Mimi's breathing. After getting away with it twice, I did it a third time. And that's when Mimi's hand slid down from my stomach and lay over my throbbing penis.
While her first finger and thumb looped around my stiff prong, she whispered, "I'll take care of this, Sweetheart. Just relax and let me make you feel good."
I whimpered, "Mimi I do love you. But-But what about Chloe?"
She slowly and gently stroked my little penis up and down. "Don't worry about that right now. I've already spoken with my daughter about your engagement. The three of us are going to have a nice, long talk when we get home."
I squirmed under the sheet while Mimi played with my rigid penis. "Mimi, am I? I mean, are Chloe and I still going to get married?"
Mimi told me in a soft voice that we'd talk about it later. She told me to enjoy the moment. But I couldn't. I needed to know. My feelings for Mimi had grown beyond any feelings I had for Chloe exponentially. It was horrible, but I couldn't help it. I felt so guilty. I felt terrible. But at the same time, I felt like I'd always belonged in Mimi's arms.
I squirmed beneath her fingers and squeaked, "Please tell me, Mimi."
Mimi asked in a soft voice, "Fine, but I don't think this is the right time for this conversation." She continued to tease my little penis with her finger and thumb while she asked, "Do you still want to marry Chloe?"
I whimpered softly, "I-I-I don't know."
Mimi whispered, "Chloe doesn't know either." Her fingers stopped moving and she simply held my little penis. "Since your mother passed away, you've displayed some qualities that Chloe doesn't find attractive." She stroked me up and down twice before stopping again. "But those are the same qualities that I find very attractive."
I squeaked, "What qualities?" It was so strange. I was worried that Chloe had lost interest in our relationship while I lay naked in bed with her fully-clothed mother.
Mimi held me close and whispered, "Since your engagement began, Chloe has learned she needs a different sort of man."
Biting my lip and looking up into Mimi's eyes, I asked, "A bigger, stronger, manlier man?"
Mimi nodded her head slowly.
"A man who doesn't cry all the time?"
Mimi grinned weakly and nodded her head again.
Biting my lip again, I whispered, "A man with a bigger..."
Beneath the sheet, Mimi squeezed my penis to save me from the shame of having to utter the word out loud.
I lay there thinking about what Mimi had told me. She held my little penis in her hand and moved just enough to keep it from going soft. Summoning all my courage, I asked the question I needed answered, "Mimi, is Chloe seeing someone else? Is she seeing her ex-boyfriend? That huge, giant of a guy?"
Mimi leaned down, kissed my lips gently before whispering, "Yes she is. I'm so sorry Sweetheart."
I lay there thinking for a short time. This was something else I could add to the list of things I'd lost recently, my fiancé. But losing Chloe wasn't nearly as upsetting as I thought it would be. Yes, I'd lost her, but I'd found Mimi. After working that out in my mind, I whispered, "I'm happy for her Mimi. I think she is supposed to be with him, not me."
Mimi kissed my lips once more before whispering, "You are a prize." She looked down into my eyes for a good long time before saying, "I said before that I loved the same things that Chloe didn't like about you and I meant it."
Biting my lip, I lay there looking up at her without saying anything.
"Sweetheart, you are the most precious boy I've ever known. I love that you are so emotionally available and don't hesitate to tell me how you feel. I love that you're even smaller than Chloe who is already petite. I think it's cute that you've needed me to sleep with you and I hope that continues."
Squeaking, "I love you, Mimi, I really do."
She kissed my lips again and said, "During our time together, I've learned you are the sort of boy who shouldn't be living alone. Honey, you need someone to take care of you." She paused and looked down at me with eyes filled with love, "After we get home and straighten out your engagement with Chloe, I'd like you to move in with me so I can take care of you."
The blossoming relationship I had with Mimi was the best thing that had happened to be since her daughter had accepted my proposal. And aside from Mimi, upon our return home after finishing up with my mother's affairs, I learned my streak of bad luck had continued. While we were away the apartment next to mine caught fire and in their efforts to put it out, the firemen cut through the wall we shared. Everything I owned was either damaged by water or smoke.
It was our first stop after returning home from my mother's. Thankfully, Mimi was at my side when I first entered my apartment and saw the extent of the damage. For the firemen to get into my apartment, the front door had to be knocked down. Because of that, and in addition to the demolition, fire, and smoke damage, people had been in my room and ransacked everything. The few possessions left behind were scattered everywhere.
Instead of trying to salvage the few things I could, Mimi guided me away from the wreckage and to her car. She wrapped her arm around my narrow waist while I began crying once again. During that short walk, she spoke to me in an understanding, almost maternal way, "It's okay Sweetheart. You won't need any of those things anyway. I told you before I'd take care of you and I meant it. This gives us the perfect opportunity to start your life fresh. We'll get you new things. It's okay. I'm right here."
Once we were safely on our way to her house, I began bawling and babbling, "Mimi, what am I going to do? My mom is gone forever! I don't have a job. My apartment is destroyed! And Chloe! I don't want to talk to Chloe! I don't! I'm not mad at her, but I don't want to see her! I just want to be with you!"
Mimi let me cry and unload all my feeling during the drive to her home. She never interrupted me or spoke a single word. She knew I was going through far more than I was able to handle. It wasn't until she parked the car in her driveway that she whispered, "We're home."
She climbed out of the car and came to my side. She opened my door and helped me to my feet. She wrapped her arm around my narrow waist on the way to the door. We left our suitcases and the few things I'd saved from my mother's home in the trunk of her car. Tears were still running down my cheeks, my nose was runny, and I know my face was flushed and my eyes were swollen.
I'd been to Mimi's home on several occasions since becoming engaged to Chloe. Her home was brightly lit with lots of big windows and sunshine. It was decorated tastefully in the style of a woman her age. Mimi was a classy lady and it showed in her choice of decoration.
With her arms still around my waist, she guided me toward the stairway to the second floor where the bedrooms were. While climbing those stairs, she asked in a gentle voice, "Sweetheart, I can put you in Chloe's old room or we can share my room."
I whimpered softly, "Your room please."
She guided me to her huge bedroom with the king-sized sleigh-bed in light wood. The dressers, nightstands, and picture frames were all in the same lightly colored wood. Like the rest of her home, the bedroom was brightly lit with lots of sunshine. We walked right through her bedroom to the master bath. At the sink, she warmed a washcloth and wiped the tears from my face. While she worked she said, "I know it's early. But I'm going to put you to bed. I know you could use some extra rest."
After setting down the washcloth, she took hold of my shirt and slowly pulled it up and over my head. She opened the nearby laundry hamper and dropped it in. Mimi then sat down on the seat of the toilet to remove my shoes and socks. My shoes were set neatly by the wall while my socks were dropped into the hamper. While looking up into my eyes, she undid my pants and slowly lowered them until I could step out of them. After emptying my pockets of my phone and wallet, she put the pants in the hamper as well.
My skinny, little, pink penis was getting stiff again beneath my underpants. And that fact wasn't missed by Mimi. She pulled the waistband of my underpants out well away from my little prong before removing them from my body, leaving me naked once more.
Mimi then did something I wasn't expecting. She rose to her feet and began removing her blouse. I stood there and watched as one button after another came open until she slid it off her shoulders revealing the sturdy, white bra supporting her large breasts. While undoing her pants, I bit my lower lip and struggled not to touch myself in front of her.
She spoke in that same, soft tone, "Sweetheart, why don't you warm the shower up for us."
I had to tear my eyes away from her, but I did manage to accomplish that somehow. I opened the heavy glass door and stepped into the rather large, walk-in shower. I adjusted the water while staying clear of it until it had warmed. Just when I'd gotten the temperature set, Mimi stepped into the shower with me.
She stood there just inside the shower stall. It was the first time I'd seen her naked and I was stunned. She was older, my mother's age, but she was perfectly beautiful. Her large breasts were full, with large, dark areolas and long nipples. She wasn't thin, nor was she obese, she was somewhere in-between. Her stomach had a swell and her thighs were thick. Her dark brown pubic hair was shaped into a large triangle above her sex. I stood there with my mouth hanging open while my eyes admired every inch of her nudity.
My mouth fell open as I moaned, "You're beautiful."
She smiled, "So are you."
Having never been called 'beautiful' before, I wasn't sure how I should take that. But I accepted it as a compliment.
Mimi stepped in close and we began bathing each other. While I was still washing her huge breasts, she already washed my hair and most of my body. When she had reached around my body and arrived at my butt, she slipped a finger between my cheeks and rubbed my little knot with the pad of her finger. I squeaked and jumped onto my toes. Afterward, I began giggling. I was laughing for the first time in weeks.
We stood facing each other under the spray of the water. She was very gently rubbing that unexplored place between my cheeks while asking, "You've never been touched here before, have you?" When she finished asking that question, she straightened her finger and gently pressed it against my balloon knot.
I squeaked while still giggling uncontrollably, "No! I haven't!"
She smiled while backing me against the glass wall of the shower which faced the doorway into her room. She was grinning when she asked, "Do you like it?" After finishing that question, she applied just enough pressure for her finger to pop into my body.
My hands were still sliding over her breasts but froze in place when her finger penetrated me. My eyes popped open wide and my giggling stopped. I chirped quickly, "Oh my!"
While wiggling her fingertip inside of me, she repeated, "Do you like it?"
My penis had never been more excited. It was straining like never before. My small hands had begun to knead her breasts and I didn't even realize I was doing it until I saw my fingers moving. In a nervous, squeaky voice I tried to answer her while she continued to wiggle her finger inside of me. "I think so. It's different. It's not bad."
With her finger still wiggling in my bottom, Mimi leaned in and kissed me for the very first time. It was a gentle, loving kiss and our tongues slid together as if they were made to do so. My arms slid around her neck and my very stiff penis came to rest on one of her thighs. I began to slowly hump myself against her leg. With one of her hands busy between my cheeks, her other arm looped around my back and pulled me in close. She guided the speed of my humping with the finger in my bottom and her arm around my back
While our tongues continued to dance together, she gently pressed more of her finger inside of me. She worked slowly until she'd penetrated me with as much of her finger as she could. Ever so slowly, she began to slide her finger in and out, just a little bit at a time.
As our lips separated, I was left a quivering mess of over-stimulation in her arms. I whimpered softly, "Mimi, I've never felt... I mean... I don't know what I mean!"
She kissed my lips gently while still teasing my backside with her finger. "It's okay Sweetheart. You need to know that it isn't wrong."
Biting my lower lip, I whimpered, "I know, but..."
She spoke up rather firmly, "No buts..." She paused to smile at what she'd said, "Well, there is this butt!" She thrust her finger deep inside me and I moaned softly while my penis slid around on her slippery thigh.
She went on, "Sweetheart, I've always wanted to meet a man who would let me play with him like this. And it looks like you are that young man." With her finger still in my bottom, she had me turn to face the glass of the shower wall. I laid my hands on the glass and arched my back when she told me to. After pouring what felt like an entire bottle of body wash onto my lower back and cheeks, began to slide her finger in and out at a quicker pace. "Are you okay?"
I quickly chirped, "Yes!"
"Tell me if I hurt you."
I squeaked, "Okay!"
She then asked, "Does it feel good?"
I half-moaned, half-whimpered, "Oh my! Yes! It feels so good!"
She slowed the thrusting of her finger when she asked, "Would you like a second finger?"
My chirp echoed in the shower stall, "Yes!"



She rubbed my lower back with her free hand while stating, "Ask me nicely."
I moaned, "Mimi, would you please use another finger?"
While withdrawing her finger from inside me just far enough to line up her middle finger, she replied happily, "Oh course I will Sweetheart." She then gently pressed until I opened up and welcomed her fingertip inside.
I moaned and arched back even deeper than it was. My skinny penis was as stiff as a pencil and dripping drops of my love onto the shower floor between my wide-spread legs. Mimi gently pressed forward causing more of her two fingers to enter my body.
Mimi leaned over me close enough that her lips brushed against my earlobe. "Honey, I'm going to take such good care of you."
Having never had anyone touch my bottom before, the feelings and sensations were all new. And the more she played back there, the better it felt. I soon began humping back to meet the thrusts of her fingers.
While staring through the glass and out of the bathroom, into the bedroom I would now be sharing with Mimi, I moaned, "Mimi, may I pretty-please have another finger?"
Leaning over my back once more, she moaned into my ear, "Of course Sweetheart." She nipped my earlobe with her teeth before standing up behind me to begin working on adding a third finger. While she worked, she said, "You've got a hungry little butt. We may have to buy a few toys for this cute little ass."
I whimpered softly while her third finger began stretching me open. It was the first time I twitched due to the discomfort. Mimi slowed down and went even slower which allowed my bottom time to adjust to the intrusion. In a meek voice, I moaned, "Toys?"
When all three fingers and worked their way into my body, she began to slowly slide them in and out after adding even more body wash to the area. For the first time, right there in the shower, I smelled her arousal. It was unmistakable. It was the musky, humid scent of a very horny woman.
She spoke in a soft, sexy voice, "Oh yes. Maybe a dildo." She thrust her fingers into me with a touch of force. "Maybe a buttplug." She thrust her fingers into me once more with just as much force. Mimi then leaned over my back once more and after nipping my earlobe, she groaned, "And a strap-on."
Her three fingers were sliding in and out of me at a quick pace. My rigid penis remained untouched. I think both of us were avoiding it to keep the encounter from ending. I found myself unable to talk. I'd never been so horny before. The feelings of what Mimi was doing to me were overwhelming. I have no clue how I didn't orgasm while standing there in the shower.
I moaned loudly, "Oh Mimi!"
She never stopped thrusting her fingers into my bottom when she asked, "Would you like that Baby? Would you like me to buy some toys so I can keep exploring your cute little butt? Would you like me to buy a strap-on so I could make love to your properly?"
I squealed out loud enough that it echoed around the room, "Yes!"
She teased, "Yes what?"
I moaned, "All of it! I want all of it!"
Her fingers slowed their pace of thrusting into my bottom. She leaned over me and whispered, "I've always dreamed of using a strap-on." She licked my earlobe before whispering, "You and I are going to have so much fun together."
Still leaning over my back, Mimi moaned, "Buttercup, we're going to run out of hot water soon. Why don't we get out before that happens." She then withdrew her fingers from inside my body, leaving me with a hollow, empty feeling. I moaned softly while turning to face her.
Mimi looked positively radiant. She was glowing. Her long, fat nipples were stiff and poking straight at me. Her entire body was just as flushed as mine was. Before turning off the water, she took hold of my wrists and backed me against the glass wall of the shower. Pinning my wrists above my shoulders, she leaned in and kissed me hard. Her tongue dove into my mouth while I was kept pressed against the glass by her soft body.
I was unable to stop sliding my rigid penis against her thigh. She must've known I was dangerously close to squirting because she broke off the kiss and stepped back just in time. My body visibly shivered at the sensation of being denied that orgasm. We both watched as my penis throbbed hard and a large drop of my creamy love formed on the tip. Mimi giggled, "That was close!"
She then turned off the water and took my hand to lead me from the shower. As we stepped onto the small bathmat, I looked at her and I'm sure I was whining when I said, "Mimi, I'm really horny."
She grinned while guiding my hand between her thighs. In a throaty moan, she said, "Me too."
Before I even touched her, I felt the warmth and humidity of her arousal. When I did touch her, my three middle fingers slid between her plump lips to feel just how juicy she was. Mimi stared into my eyes while her hold on my wrist guided my hand even further back. My three fingers slid between her lips until they encountered the opening to her pussy. My fingers slid inside of her with no resistance at all. All three of them! The fat, nub of her clit was resting against the palm of my hand while she guided my hand to slide my three fingers in and out of her.
At that moment, I knew for sure, I'd never be able to satisfy her with my penis. It was simply too small and thin. If three of my fingers slipped in that easily, I was sure she wouldn't be able to feel my little, thin penis in there!
Biting my lower lip, I pointed to my stiff, pink penis and whimpered, "Mimi, I'm so small!"
She leaned in and kissed me while still using my hand to finger her big pussy. With our lips still touching she explained, "Yes you are. And that's another reason I'm so fond of you. Baby, I don't want a traditional relationship with a traditional sex life. I want to be with you." She kissed me gently, "I want to play with your butt and your cute little penis. I want to take care of you while making you feel like the amazing boy that you are." After kissing me again, she whispered, "As for me, you've got the cutest lips and tongue that I'm sure you could please me with." She kissed me once more.
I whispered, "I love you, Mimi."
She whispered back, "I love you too Sweetheart. Now let's go to bed and put your mouth to work."
We didn't dry off with towels. She led me straight to bed. After pulling down the covers, she lay back in the middle of the giant bed with her head resting on a pile of pillows. She spread her legs wide and bent them at the knee. She looked like a goddess with her skin still glistening with water from our shower. While licking her lips, she wagged her finger at me still standing near the foot of the bed.
After climbing onto the bed, I lay facedown between her legs with my chin less than an inch from her womanhood. The scent of her arousal went through my nose and straight to my little penis. I ground the stiff prong against the bed once before learning just how close I still was to cumming. I arched my back to keep from getting too carried away.
The dark pink nub of her clit was much larger than I imagined. It looked to be close to the same size as the head of my little penis. The fat, juicy lips were peeled open like an enormous flower and glistened with water from the shower and her arousal, mostly her arousal. Her pussy was gaping open just a little after having three of my fingers inside of her.
I looked up to her eyes before leaning in to place a gentle kiss on her swollen and erect clit. Parting my lips, I licked circles around the stiff and throbbing nub. I kept at it even after my tongue grew tired. When Mimi moaned and began running her fingers through my hair, I very gently sucked her clit into my mouth. I tickled it with my tongue while moving both hands up laying them on the inside of her thighs.
In the softest of voices she said, "Oh Baby Boy, that is wonderful. It's been so long."
Realizing that the entire time I'd known Mimi, she had been alone. Chloe had told me her parents were divorced when she was very young. Mimi told Chloe, as she got older, that she didn't want to be parading men in and out of the house while she was still at home. And I guessed she never started seeing anyone even after Chloe left home.
Sliding my hands down the insides of her thighs until they rested at the crease where her legs met the sides of her pussy. While I paused to lick up and down along the insides of her lips, I slid my thumbs toward each other and dipped them into her pussy. Licking my way back up, I slurped her clit back into my mouth and began a rhythm of taking her clit into my mouth and then letting it slide out. I did it over and over while sliding my thumbs in and out of her pussy.
Mimi began arching her back and continuously moaning. Her thick thighs captured my head between them. And the muscles throughout her body began to tense up. She was on the verge of orgasm and I wanted it to be the best one ever.
All at the same time; I sucked her clit into my mouth and tickled it with my tongue. She knotted her fingers in my hair to keep me from moving. I looked up over her bushy pubic hair to watch her squeeze her eyes shut and arched her neck back. And lastly, her clit began to vibrate between my lips while her thighs squeezed my head tightly.
With her thighs squeezing my head, I was unable to hear anything coming from her mouth. But I did see her lips moving while she thrashed her head from side to side. She kept me in place with my mouth against her sex until she could stand the stimulation no longer. She then pushed my head back away from her. I sat up on my knees and watched her body quiver and writhe through the orgasm I was able to give her. I knelt there near the foot of the bed and watched her slowly return from cloud nine.
After catching her breath, she smiled and said, "Sweetheart, that was wonderful."
With her taste still filling my mouth, I licked my lips and giggled, "I'm glad!"
After a short time, she looked down and saw my still perfectly erect and drooling penis. With a grin on her face, she asked, "You didn't finish? I would've thought you'd finished against the sheet."
Looking away from her gaze, I softly said, "No. I was waiting. I was hoping..." I let the sentence trail off without finishing it.
Mimi scooted up so she was leaning back against the headboard. With a concerned look on her face, she asked, "What were you hoping for Baby Boy?"
Feeling terribly embarrassed, I whispered, "I was hoping you could play with my butt some more."
She smiled warmly, "Sweetheart, I'd like nothing more."
Hearing those words helped to calm my embarrassment. I looked up and saw her smiling at me warmly.
"Now, would you like me to use my fingers again? Or would you like to try something else?"
With the anticipation of what we were about to do filling me up, I crawled up to the bed closer to her. I'm sure she didn't miss the excitement in my voice when I asked, "What else could we try?"
She wrinkled her forehead in thought before saying, "Hmm, I have a vibrator in the nightstand. But it's far too big. And I'm not sure I want to put it in your butt. It is the most perfect vibrator I've been able to find. How about a carrot? I'm sure I have some in the refrigerator."
Biting my lip, I timidly asked, "How big is your vibrator?"
She grinned, "It's in the bottom drawer of the nightstand if you'd like to see it."
I crawled off the bed and made my way to the nightstand she'd indicated. Kneeling on the floor, I slowly opened the drawer. Inside, in the back corner, I saw a tube of lubricant. Right on top, I found a bookmarked, paperback which, judging by the cover art, looked to be pornographic. I carefully moved the book aside and had to reach under some neatly folded nightgowns to find the vibrator.
While wrapping my fingers around it, a soft moan left my lips. It was huge! My middle finger and thumb didn't quite reach around it. It was bigger around than my wrist! As I slowly pulled it out from under the nightgowns, I learned it was not only very thick, it was also extremely long and very heavy. I knelt there on the floor holding the giant, phallus-shaped vibrator in the palms of both hands. It was white with vertical ribs starting at the point where the rounded-off tip eventually swelled to its full diameter. It was easily as long as my forearm. And at the base, there was a dial to turn it on and adjust the intensity.
While still lost in the moment, Mimi whispered, "Hold it against your little penis. Let's see the difference."
I'd always known I wasn't very big. I'd seen other boys in the shower before. Their cocks were long enough to hang down even while limp. Mine, on the other hand, wilted so much only the bright pink head poked straight out of my body. Chloe used to tease me about it. For some reason, I always got a little tingle in my penis when she did. And that same tingle was made even more intense when I moved Mimi's vibrator beside my little prong.
It was difficult to even compare the two. The vibrator was at least three times as long. And it was easily four times as thick. If her vibrator were a railroad spike, my little penis would be a thumbtack. At that moment, I understood why my fingers slid into Mimi so easily.
Mimi whispered from on the bed, "Maybe later I'll teach you how to use that on me."
Looking up at her, I whispered, "I'd like that."
She smiled, "Me too. But now I want you to put that away and go get that carrot."
I couldn't help but smile as I tucked her vibrator away under the nightgowns and returned her book to where I'd found it. Popping up on my toes, I dashed downstairs with my rigid penis bobbing as I went. The curtains were wide open and anyone passing by could've seen me, but that thought never crossed my mind as I stood at the refrigerator digging through the vegetable drawer. After choosing a carrot that was long, but not too thick, I closed the refrigerator and dashed back upstairs.
Mimi had laid a towel in the middle of the bed. Under the towel was at least one pillow. She took the carrot to the bathroom to wash it after telling me to lay face-up on the bed with my hips on the pillow. When she returned, she paused to get a short, thin knitting needle from a basket containing a project she was in the middle of. She carefully slid the knitting needle through the fat end of the carrot. She explained that it was so the whole carrot would slide inside of me! She then got the lubricant from the drawer and climbed onto the bed between my legs.
While popping open the lubricant and applying it to the carrot, she said, "Sweetheart, I need you to take hold of your legs from behind your knees. I want you to pull your knees back toward your chest so I have room to work down here."
I did as I'd been told. A few select people had seen me naked before, but as I pulled my knees back to my chest, I realized I'd never been so intimately exposed before. While sliding her slippery fingers up and down along the carrot, Mimi looked at me and moaned, "You look delicious!"
I blushed deeply while she set the carrot down onto the towel. She then squirted out a large dollop of lubricant onto her fingers. Looking right into my eyes, she softly spoke, "I'm going to touch you now." Her slippery fingers then made contact. I felt and saw my penis throb and a drip of my love began its slow descent to my stomach.
The feeling of her slippery fingers sliding between my cheeks was intensely erotic. But I felt like I should be ashamed of what we were doing. She was playing with my butt! And boys don't have their butts played with. But it felt so good! Mimi had told me earlier there was nothing wrong with what we were doing. I tried to focus on that while watching her smile while applying the lubricant.
Mimi rubbed it between my cheeks before focusing her attention on my wrinkled knot. I gasped and squeaked while she both rubbed over it and dipped a finger inside. After thoroughly lubricating everything in that area, she smiled at me before picking up the carrot. "Are you ready Sweetheart?"
Biting my lip while pulling my knees back even harder, I whimpered, "Yes."
My legs were spread enough to leave my stiff erection and pouch of little balls out for her to admire. She held onto the end of the carrot with the knitting needle before lining it up with my wrinkled button. I gasped out loud when I first felt the chilled carrot on that bundle of nerves. I yelped, "It's cold!"
She didn't respond before beginning to apply a little pressure against my little hole. She was watching me spread around that carrot as it penetrated my body. I pulled my knees back against my chest even tighter while I chirped, "Oh Mimi! I can feel it!!"
She grinned, "I can see it. And Baby Boy, it is the sexiest thing I've ever seen." After finishing that sentence, she began sliding the carrot deeper into me at a quicker pace. It was cold, but it felt different down there. The difference in temperature heightened the sensation and made it even more intense. I squirmed on the bed while keeping my legs pulled back tightly and spread wide apart.
While slowly sliding the carrot in and out of my bottom, she asked, "Does it feel nice, Honey?"
I squeaked, "It feels wonderful!"
After sliding the carrot in and out several times she leaned down closer between my legs. So close I could feel her warm breath on my hyper-aroused penis. "I was serious about buying toys from your little butt."
I arched my back and squealed, "I know!"
She moaned, "I really, really want to make love to you with a strap-on."
My little penis was throbbing wildly. The muscles all over my body began to twitch and I knew my orgasm was quickly approaching. While tossing my head from side to side, I moaned, "I do too!"
Mimi leaned closer, parted her lips, and took my entire penis to the root into her mouth. She sucked hard while burying the carrot inside me to the knitting needle. I screamed. I know I screamed because I heard it. But I don't remember doing it. All I knew was that I felt perfect. The emotions, the feelings, the pleasure, all of it. Mimi's lips on my penis, being penetrated, felt wonderful, almost like a dream.
That orgasm lasted longer than any other I could remember. It went on and on. My body was twitching and spasming. I felt like I was floating above the bed. I was gasping for breaths and my heart was pounding in my chest.
The orgasm slowly began to pass. But my heart was still beating wildly and my breathing was in quick breaths. My entire body felt tingly while I held myself wide open for Mimi.
While I slowly drifted back to Earth, she used the pad of her thumb to milk out the last drips of my cream from my skinny prong. After slurping it from the tip, she moved up between my legs while staring into my eyes. She laid on top of me, trapping me beneath her. My legs were spread wide and wrapped around her. She then kissed me. When her tongue slid into my mouth, so did my cream.
I'd tasted myself before, but never so much. I had to swallow three times. The taste was familiar and not altogether unpleasant. I'd always imagined it tasted like sex, much like the moisture from a pussy, but different. And quite honestly, that creamy kiss was the perfect ending to our first time together.
While still laying on top of me, Mimi smiled warmly and asked, "Did you enjoy that, Honey?"
Without waiting for a second to respond, I answered, "Yes! More than ever before! That was amazing!"
She asked, "Even the kiss?"
I pulled myself up to her so I could kiss her. Afterward, I giggled, "Yes, even the kiss."
She leaned down and kissed me gently before whispering, "I love you, Baby Boy."
I answered immediately, "I love you too, Mimi."
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I'd been renting a room from Mrs. Gray for almost 4 months. She was an older lady, a divorcee who looked similar to my mother in many ways. They were both tall, almost a full head taller than I stood. They were both sturdily built with broad shoulders, big boobs, wide hips, and thick thighs. And like my mother, they were both kind, but strict at the same time and could become firm if the need arose. Affectionate is not a word I'd choose to describe either of them. Even more, Mrs. Gray never liked to repeat herself or be kept waiting.
Mrs. Gray had scolded me on a few different occasions during those first four months. The reasons for being scolded were for things like leaving clothes in the dryer overnight or failing to follow through after she told me to do something. Every time I was left sobbing while apologizing repeatedly. I hated to disappoint her and always felt terrible when I did.
One afternoon, she called up to my room from downstairs. I was reading at the time. "Jamie, the dishwasher stopped." That was one of my regular chores, unloading the dishwasher.
That afternoon I was deeply into the story I was reading. I made the mistake of answering her, "One sec!". I had almost finished the chapter and just couldn't leave it unfinished.
The next thing I heard were her footsteps storming up the stairs. I stopped reading in midsentence and set my book down, stood up, lowered my chin, and waited for her. I knew I'd screwed up. I could already feel tears welling up in my eyes. The first one ran down my cheek before she'd even burst into the room. The moment I saw her, I knew she was extremely upset.
She barked at me, "I ask you to do a few simple chores around this house. Do you feel overworked, young man?"
My voice wavered as I began to sob, "No. I'll go unload the dishwasher right now."
She barked back, "No you will not!". She grabbed hold of the back of my neck and drug me downstairs. She pushed me straight into a corner in the kitchen beside the broom closet. "Stand right there with your nose in that corner and think about how much you've disappointed me! I thought I'd invited a well-behaved young man into my home! Not a ruffian!"
I stood there sobbing with my running nose pressed into the corner. I listened to her throw open the dishwasher. The sound of dishes clanking together echoed around the room. While she worked, she never stopped reprimanding me for my behavior.
"You're too busy to do the few simple things I expect of you." She changed her voice to a high pitch to imitate me, "One sec!". Her voice returned to her angry voice, "You can't imagine how badly I wanted to slap you across the face when I walked into your room!"
I whimpered softly, "I'm so sorry, Mrs. Gray."
She barked even louder, "You, young man, are in dire need of some severe discipline! You don't know how badly I still want to take you over my knee and give you the beating of your life!"
I began sobbing even louder and more uncontrollably. But at the same time, my little penis had grown very stiff in my pants. No one had ever raised a hand to me before. Yes, my mother was strict and often scolded me. But I'd never been slapped or spanked. But I'd watched naughty movies of girls being spanked and always wondered what it would be like. While I stood there with my nose in that corner, I imagined what it would be like to lay over Mrs. Gray's knee and have her spank my bare behind. I clenched my cheeks and a soft moan slipped from my lips.
She stopped what she was doing and crossed the kitchen until she stood right behind me. She leaned down close enough that I could feel her warm breath on the side of my neck and ear. She spoke in a much softer tone, "Did you just moan? Do you think I was kidding?".
I was about to answer her. But before I could, she spun me around, raised her hand, and slapped me across the face hard! I nearly fell down. She hit me so hard it felt like my face was going to explode. I began bawling while clutching my cheek with both hands.
She stared into my eyes and I knew she was still very angry. She barked, "Put your hands down!"
I hesitated for only a second before slowly lowering my hands to my sides. Every muscle in my body was tight. I was afraid, truly afraid for the first time in my life. Mrs. Gray was much stronger than I was. When she struck me, it became the first time I'd been on the receiving end of violence since moving out of my mother's home. Tears were pouring down my face. My nose was running and I'd never been so upset. Having her punish me was, for some reason, far worse than when my mother had.
Then Mrs. Gray raised her hand again. I raised my chin, squeezed my eyes shut, clenched my jaw, and waited for it. When it came, it was just as powerful as the first one. But she followed that up with a slap from her other hand to my other cheek. She slapped me over and over, one cheek then the other. My face was burning and I was bawling while I struggled to keep my hands at my sides. The way she struck me with her open palms made my cheeks burn like crazy and when she caught my ear once, it began to ring.
While she slapped me over and over, she barked, "Do you think I'm kidding now, young man? I don't hear you moaning anymore!"
After several seconds went by without another slap, I slowly opened my eyes. She was still standing there, towering above me. She was breathing heavily and her face was flushed. As soon as I saw her, I began babbling. I apologized over and over.
Mrs. Gray let me sob and babble my apologies until she'd caught her breath. Then, very calmly, she reached up slowly and laid her hands on my shoulders. She pushed downward until I'd dropped to my knees. She then took a few small steps back before slipping both hands up under the dress she wore. While staring down into my eyes, she lowered her big panties until they fell around the sandals she wore. I could smell her arousal and see the large damp spot in the panties at her feet.
She stepped out of those panties toward where I knelt. Reaching down, she lifted her dress and laid it over my head while stepping even closer and pressing her big, bushy pussy against my face. For the first time since she stopped slapping me, she spoke. She uttered two words, "Eat me."
At that time, I was still very much a virgin. I'd kissed one girl, or rather, she kissed me. She did it on a dare from her friends. I'd never had a girlfriend or been on a date. My experience with the opposite sex was extremely limited. But when Mrs. Gray pinned my head between her big pussy and the wall behind me, I began licking and kissing everything I could reach. I'd watched plenty of dirty movies to get the general idea of what I was supposed to do.
I wrapped my arms around her big, thick thighs which were straddled around me. After searching around with my tongue for while, I wound up scooting down a little lower to have better access. When I finally found her clit, which was the size of my thumb to the first knuckle, she chuckled at my inexperience, "That's it. Right there."
The method I worked out was simple. I licked over it, I licked around it, and I sucked it into my mouth. My tongue and lips never wandered far from her fat clit. From time to time, she'd tell me what she wanted and I was only too happy to do as I'd been told.
It was easy to tell when she was getting close. She pressed herself against me even harder and I felt the muscles in her thighs tighten up. She groaned, "Don't stop! Just like that!"
I kept licking circles around her engorged clit. She began grinding her big, hairy pussy against my face. She groaned, "Right there! Right there! That's it!"
When she began to cum, I sucked her clit into my mouth while she used her strong, wide hips to slam my head against the wall. Her body began to vibrate and her clit danced around on my tongue. She was mumbling something but I couldn't hear with my head trapped between her thighs and the wall. While her orgasm crested, she slammed herself against my face over and over. I tried to keep her clit between my lips, but it kept slipping out. Every time I sucked it back in, she thrust forward and made it slip out again.
When her orgasm had finished and she could no longer handle my mouth against her, she stepped back and let her dress fall back into place. Her chest and face were flushed and she was still breathing heavily.
I remained kneeling on the floor. I was very proud of myself for making her finish. I was smiling brightly and unable to change my expression. I knew my face was wet with her juices, but I didn't want to wipe them away yet. There was something very comforting about feeling the moisture, smelling her, and tasting her.
Motioning down to her panties on the floor, she said, "Pick those up and bring them to the living room."
While she began walking away, I crawled across the floor, picked up the panties, and rose to my feet. Until I'd stood up, I didn't realize how very hard my penis was. I could feel that it had been leaking in my pants! Bending forward and looking down, I learned there was even a small moist spot near the head of my little erection. After adjusting my penis, I made my way to the living room.
Mrs. Gray was seated in the middle of her white couch. Her dress was spread out over her legs elegantly. She was resting her arms across the back of the couch on either side of her. She had a small smile on her face when she indicated a spot on the floor just in front of where she sat. I crossed the room until I stood in that spot. When I was in place, she held out her hand. I wasn't sure what she wanted at first, but I figured it out and handed her the panties. Making sure the moist spot didn't touch her hand.
She smiled at me and said, "Take your clothes off."
When I nervously hesitated, she raised her eyebrows while staring at me. Even after what had occurred, I was still afraid for her to see me in my bare skin. Not only was I small in stature, but I was also small in every other way too. My nose was small and slightly upturned, my hands were small and my fingers were thin, my feet were small, and my penis was especially small. I'd seen other boys in the showers while I was in school to know I was not like them. My little penis was just over 3-inches long. It was as thin as my thumb and the squishy head was a soft pink color. Add all of that to my spare, light blonde body hair and I knew I looked much younger than I was without my clothes. I was teased about it mercilessly while in high school.
Mrs. Gray recrossed her legs while asking, "Are you going to make me say that again?"
While biting my lower lip, I sat down on the floor and removed my shoes and socks. I arranged them neatly beside me with my socks tucked into my shoes. Standing back up, I glanced at her sitting there so regally, but couldn't maintain eye contact for more than a second. Dropping my eyes to the floor, I pulled my shirt over my head revealing my pale, hairless chest. My skin was pulled tightly over my ribs emphasizing the impression of each of them. I kept glancing up to see Mrs. Gray grinning while her eyes wandered over me standing before her. I squirmed around while folding my shirt and laying it over my shoes. I was in no hurry for what was expected of me next.
I took my time reaching for the button on my pants. When I held it between my fingers, I looked up at her and uttered softly, "I really am sorry, Mrs. Gray."
She grinned while lowering her gaze to my fingers on the button of my pants. Her voice was calm and composed when she replied, "I'm sure you are. Now finish undressing."
While I popped open the button on my pants, I bit my lip hard and squeezed my eyes shut as I lowered the zipper. My heart was pounding in my chest and my little penis was throbbing like crazy. All at once, I bent over while lowering my pants to my ankles. When I stood up, I kept one hand over my stiff little prong while picking up my pants and laying them over my shirt.
I knew I was blushing deeply. And the flush my face was made all the more intense by the slapping I'd received from her hand. As I stood there hiding the bump my little erection made, I was panicking. I'd never been naked in front of a girl before! Much less a grown woman! I was squirming around trying to think of a way to stall the inevitable from happening.
Mrs. Gray recrossed her legs again. I glanced up at her when she began to talk. But I was unable to continue looking at her. Instead, I looked at the sandals she wore on her feet. Until that moment, I hadn't noticed how each of her toenails were polished a light green color to match the flower stems on the floral pattern of the dress she wore. Her voice was soft and sounded tranquil, "Jamie, do you remember what I told you to do?"
My voice wavered while my stomach turned, "Yes, Mrs. Gray. You told me to take off all my clothes."
She whispered, "Have you done that yet?"
Biting my lip hard while staring at her toes, I squeaked, "No. I haven't."
She spoke softly with a slightly firmer tone, "Young man, you know I do not tolerate disobedience."
Glancing up to her eyes, I whimpered, "I'm sorry!". And then I hooked my thumbs beneath my underpants and quickly slid them down my legs. While still bent over, I stepped out of my last article of clothing and picked them up with one hand, and laid them on top of my pants. As I stood up, I covered my very stiff, very small penis with both hands. My eyes never rose to meet hers, instead, they were fixed on her toes. I felt like I was going to vomit when I stood there, naked, before the mature woman I'd been living with.
Her voice was raspy when she said, "Very good. I've proud of you, Jamie.". She paused for a moment before saying, "There are now two things I want you to do. And I want you to do them at the same time." I was squirming around nervously and had begun to perspire. She calmly asked, "Jamie, are you listening to me?"
I glanced to meet her gaze for a second before lowering my eyes again. I whimpered, "Yes, ma'am."
She then said, "Good boy. Now I want you to do these two things at the same time. First, I want you to look at me, look into my eyes. Second, I want you to lower your hands to your sides."
I continued to stare at her toes while I whimpered, "Mrs. Gray, I don't know if I can."
She recrossed her legs. When she spoke, her voice was very firm. "Yes, yes you can. And yes, you will. You don't want to make me stand up."
I summoned all my courage and slowly raised my chin. When I was facing her, I slowly raised my eyes until I met her grinning face. Swallowing hard and taking a deep breath, I slowly moved my left hand to my side. I blinked my eyes several times and swallowed hard again. Biting my lip really hard, I slowly moved my right hand to my side. Mrs. Gray didn't look away from my eyes after I'd exposed myself to her. She maintained steady eye contact for what felt like hours, but in reality, it was probably only a minute.
As her eyes slowly drifted down over my naked body, her grin grew wider. When her gaze zeroed in on my petite erection, that grin grew until she looked like the Cheshire cat. I squirmed my hips in a small circle and arched my back. She was looking at me in a way that made me both happy I was there like that, but horribly embarrassed. I was so confused.
She spoke matter-of-factly, "Jamie, you know you have a very small penis, don't you?"
My chin began to quiver and I thought I was going to start crying again. I whimpered, "Yes, ma'am."
She smiled while she said, "Why you may have the smallest penis I've ever seen."
A tear ran down my cheek while my chin continued to quiver and my hips ground around on their own. "I know. I'm sorry.". I couldn't keep looking at her any longer. I dropped my chin and looked at her toes once more.
She held out her hand, "Baby Boy, you don't need to be sorry. You've already shown me that your lips, mouth, and tongue can do what your little penis cannot." She paused for a moment before whispering, "Now come here."
I looked up and laid my small hand in hers. She guided me toward where she sat and after a quick explanation of what she wanted me to do, I found myself laying over her lap, face-up. My back was arched deeply while my hips were raised over her lap. I lay there with my little pink penis perfectly rigid, oozing its excitement resting right in front of her.
Mrs. Gray picked up the panties she had been wearing. She took them in both hands and gently dragged those silky soft panties over my terribly excited penis with the damp spot sliding against my little twig. I whimpered softly and squirmed on her lap. She began to drag those damp panties back and forth over my stiff penis. I was soon going out of my mind with desire. I had been the only one to ever touch myself until that afternoon. And really, she still hadn't touched me. But it was so close!
While I writhed across her lap, Mrs. Gray began to speak in a soft, calm voice, "Baby Boy, I heard you moan and saw you clench your cute little butt when I threatened you with a spanking. After learning how horny I got by slapping you across the face, I can't wait to find out how horny I'll get from giving you the spanking of your lifetime."
She continued dragging her panty over my tingling penis and I felt my orgasm building inside of me. I writhed around shamelessly and moaned, "I can be bad."
She chuckled, "No you can't. But I'll find a reason to spank you anyway. And I'll find other reasons to slap you across the face like I did earlier."
I whimpered softly while thrusting my hips upward. I needed just a little more friction against my desperate penis.
She spoke with a deeper than normal voice, "Baby Boy, you need to get used to having a very sore bottom from spankings, bright red and tender cheeks from being slapped, and your face glistening with my pussy juices."
Those panties drifted over my penis like a breeze, until I finally crested. My skinny little penis burst out a small glob of my love onto my stomach. After that, it oozed out more of my cream while she set the panties aside and watched from above. I quivered and spasmed across her lap while my body struggled to deal with my first ruined orgasm. I chirped and squealed in high pitches while my skinny penis oozed out more and more of my love until it ran dry. I was left exhausted and feeling cheated of my orgasm. But I wasn't upset. It was a wonderful way to have my first orgasm with someone other than myself.
When I'd settled down, Mrs. Gray began wiping up my mess with the panties she'd worn earlier. After mopping up the last little bit, she pulled me to a sitting position. I was still quite dizzy and rubbery feeling. After handing me those gooey panties, she helped me to stand and supported me until my legs stopped feeling like jelly.
When I was mostly back to normal, she grinned at me and said, "Take those panties to the laundry room and handwash them in the sink. The Woolite is in the cupboard. After you rinse them out, take them to the backyard and hang them from the clothesline."
When I bent to pick up my clothes and get dressed, she patted my bottom playfully and said, "I didn't tell you to get dressed. Now run along as do as you've been told. I'll be in to check on you in a little bit. And you'd better be doing an exceptional job or you'll find yourself laying over my lap for that spanking I promised."
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She told me that if I ever wanted to come back and play again, all I had to do was arrive at her door and knock. But after the last time, I swore to myself that I'd never see her again. But she had haunted my dreams and all of my masturbatory fantasies. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't stop thinking about her and all she had done to me.
Not even a week had passed before I found myself taking small steps toward her front door. I'd already masturbated earlier that morning, but that didn't stop my little penis from becoming stiff when I reached out and timidly tapped on her front door.
The sound of her heavy footsteps walking toward me made a shiver shoot up my spine. My heart was racing in my chest and I could feel myself beginning to perspire. If she hadn't opened the door when she did, I would have darted down the street as fast as I could. But she did open the door. And the smile that spread across Sally's face was that of satisfaction and pleasure.
She sounded cheery when she said, "I knew you'd be back, Giggles!" During my first visit to her home, she began calling me Giggles and it looked like the name was going to stick.
While standing there in front of her outside her home, I was reminded how much taller she was than me. If I were to stare straight ahead, I'd be looking right at her vast cleavage. But she wasn't only taller, she was bigger than me in every way. She more than doubled my 110-pound weight. She had enormous breasts, each larger than my head, wide hips, and big, thick thighs. None of which I'd seen without her clothes covering them. Her face was chubby which made her mouth, nose, and eyes appear a little out of proportion. Her once-brown hair had long ago begun the transformation to grey and was cut in a short style women her age often wore.
She reached out and offered me her enormous, chubby hand. My skinny, pale arm was shaking when I raised it and laid my small hand with its slender fingers into hers. Looking up at her big brown eyes, I said, "Um, Sally, I didn't want to come back. But, but...".
She grinned while gently pulling me into her home and closing the door behind me. "I know, Giggles. You couldn't stay away. I bet you've been thinking about me and the things we did last time ever since you left."
Without waiting for a response, she kept hold of my hand and guided me straight through her living room, down a hallway, and through a door. From there, we descended a stairway into her basement. After we'd taken that last step onto the carpeted floor, I bit my lower lip and raised my chin until I saw the padded massage table sitting right where I remembered it. The straps dangled from each corner of the table and cuffs hung from each strap.
I bit my lip and almost began to say that going back there had been a mistake, but Sally set her hand on my lower back and propelled me toward the table. I spun around as she moved in close to me. Sally slipped her hands into my armpits and lifted me onto the table. While sitting on the edge of that padded table, I leaned back against my hands to keep my balance. She took one of my legs in her hands and began untying my shoe before removing it, along with my sock. When she started on my other shoe and sock, she glanced up at me and asked, "Have you been a good boy since our last visit, Giggles?"
Biting my lower lip nervously, I squeaked, "I-I-I think so."
Sally grinned, "How often have you been playing with your little penis?"
I felt my face blush and my entire body became warm when I answered, "Every day. Twice a day. Three times on some days."
"And what naughty things have you been thinking about while touching yourself?" She then helped me down from the table before undoing the buttons on my shirt.
I whimpered softly, "I've been thinking about you and what happened the last time I was here."
"Am I the only one you've been thinking about?"
Biting my lower lip, I answered truthfully, "Yes. I couldn't think of anyone else."
"You have been a good boy." She smiled while sliding my shirt off my shoulders and setting it aside with my shoes and socks. After putting her hands in position to undo my pants, she paused and asked, "Still no girlfriends, right Giggles?"
I bit my lip and whispered, "No. No girlfriends. I'm still..." I let the thought trail off without finishing it. She knew what I was about to say."
She popped the button open on my pants while I held my skinny, pale arms out of her way. She looked down while sliding my pants and underwear down in one swoop. "You're still a virgin. You're still a 19-year-old virgin who has never had a girlfriend. You've never even been kissed."
While she spoke those hurtful, but truthful words, my pants, and underwear fell around my ankles. The thin, short prong of my penis popped out. It was completely erect but sadly undersized. The soft pouch of marbles was shrunk up tightly to the skinny shaft even though it wasn't at all chilly in the room. Sally only grinned when she saw it. Slipping her hands back under my armpits, she helped me back up onto the table.
Sally went right to work and secured each of my wrists and ankles into the cuffs on each corner of the table. I didn't bother to resist, it was too late. I was back in her home and there was no escaping until she decided we'd finished. After snugging them all tight, I found I could hardly move at all, just like last time. My little penis was pointing straight up and every time Sally glanced at it, she grinned. When she'd nearly finished securing me in place, she said, "During your last visit, you were here for thirty minutes. Giggles, this time it's going to for an hour."
I whimpered softly, "Can't we do just 30 minutes again? Please? Pretty please?"
She stepped away to a cupboard after double-checking all the cuffs. When she turned back toward me, she was carrying a familiar glass bottle of a clear oil. After removing the glass cap from the bottle, she poured a large amount of it across my chest and down my stomach. I squirmed on the table while the thick, warm oil pooled on my skin before running down my sides. After returning the cap to the bottle, she explained, "I know we've already discussed this. Every time you come back to visit me, you'll spend thirty more minutes on the table than you did the time before. The next time you stop by, you'll be on the table for ninety minutes."
Sally began rubbing the oil over my chest, stomach, and down my sides. She eventually picked up the bottle again and poured oil down each of my legs. She rubbed the oil into my thighs and shins with her large, warm hands. The more she touched me, the hornier I got. She made sure to cover my feet with the oil which had me squirming and thrashing on the table, I was terribly ticklish. My reaction made Sally smile brightly.
She went back to the bottle and poured it down each of my arms. She made sure to let her fingertips dance around in my armpits tickling me once more, making me squirm and struggle to get away. After she'd rubbed oil into them, she picked up the bottle one last time. She poured a large heart shape around my rigid penis. I was moaning and whimpering on the table when her hands next touched me. She completely avoided my penis. Instead concentrating on my upper thighs, hips, and over my pubic hair. She hadn't even touched my penis and I was already extremely horny.
She stepped away back to the cupboard and came back with a kitchen timer. After entering in 60 minutes, she showed it to me. "Are you ready to start, Giggles?"
I whined while trying to grind my hips up toward her, "I don't know!"
After filling her palm with oil, she pressed the start button on the timer. She immediately took my small erection in her fist. My entire penis disappeared in her gasp. She pumped her chubby hand up and down quickly while my eyes rolled up into my head and I began thrashing around wildly. I began chanting, "Oh Sally! Oh, Sally!"
She asked in a condescending tone, "What's wrong, Giggles?"
I squealed out in a high pitch, "I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum!"
She spoke very calmly, "No you aren't. Not for 89 minutes and 15 seconds. She kept pumping her hand until the last possible second, she then released my erection and let it throb before her eyes. It was only one stroke away from cumming when she let go! I was gasping and whining and fighting against my bonds.
Sally didn't stand there for long. She moved right up beside my shoulders, reached across my chest, and dug her finger into my armpits before wiggling them around. I squealed loudly and began giggling uncontrollably while pulling and fighting against the straps. I was extremely ticklish all over my body and Sally was going to take advantage of that just like she did during my last visit.
I heard myself screaming and begging her to stop while her fingers tickled their way down the sides of my ribs. I knew my penis was still very stiff and throbbing. I never knew how turned on I got while being tickled until my last visit with Sally. I'd always thought I hated to be tickled. After a time, it began to hurt. But Sally knew when to tickle and when to tease my penis to send me into the stratosphere. She could read my young body to keep me teetering between orgasm and torture.
Sally dug her fingers into my hips and wiggled them around making me try to kick and do anything I could to get away from her. She kept wriggling into that hyper ticklish area until tears began rolling down my cheeks. Only then did she take my skinny erection back in her hand and slide it up and down as quickly as she could.
Before I got too close to cumming, she asked, "Do you love me, Giggles?"
I squealed, "Yes!" I hardly knew her, but at that moment, I thought I did love her.
She slowed her stoking while asking, "Do you want to be my boyfriend, Giggles?"
My mind was already fuzzy and I was sure it hadn't even been five minutes yet. Sally was probably twice my age, about as old as my mother. I knew very little about her. I didn't know her last name, where she worked, if she worked, if she had family, or how long she'd lived in the city. But at that moment, I didn't even hesitate before squealing, "Yes!"
She smiled brightly while slowing down the pace of her stroking even more. Her free hand drifted up my slippery body until she held a nipple between her finger and thumb. She pinched hard and I whimpered in pain.
"I'm so glad you want to be my boyfriend. From now on, this will be the only way you get to squirt! And Giggles, you're never going to lose your precious virginity as long as we're together." Her hands slid quickly down my body until she'd dug the fingernails of both hands into the insides of my thighs. I squealed and thrashed about while she tickled me savagely. She asked, "Do you promise that you'll never cheat on me with another girl?"
While tossing my head from side to side and laughing so hard tears were pouring down my cheeks, I screamed, "YES! YES! I promise I'll never cheat on you with another girl!"
She began tickling the insides of my thighs even more aggressively while asking, "Do you promise you'll never cheat, especially with a younger, skinnier, prettier girl?"
I thrashed about and writhed while tears poured down my cheeks and my penis throbbed uncontrollably. "I promise I'll never cheat on you! Especially with a skinny, younger, prettier girl! I promise! I swear! I love you, Sally!"
Her fingers left my thighs and slithered back to my rigid penis. She teased it slowly with the tip of one finger along the underside of its squishy, pink head. I'd been horny on the way to her home. But now, laying on her table, I was indescribably horny. My skinny prong bucked and jumped against her finger, trying to get as much friction as I could. But she was in control and she wasn't going to let anything happen that she didn't want to happen.
While my penis leaked out its excitement onto my oil-covered stomach, she teasingly slid her finger up and down along the neck of my petite length. In a soft, sing-song voice, she asked, "Giggles, if I asked you to marry me, would you say yes?"
I groaned, "Yes! Yes, I'd marry you if you asked!"
She watched as my penis throbbed in desire. She touched me only enough to get me close, but never allow me to get too close to cumming. "What would your family and friends say about you marrying a woman who would never let you have intercourse or a proper orgasm?"
I squealed, "I don't know! Really!"
Sally reached up and pinched one nipple then the other with her free hand. She alternated between them while still teasing my little erection with her other hand. "I'd have to tell them, Giggles. I'd be so proud of you. I'd have to tell everyone."
My hips bucked up and a large drop of my dew appeared on the tip of my skinny penis. Sally pulled her hands away and began lightly tickling across my sides and hips with her fingernails. I thrashed about and pulled against my bonds while gasping, "I know! You'd have to tell them! You'd have to tell everyone everything about what we do at home!"
She continued to tickle me while moaning, "Good boy." Her fingers drifted over my slippery flesh like a breeze making me laugh and giggle and beg her to stop. I used all my strength to break free from the bonds, but it wasn't ever going to happen. "Do you know what I think would be special? If your mother escorted you down the aisle to me while you were completely naked."
An image of her thought appeared in my mind and I moaned softly while squirming to get free. "Oh, Sally!"
She moved her hands back to my skinny penis and stroked it extremely quickly several times before going back to tickle my armpits. I screamed out and bucked my hips from side to side as hard as I could.
She kept focused on my armpits while saying, "Everyone you've ever known would see you walking down that aisle to me with your stiff little penis pointing the way." She moved one of her hands back to my penis and began sliding three of her fingers down over the top of my hard prong like a hat. "Your mother, father, sister. Your aunts and uncles. Your grandparents. Every friend you've ever had. Every friend of your family. Your co-workers, the teachers you had in school, everyone would be there. Wouldn't it be nice for everyone to know who you really are? You'd never have to pretend to be anything you aren't."
Her fantasy had crept into my mind. The image of our wedding was crystal clear and surreal. Not only could Sally read my body, but she had also worked her way into my mind and was twisting all my secret fantasies making them her own. I squealed out in a high pitch, "Sally! Please stop!"
She ignored my plea, "At the reception, we'll bring along this table and let everyone have a chance to tickle and play with you. Who do you think would be first in line?"
I gasped, "My Aunt Beverly!"
Her fingers continued to gently slide down over the head of my penis at a very slow pace. Her other hand had moved back to alternate between my nipples, pinching and twisting them just enough to make me flinch. "Why Aunt Beverly? Should I be jealous?"
I gasped, "No! She just kisses me on the lips, pats my bottom, and smushes my head between her boobs when she hugs me."
Sally grinned and said, "Well, that sounds innocent enough. But I'm still going to have to talk to Aunt Beverly when I see her."
Her teasing of my penis had gone farther than she expected. I felt my orgasm welling up inside of me. I moaned loudly and arched my back. I chirped out, "Sally! Oh, Sally! Please don't stop!"
But she pulled her touch away just in time and was able to stop it from finishing. I was left lying there desperately horny and my mind racing with thoughts of my relationship with Sally.
She stood beside the table looking down at me for several seconds, she was smiling the entire time. Glancing away from me, she smiled even wider while picking up the timer and showing it read forty-six minutes. Only fourteen minutes had passed. We weren't even halfway done!
After setting the timer back down, she moved toward my feet and looked to my tear-filled eyes, "Shall we talk about our honeymoon now?"
For the next forty-five minutes, I remained strapped down onto that table. Sally tickled me relentlessly while teasing my skinny penis to the verge of orgasm dozens of times. She talked about our honeymoon and what our lives would be like upon our return home. I was a complete mess those last few minutes before the timer went off. My penis was leaking its excitement like a faucet. My little marbles were pulled up tight against my skinny shaft. I was covered in a thin layer of perspiration and had never wanted to cum so badly.
When that timer did finally go off, Sally removed her hands from my body and turned it off. She then came back to me laying there writhing in frustration. She set the pad of her index finger against my penis, just under the head. She didn't move it all. She just set her finger against me. While she stared into my eyes and I stared back into hers, I began to thrust my hips up and down while flexing my penis as hard as I could. I was working terribly hard for the least bit of friction.
She teasingly asked, "Don't you want to squirt? Sweetie, don't you want to squirt for me?"
I groaned, "Just a little more! I just need a little more! Please! Please, Sally!"
She knew exactly what I needed and instead of giving me that little bit of friction I needed, she continued to tease me and said, "Tell me you love me."
I squealed out, "I love you, Sally!"
She grinned, "I love you too, Honey." She pressed just a little harder against my stiff penis while I continued to buck my hips trying to finish what I desperately wanted. She spoke softly, "Promise you'll come and visit me again tomorrow. Promise you'll come back so we can play for ninety minutes."
I moaned, "I promise!"
She asked, "What time will you stop by?"
I groaned, "Nine o'clock! I'll be here at nine o'clock in the morning."
She whispered, "Baby if you're not here tomorrow morning at nine or before, I'll never let you back into this house again. Do you understand me?"
I screamed, "Please Sally! I swear I'll be here before nine! I swear it!"
She cooed, "Good boy." Sally then did something she hadn't done during my last visit. She leaned down and kissed me on the lips. It was a quick kiss at first, but then I felt her tongue slipping between my lips. I moaned into her mouth while she kissed me for the very first time. Her large, warm tongue slithered around in my mouth while wet sucking sounds echoed around the room. When her lips left mine, she grinned while whispering, "Now I've been your first and only kiss."
After our kiss had ended, Sally stood above me and pressed just hard enough for me to near my long-overdue orgasm. As it grew inside of me, she knew it was happening. When I needed that last little bit of friction, Sally pulled away. I was thrusting my hips and my penis was throbbing and flexing like crazy. And then it happened. My orgasm blossomed inside of me and spewed out slowly from my lonely penis. It was standing straight up while my creamy juices flowed out and ran down my penis. I whimpered and whined while straining against my bonds and flexing my hips trying to get any friction at all.
Sally stood there watching it happen. While I was still fighting to make it somewhat of a normal orgasm, she whispered, "Tell me you love me."
I fought against my bonds while my penis continued to gently flow its juices. My voice was squeaky when I said, "I love you, Sally."
She stood by and watched as I unsuccessfully fought for every bit of pleasure I could get. When my ruined orgasm had come to an end, Sally moved to the cabinet on the wall and retrieved a clean, neatly folded hand towel. She didn't say a word while wiping up the creamy mess I'd made on myself. Nor did she speak while unfastening the straps binding my arms and legs to the table.



It wasn't until she'd helped me to sit upright on the table that she asked in a gentle, caring tone, "Don't get up too quickly. Just sit there for a moment."
My legs felt rubbery and I was a bit dizzy when I first sat up. While I regained my strength, I glanced down and learned my pink penis had wilted to its usual compact size, pulled up tight against my body while I sat there. When I next looked up I saw Sally raise her eyes from my lap as well, she was grinning while she said, "It looks like the little guy is all tuckered out."
She didn't wait for me to respond to that embarrassing statement. Instead, she took my hands in hers and helped me to my feet. After making sure I was steady, she held onto me while guiding me back up the stairs to the main floor of her home.
Just like last time, I had to pass by the large picture window in her living room on the way to the bathroom. Outside, I saw a car drive by and a man out walking his dog. I felt strangely calm walking through her home naked and seeing people living their normal lives outside. It was almost as if this is how it was meant to be for me.
Sally guided me to the bathroom and while I stood by, she adjusted the water temperature in the shower before moving aside to let me wash away the oil from our time together. She stood in the room and watched with the shower curtain and its lacey cover partially opened. After I'd moistened my thin, oil-covered body, I lathered up my hair with her rose-scented shampoo. I giggled while remembering walking home last time and smelling like Sally. This time would be no different. The scent of her shampoo and Camay bar soap would remain on my body until the next time I bathed.
While I washed my tired penis, Sally said, "Tonight, while you're lying in bed, I want you to think about me."
I giggled, "I will. I promise. I don't think I'll be able to think about anyone else, even if I tried."
She grinned, "I'm glad." Without another word, she turned and left the bathroom. Just like last time, she went to retrieve my clothes from her basement. She tossed them in her dryer with a few of her dryer sheets which accomplished two things: it fluffed them up and it made my clothes smell like Sally too.
When she returned to the bathroom, I was just finishing up drying myself off. She helped to dress me and then walked me to the door while holding my hand. Before opening the door, she backed me against it. With her hands on either side of my head, she leaned in close and kissed me again. Her huge, wet tongue wriggling its way into my mouth aggressively. I squirmed against the door while she attacked my mouth with hers. Being only my second real kiss, I had no idea what to do with myself. I stood there passively with my arms at my sides while she kissed me with a passion that left my pink penis, once again, stiff in her presence.
As our lips smacked apart, she reminded me, "Tomorrow at nine, don't be late."
Looking up at her, licking her lips, I whimpered, "I won't. I promise."
She then opened the door and sent me on my way with a firm pat on my behind.
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With Chloe, my wife of fewer than two years, still away on one of her frequent business trips, I'd spent the morning bathing and shaving away any trace of body hair from myself. From there, I grabbed my laptop and watched dirty movies in the living room while sitting on the couch. I started out watching clips of girls flashing their bodies to strangers in public. But I was soon moved onto nastier topics. I even spent nearly an hour shopping for a chastity cage. I almost bought one too but was never able to bring myself to complete the sale. Chloe would have seen the charge on her credit card. She tolerated some of my kinkiness, but a chastity cage was something she couldn't accept. Someday I'd buy one and keep myself chaste whenever she had to leave on a trip.
Going back to the movies, I wound up watching fem-boys in chastity cages milking themselves on dildos. I never once touched my skinny, little, smooth penis. It was aching for attention, but I kept myself from touching it. In the end, I made my way back to the chastity cage shopping. I even added it to my cart, but still didn't finish the sale.
By then I was beyond any normal level of arousal. I left my computer on the couch and moved to my bedroom. From the box tucked away in the back corner of my closet, I pulled out a bottle of lubricant, my hot pink butt plug, and my long, flesh-colored dildo. These were the toys Chloe did not approve of. The only time I was able to play with them was while she was away. Thankfully, she'd been traveling so often for her work.
Butterflies arose in my stomach while I held the dildo and buttplug in my hands. I cherished my time alone with my toys. It started while still living at home with my mother. During that time, I used vegetables and anything else I could find with a phallus shape to penetrate my body.
After crawling onto my bed on my knees, I applied an ample amount of lubricant to the buttplug before lowering my shoulders to the bed and keeping my butt up high. I lubed myself thoroughly, between my cheeks and over my quivering little button. Very slowly, I began to work the buttplug inside of me. It had been more than two weeks since I'd had my special alone time and I'd been looking forward to it. I controlled my excitement and took my time with the initial penetration. Soft moans and whimpers left my mouth as I stretched around the wider parts of the unyielding plug.
When my tight ring of muscle stretched around the widest part of the plug, I kept my body from sucking it inside. I held the plug right where it was so my wrinkled hole was stretched over the widest, thickest part. It felt so good. My hips were wiggling around and my penis was leaking its excitement onto my bedcovers. I squirmed around on the bed dreaming of being just like the fem-boys in those videos. I whimpered softly when I thought about a video being made of me and people, strangers watching it and getting turned on.
After I'd nearly driven myself crazy with desire, I let the buttplug slip all the way into my body with its wide base nestled between my cheeks. Needing this afternoon to be as exciting as possible, I slid off my bed and tiptoed through my house toward the kitchen. With every step I took, I felt the plug moving inside of me. It was a delicious sensation!
I didn't rush by any of the big windows, I took my time strolling by them naked and hyper-aroused. If our neighbors got a peek, it would only turn me on more. Unfortunately, or maybe, fortunately, I didn't see anyone outside. In the kitchen, I got a small glass of water and stood by the sliding glass doors while I sipped on it. I was really hoping our neighbor, Mrs. Ross would be in her yard and see me. But no such luck. Ever since the day she'd stopped by to visit with Chloe and saw me standing, bottomless, in the corner with a red bottom, she had become very flirty. I'll never forget how it felt to be standing in that corner while Chloe told her how I'd used her credit card to buy myself a buttplug.
Setting my glass down, I returned to the glass doors and slowly slid them open. Taking a deep breath and summoning all my courage, I stepped outside into the warm sunshine. I was completely naked with a buttplug buried in my bottom. I was extremely horny and my little penis was as stiff as a pencil. I stepped away from the door and made my way to the middle of our yard. Holding my arms up high, I spun around in circles and giggled before racing back inside. The fear of being outside and being seen was scary and a huge turn-on. But at that moment, it was scarier.
Once I'd made it back to my bedroom, I wiggled the plug out from inside of me. After cleaning it, I put it away in the box. It was time for the main event. I took my time lubing up the flesh-colored, realistically shaped dildo. My small hands sliding over the veiny rubber made me shiver with excitement.
After getting back on my knees with my shoulders against the bed, I lined the dildo up with my wrinkled button. I considered going back and buying the chastity cage I'd been dreaming about for so long. But when that slippery dildo bumped against my still gaping hole, I knew what I'd be doing for the rest of the day. Pushing gently, I opened up and the dildo slid inside of me. Still avoiding my desperate penis, wanting to cum like the fem-boys in the videos, if I let myself cum at all.
For the next several hours, I rolled around on my bed sliding that big, fat dildo in and out of my bottom. The orgasm within me grew every time that dildo slid over that special place deep inside of me. When I felt myself getting too excited, I slowed down or completely stopped until I settled down. That afternoon, I edged myself dozens upon dozens upon dozens of times. My little, bald penis was leaking like a faucet. My mind was fuzzy, I could hear myself panting and moaning. Naked, hairless, laying on my back with my knees bent, my penis aching for release and a dildo buried in my bottom, that was exactly how I looked when my mother-in-law barged into the room unannounced.
Her name was Betsy, but even before Chloe and I were married, she insisted I call her 'Mumsie'. Mumsie was the sweetest lady. Whenever Chloe was out of town for business, which was quite often, Mumsie would stop in to check on me every other day. But she had been there the day before. She wasn't supposed to stop by again as soon. And she usually knocked on the front door. She didn't usually use her key.
Mumsie was wearing a white and red, floral print summer dress with large red buttons down the front. On her feet, she wore low, white heels. Mumsie was not a thin woman. She would best be described as full-figured. She had enormous breasts, each of them larger than my head. Her wide hips swayed with every step she took. And her big behind nearly filled the doorway she stood in. Her light brown hair was pulled back into a bun. She held her large-brimmed, white summer hat in one hand and was covering her mouth with the other in surprise. Her eyes were opened wide and I heard her audibly gasp.
Her voice matched her expression, surprised, "Sammy! Oh my! What are you doing?"
I squealed, let go of the dildo, squeezed my legs together, and covered my face with both hands. The combination of all I had done that day, seeing Mumsie in my doorway, and hearing her voice was too much for me to handle. With the dildo still buried inside of me, my skinny penis flexed hard and stood straight up. Right there with Mumsie watching, my little, bald penis erupted. My toes curled up tightly and my body began to tremble. I felt muscles all over my body quivering and flexing. My back arched deeply and then it happened, big spurts of my creamy love oozed from the squishy pink head of my penis. I lay there, not touching my penis at all. I kept my face covered to hide my shame but knew Mumsie had stepped closer to get a better angle. When I felt the bed shift, I knew she'd sat down beside me. I came with Mumsie sitting right there watching it all. It was the most powerful and intense sissygasm I'd ever had.
While I lay there, still hiding behind my hands, Mumsie laid her large, warm hand on my bare knee. "Sammy, Honey, you don't need to be embarrassed."
I whimpered from behind my hands, "Yes I do!"
She rubbed her hand up and down my thigh, "No, you don't. Sammy, that may have been the cutest thing I've ever seen."
I kept my hands over my face and looked away from where she sat, "No, you're lying."
"I'm not. I promise. I didn't know a boy could cum without touching himself. And you shaved. My goodness, you look adorable!"
I slowly lowered my hands away from my face until I saw Mumsie's smiling at me. "Do you really think so? When I've shaved before, Chloe says I look like a little boy."
Mumsie smiled warmly, "You do look like a little boy. Especially with that little-bitty penis of yours. Chloe once mentioned it was small, but I thought she was fibbing."
I scooted over and got a handtowel from the top drawer of my bedside table. I wiped up my mess and folded the towel over the gooeyness before setting it on the edge of the bed. Biting my lip, I looked into Mumsie's eyes and whimpered, "Mumsie, Chloe hates it when I do this. She is going to punish me when she finds out I shaved again. She says it makes her think that I'm gay."
She replied, "I won't tell her, I promise. But are you? Are you gay?"
I spoke with a timid voice, "I don't think so. But... I mean... I think about it. I think about lots of things. But I do think about being with a man."
Mumsie's hand slipped between my legs and she gently tapped on the base of the dildo still buried deep inside of me. "My sweet, little Sammy with a big, tall, grown man. Now I'll be thinking about that too." Every time she tapped that dildo, the sensation shot through my body and I twitched.
After not saying anything for a few moments, she looped her fingers around the dildo and pulled it out just a little bit before pushing it back inside. I whimpered softly and gripped the bedcovers with my fists.
Mumsie was staring at my little penis as it stiffened before her eyes. "Sweetie, tell me one more thing you think about."
My hips began to grind when she slid the dildo back out and in. "I-I-I think about people, strangers seeing me outside, like this."
Mumsie grinned, "Like how?"
I arched my back and squirmed while clutching the bedcovers with white knuckles, "Like naked... and horny... or maybe... maybe..."
She began sliding the dildo in and out of me at a steady pace. My skinny penis had never softened and remained completely stiff while the shame of having Mumsie see me began passing. I slowly let my knees spread further apart, allowing her an unobstructed view of my small, bald penis. I whimpered and moaned while she made love to me with the dildo.
Her voice was soft and understanding when she asked, "How do you want people to see you? Tell me, Honey, I promise it'll stay between the two of us."
I couldn't look at her. I covered my face with my hands and looked away. "I have always thought about... I used to before Chloe... But I haven't since... I mean..."
Mumsie slid the dildo almost all the way out before pushing it back in very slowly. My toes curled up again and my back arched deeply. It felt so good!
"What did you used to do before Chloe? Tell me, Honey. It's okay. You're safe."
My voice cracked and I whimpered softly while spreading my legs as far apart as I could. "I-I-I used to wear... I'd dress up in my sister's clothes."
My bald, skinny penis was standing straight up again. Mumsie had found the magic spot inside of me. She was bumping the dildo against it and it was making me tingle all over.
Her eyes were moving from my stiff penis to face and back again. In that same kind tone, she asked, "When was the last time you played dress-up?"
I squeaked, "Before we were married." I tried to calm down when I went on to explain, "When Chloe found my little suitcase of girl's things, she got really upset and threw them all away."
Mumsie looked sad, "You poor boy. You couldn't even wear Chloe's things, they would be far too big for you."
Biting my lower lip, I nodded my head and whimpered, "I know!"
She spoke in a soft voice, "Sammy, I bet you'd look adorable in a little dress. I would love to take you out shopping. You could keep those things at my house. And whenever you wanted to play, you could come to visit me."
I squirmed on the bed while she continued to slide the dildo in and out of my bottom at a slow, steady pace. I squeaked, "I'd love that, Mumsie!"
She grinned and uttered a single word, "Good." She then pulled the dildo all the way out from inside of me. Mumsie then stood up from the bed, turned back to face me, and offered me her hand. "Let's go shopping!"
I squirmed and writhed on the bed, "But Mumsie, I can't go like this. I'm really..."
She smiled down at me, "You're what? Horny? I know you are, baby boy. I want you to be just like this when you step out of a changing room and model a dress for me."
Listening to Mumsie tell me I'd be modeling a dress for her in a store was like a fantasy come true. Not wanting to disobey her, I wiggled off the bed and rose to my feet. My little penis was pointing at the ceiling and my bottom was tingling from the attention it had received. Biting my lower lip, I looked up at Mumsie. Like Chloe, she stood a full head taller than my 5'2" height. I was never sure how much Mumsie weighed, but she had to be 2 if not 3 times my 95-pound weight. While I stood there naked and extremely aroused before her, my eyes kept dipping to the ample cleavage left exposed by her summer dress.
Mumsie turned away from me and moved to my dresser. She began searching through my drawers looking for something for me to wear. She soon handed me a pair of gray cotton shorts and a white T-shirt. I didn't have to ask about underwear, I knew she'd left that out on purpose.
She grinned, "Panties are going to be the first things we buy."
Hearing my mother-in-law tell me she was going to buy me panties made me shiver and goosebumps rise all over my body. For a brief moment, I thought I was going to squirt right there. But the feeling calmed down and the danger of making another mess passed.
After I'd gotten dressed and stepped into my flip-flops, Mumsie frowned, "Hmm, something isn't right." She then took hold of the waist of my shorts and pulled them up, giving me a wedgie! She then rolled down the waist of the shorts far lower than my usual shorts sat which left a strip of my pale tummy exposed. Reaching back, I found the shorts were clinging to my cheeks and the center seam had disappeared between them. Moving my hands lower, I felt the bottom third of my cheeks were left out in the open and the impression of my little erection was right up front for everyone to see!
Mumsie took my hand and we left my bedroom and walked through the house locking it up. While passing through the living room, she noticed my laptop still sitting open. When she moved to close the lid, the screensaver ended and the chastity cages I'd been looking at caught her attention. She paused to see what I'd been looking at. After sitting down on the couch, she scrolled down the page to see the different styles and materials they were made from.
She eventually whispered, "Chastity cages?"
It sounds silly after all she'd seen me do, but I was terribly embarrassed when I squeaked, "Yes, Mumsie."
She closed the laptop, set it on the table, and stood from the couch. While offering me her hand, she said, "Change of plans. We'll get panties after we buy you a chastity cage."
I shivered again and felt my skinny penis flex hard. When I looked down, I saw it had been leaking in my shorts and the wet spot looked lewd. The pink head of my rigid penis was resting right in the middle of that moist spot.
Mumsie didn't give me time to dwell on that moist spot. She took my hand and after locking up my house, she led me directly to her car parked in our driveway. Mumsie kept looking at me and smiling while driving out of our neighborhood, but she seemed to be thinking and I didn't want to interrupt her thoughts. I sat silently in the passenger's seat while being driven to an unknown destination.
After we'd left my neighborhood, Mumsie finally spoke. "Chloe doesn't tell me very much about your relationship. But she did once tell me that you liked some kinky things." I squirmed in my seat and blushed. She went on to say, "What I can't understand, is why she dislikes them and forbids you from playing. Sweetie, I find every kinky thing about you very exciting and I'd never discourage you from doing them."
I giggled and teased, "I know! You're taking me shopping for a dress!"
She smiled while turning into an adult bookstore. "I'm going to be buying you more than just a dress."
After parking near the front door, she climbed out of the car and came around to my side. After opening my door, she offered me her hand. I didn't take it right away. In a timid and frightened voice, I explained, "Mumsie, I don't know about this. Maybe I don't want a chastity cage. I've never been in a store like that and I don't think I want to."
She frowned while leaning down and taking my hand, "Nonsense. I think you do want your little penis locked up. And I know I'd love to do that for you. Come along. This is only our first stop of the day."
After I'd slid out of the car, Mumsie led me to the front door. All the windows and doors were blacked out and it made the building look scary. Mumsie opened the door and had me enter first. I'd barely taken a step before a man's voice called out rather firmly, "ID. I need to see your ID."
Spinning back to Mumsie, I squeaked, "I don't have my ID. I don't have my phone or anything."
Mumsie stepped toward the man behind the counter, "I'm sorry but my son-in-law doesn't have his ID. But I can promise you the boy is of age. Just barely, but he is of age."
The man didn't look happy, but he said, "Son-in-law, huh? Okay, but be quick."
Mumsie thanked the man and asked, "Could you point us in the direction of your chastity cages?"
The man leaned over the counter and took a long look at me. His gaze lingered on my still stiff penis and its small moist spot. He seemed to cheer up and pointed to racks along one wall, "Right by the handcuffs and gags."
Mumsie thanked him, took my hand, and led me further into the store. After I'd stepped away from the counter, I happened to look back and caught the man staring at my butt and licking his lips. I turned back quickly and raced along to keep up with Mumsie's long strides.
The aisle we walked down was filled with all sorts of kinky toys. There were edible panties, racy lingerie, blindfolds, dildos, and more. As we neared the area the man had sent us to, Mumsie paused and took a box from the rack. Glancing at the box she was holding, I saw it was a remote-controlled, vibrating buttplug.
Mumsie looked down at me, "We're getting this too."
I whimpered softly, "For me, right?"
She grinned, "Definitely for you. But I'll hold the remote." She then handed me the package to hold onto while she continued to shop.
I was shivering and squeezing my cheeks together as we finished making our way to the chastity belt selection. They had metal cages, plastic cages, big ones, small ones, there were just as many as I'd been fantasizing over online. When Mumsie asked which one I liked. I pointed to a clear plastic cage with an almost 3-inch length.
Mumsie frowned, "Baby boy, you could almost get erect in there." She picked a package from the rack. It showed an opaque pink silicone cage with less than an inch-and-a-half in length. It was called, "The Sad Sissy Trainer". She stood there in the aisle reading the package while I remained beside her throbbing in my shorts and holding the vibrating buttplug.



After she'd finished reading, she handed me the box, "Yes, this will be perfect." We almost started walking down the aisle when a steel lock caught her attention. Taking one from the rack and adding it to the packages I held, we finally made our way back to the counter. While the man was alternating between checking me out and checking us out, Mumsie had him add a tube of lubricant and batteries to our order.
Before he loaded everything into a bag, he asked Mumsie, "If you want to plug him and lock him up before you leave, you can use one of the booths in the back."
Mumsie smiled, "Well thank you. I think we'll take you up on that offer."
After grabbing my hand, she led me to the very back of the store and down a dark hall with doors lining both sides. Mumsie chose the very first one on the right. Inside, on a small screen played a preview of a very hardcore movie of a girl with several large black men.
Mumsie held the flimsy door open for me and after she followed me inside. Before she sat down on the only chair, she closed the door and locked it. When she told me to take my shirt and shorts off, I got worried. The door was very flimsy and if someone wanted in, they could break the door open easily. But there hadn't been very many people in the store since we'd arrived. The odds of someone doing that were slim. It was just my mind running wild.
Mumsie had me stand between her knees while I took off my shirt and shorts. While I undressed, she got things ready. I slowly pulled my shirt up and off and laid it over Mumsie's thick thigh while she opened the chastity cage and began disassembling it. I took a deep breath and hooked my thumbs under the waist of my shorts. I slowly lowered them down my legs and then stepped out of them one foot at a time, laying them over her thigh on top of my shirt.
I was standing naked in a video booth in an adult bookstore with my mother-in-law! My skinny, short penis so stiff it was pointing straight up. When she had the cage ready to put on me, she looked up and saw my little hard-on.
She frowned, "Well, this isn't going to work. You need to make that little thing get soft."
I bounced on my toes and nervously whimpered, "I know!"
Mumsie grinned, "Well, I suppose this will be your last one for a little while. It should be memorable." While still looking right at me, she leaned down and took it in her mouth to the very root. It was the last thing I expected. The feeling and sensations were overwhelming. I was bouncing on my toes and waving my arms around like crazy.
I'd been so excited for so long, I wasn't going to last long and we both knew it. When I got right on the verge of squirting, Mumsie sealed her lips around the skinny neck of my penis. But she wasn't moving at all. Like before, my penis squirted all on its own. I squeaked when the first glob oozed onto her waiting tongue. My whole body was trembling and I'd completely forgotten where we were. At that time, it didn't matter.
Mumsie swallowed my juices and kept my penis in her mouth until it softened which took several minutes. While I stood there, I jumped at every sound I heard. Each time the store's front door opened and I heard someone talking, I felt like jumping out of my skin. No one made their way back to where we were. But the reality of being there in that condition was very real and made my heart pound in my chest.
When my penis had wilted to its normal size, Mumsie let it slip from her mouth. She wasted no time I soon had the chastity cage assembled over my penis. Even soft, my penis filled the cage. I knew when I got stiff, it was going to be awfully cramped and probably hurt.
After getting the lock unpackaged, Mumsie reached out and put it in place on the chastity cage but didn't close it. Looking up from where she sat, she asked, "When is Chloe due to return home?"
Biting my lower lip, I whispered, "Next week, six days from now."
She smiled and whispered, "I'm sure you can last six days in your new cage." She then snapped the lock shut. The clicking sound of that lock echoed in my mind while I watched her slip the keys beneath her blouse, under her bra. "How does it feel, Sammy?"
I squeaked, "It's tight. It's scary. But it's good too."
She smiled, "I'm glad. Now turn around, bend over and spread your cheeks for me."
Turning away from her, I laid my hands on either side of the monitor that was playing a preview of a girl being fucked by a huge cock in the back of a van driving down the street. Mumsie lubed up the buttplug and then lubed up my behind. The plug took a little time to get inside, but not as long as it would have if I hadn't been playing earlier. I moaned softly when it slid inside and the base settled between my cheeks.
Even after just squirting, I felt myself becoming aroused again. As my penis began to swell in its cage, I felt the discomfort and arched my back while rolling my hips upward. I whimpered softly, "Oh Mumsie!"
She let her hands slide over my bare sides and down my hips, "I know Sammy. It feels good." Her hands slid back up my sides and I arched my back even deeper. Her voice sounded husky when she said, "I'm not going to take you home today. I'm not going to take you home until Chloe is on her way home. You'll be staying with me until then."
When I stood up, pulling myself away from the wall I whimpered as the plug moved inside of me. Turning back to face Mumsie, her eyes immediately dropped to the cute, pink cage keeping my penis captured. Her eyes slowly drifted up my naked, hairless body until she was looking into my eyes.
"Baby Boy, you have never looked so cute." Her eyes drifted over me standing there for a few moments until she grinned, "I've got a wonderful idea. Sammy, you've wanted people to see you naked and horny. If ever there was a place made for a cute boy to expose himself, it was an adult bookstore."
I squeaked, "I can't Mumsie! Not here!"
She smiled, "Oh yes, here." After stuffing my shorts and T-shirt into her purse, she stood up and turned to the door while taking hold of my hand. Mumsie left the litter from our packages on the floor while unlocking the door and opening it all the way. Mumsie stepped into the hallway and dragged me along behind her. I was panicking and trying to hide myself behind my hands. But the only thing I was left wearing were flip-flops, my chastity cage, and the buttplug! I could never hope to conceal my nudity with just my hands. When I tried to hide myself behind Mumsie, she paused, gave me a stern look, and had me walk in front of her while keeping my hands at my sides.
As we stepped out of the hallway, I quickly scanned the store and saw three men shopping plus the man behind the counter. One of them looked to be in his early thirties, the others were all in their forties or older. The shoppers didn't look up and kept their attention focused on their shopping. But the man behind the counter smiled big enough that I could see his stained teeth from across the store. I thought I was going to faint or vomit, I wasn't sure which.
When the man behind the counter called out, "I see the chastity cage fits.", the other three men looked up from what they were doing and slowly made their way closer to us to get a better look at the naked boy in a chastity cage.
Mumsie ignored the other men when she answered the man behind the counter, "Yes, it fits perfectly. After all the help you gave us, I wanted my son-in-law to come to show you how cute he looks wearing it."
He arched his eyebrows and asked, "Did you get that remote plug in too?"
Mumsie dug through her purse until she found the instructions for the plug, "Yes, it went in without a problem. But I'm a little confused about the remote. Can you explain it to me?" She then handed the man the sheet of paper.
I stood there naked in my chastity cage while Mumsie and the man got the app downloaded to her phone and paired it with the plug in my bottom. She stood by with the three shoppers while the man behind the counter took control of her phone and my plug. When he turned it on for the first time, I gasped and doubled over. It was vibrating deep inside of me, bumping against my magic spot! It was a terribly intense sensation. I quivered and gasped while he showed Mumsie the 'intermittent' function. It would vibrate and the pause the vibrate again. It was horribly arousing.
My skinny penis struggled to stiffen and I was learning just how small the cage was. While I was limp, it wasn't bad at all. But even when I started to get excited, the cage kept it bent in a way to keep it from ever getting fully erect. It hurt, but it was far more uncomfortable than it was painful.
The three men were all standing right at the counter with Mumsie while the man behind the counter drove me crazy with the plug. He taught them all how to increase the intensity of the vibrations and mix it up the frequency of the intermittent function. I was standing in front of Mumsie and all those men quickly becoming the horniest I'd been all day.
When the man behind the counter passed Mumsie her phone back, she looked to the other three men and asked if any of them would like a turn. Of course, they all wanted a turn. And for the next half hour, I squirmed and wiggled and ground around that store while the plug vibrated inside of me.
By the time Mumsie got her phone back, I was covered in a thin layer of perspiration, breathing heavily and my pink chastity cage was pushed out from my body due to my poor penis trying so hard to get stiff. Drips of my excitement were falling from the tip of my cage. I was a horny mess! Somewhere along the way, things got hazy. But I do remember holding Mumsie's hand and leaning against her while we made our way to her car. After I'd calmed down, I squirmed in the passenger's seat on my bare bottom and asked why I was still naked.
Mumsie said, "You didn't ask for them and I didn't offer them. I think you look perfect just the way you are. But if you want to get dressed, your clothes are in my purse."
I scooted across the big, bench seat right beside her. I snuggled up even more when she wrapped her arm around my naked body. In a soft voice, I said, "I think I'm okay. If you want me to stay like this I will." Cars were passing us and people could have been looking inside and seeing me, but I barely noticed them. My penis was still cramped in the cage, but at least the vibrations had stopped.
Mumsie stroked my naked back while she drove, after a short time, she said, "I was going to take you to a mall to go clothes shopping. But I know a lady who owns a consignment store. I think she'd be more tolerant of a young boy running around in a dress..." She hesitated and glanced down at me, "...or naked."
I snuggled my head against the side of her enormous breast and cooed, "Okay." Reaching down between my legs, I felt the chastity cage and tried to squeeze my fingers into the slits to feel myself under the silicone, but the slits were too small. I couldn't even touch my penis.
While driving along, she asked, "Sammy, you're such a good boy. I just told you I would take you into a consignment store naked, and you didn't object at all."
I squirmed against her soft body and never looked at her while I explained, "Everything we've done today, they are things I've always dreamed of doing. All of it..."
She rubbed my back gently so I went on explaining, "Chloe would never, ever do things like you've done for me. I've known that for a long time. And I never thought I'd get to do this stuff. Chastity, the butt stuff, being naked in front of people, being naked in front of you..."
She looked down at me and I looked up at her. She asked in a gentle voice, "Have you thought about me seeing you naked before?"
I looked away and blushed, "Yes." I squirmed against her before looking up to see her still smiling down at me. "I've thought about it a lot. And I'm really glad you walked in on me today and saw what I was doing."
She looked back to the road, "Want to know a secret?" She didn't wait for a response, "I've thought about seeing more of your little body too. But I never thought I'd see as much of you as I have today."
I whispered, "I love you, Mumsie."
She squeezed me against her, "I love you too, Sammy."
Mumsie pulled into a strip mall and parked at the storefront of her friend's Consignment shop. There were a few other cars in the parking lot and through the windows I could see a few people wandering around the store. She climbed out of the car and came around to my side. With my door opened, she offered me her hand. As I laid my small hand in hers, I felt the butterflies return to my stomach. I nibbled on my lip and tried to stay behind Mumsie while we walked toward the store.
After we'd stepped into the store, Mumsie laid her hand on my lower back and guided me toward the lady behind the register. The other people were browsing through the racks of clothes and didn't seem to notice us.
When we stepped out from behind the last rack concealing us from the lady at the register, her mouth and eyes popped open wide. Mumsie had me stand just away from the counter so her friend could still see me. Her friend was a full-figured lady just like Mumsie. She wasn't as tall as Mumsie, but she still towered over me. She was wearing slacks and a blouse, both of which were stretched tightly over her ample figure.
In a surprisingly calm and relaxed voice, Mumsie said, "Hello Denise. I'd like you to meet my son-in-law, Sammy."
She smiled at me while her eyes drifted over my naked, hairless body and my pink chastity cage. She was nervous and glanced around the store before saying, "It's nice to meet you, Sammy."
As I opened my mouth to respond, Mumsie turned on the vibrations of the buttplug. I gasped, doubled over and my legs immediately felt like jelly. I had to lean against the counter to keep from falling.
Mumsie spoke to Denise, "Chloe is out of town again and I stopped in check on Sammy this morning. I accidentally walked in on him while he was playing with a surprisingly large dildo." Denise gasped out loud. Mumsie didn't pause, she went on, "I had to say something. So, I sat down, and we a conversation about how normal things like that are. During that conversation, I also learned little Sammy had an interest in Chastity. So that was our first stop."
Denise stared at me standing there in my chastity cage while I writhed from the vibrations of the plug, "I can see that."
Mumsie turned up the vibrations, "And now we're here. Because during that conversation this morning, I also learned Sammy liked to wear dresses and girly things. Do you think you can help us, Denise?"
Still looking very nervous, she pointed to the side of the store where a woman was flipping through the racks, "The junior sizes are over there."
Just before we began walking across the store, Mumsie turned off the vibrations. I took a second to catch my breath before following along beside her. When we got to the aisle, I kept Mumsie between me and the other woman in the area. Before beginning to look, Mumsie glanced at me and muttered, "Four, I bet you're a four." She then looked toward the other woman and called out, "Excuse me, can I ask your opinion?"
The woman looked up from the rack and saw me trying to hide. Mumsie pulled me in front of her and asked, "What do you think my son-in-law's dress size is? I'm thinking a four."
She responded, "He's your son-in-law?"
Mumsie smiled proudly, "Yes, we're out for a day of shopping. You see, Sammy loves to play dress-up. But my daughter simply won't allow it. With her being out of town, it was the perfect time for the two of us to pick him up a few things to wear until she gets back."
The woman shook her head from side to side while saying, "My son-in-law is a jackass. Why can't he be more like yours?"
Mumsie smiled proudly, "I guess I'm just lucky!" She paused before asking, "What do you think, a four?"
The woman let her eyes wander over me once more before answering, "Yes, about a four..." She didn't finish her thought when she noticed a drip of my excitement beginning its slow descent from my pink cage. "May I ask why you want to put him in a dress? If he were mine, the boy would never wear more than that little cage."
Mumsie got my attention and said, "Sammy, why don't you show this nice lady what else you're wearing."
Biting my lip, I knew exactly what she meant. Turning my back to the lady, I parted my legs and slowly bent forward. I saw her walking toward us from between my legs. And when she was close enough to reach out and touch me, Mumsie turned the vibrations back on at the highest intensity. I popped up and fell back against the woman who caught me in her arms. I squealed, "Mumsie!!"
The lady held me while her hands slid up and down my sides until coming to rest on my hip bones. The lady moaned, "Fuck yes. He'd never wear more than the chastity cage and butt plug."
Mumsie varied the intensity and frequency of the vibrations in my plug. While she played, she said, "You do have a point. We both love him running around like this. And if I put him in a dress, it would hide his little cage." Mumsie finally turned off the plug and let me catch my breath and regain my balance.
The lady furrowed her manicured brow, "Hang on. I saw something down here. I'll be right back." And with that, she walked back to where she'd been standing earlier. After browsing through the rack, she pulled a piece of clothing that was tinted pink but completely transparent. It looked very short with thin, lacey spaghetti straps. I shivered when she brought it toward Mumsie and me.
The lady pulled the garment into a loop while walking toward me. She didn't ask, she didn't need to. I slowly raised my arms and let her slide the camisole down over my hyper-excited body. It fit my body loosely and ended just above my belly button. My bottom and chastity cage were left completely uncovered. It was decidedly feminine and matched my chastity cage perfectly. The lady stepped back and smiled, seeming to be very pleased with how I looked.
Mumsie looked at me and had me turn around in a circle. "I like it, but I'm not sure." She looked over the racks of clothes before looking back at me, "Sammy, there are a few shoppers, plus Denise. Be a good boy and go ask their opinion on how you look. We'll let the majority will decide if we get it for you."
Biting my lip nervously, I almost asked if I had to. But in the end, I stepped away from those two ladies and slowly made my way toward Denise. When I stepped in front of the counter, I squeaked, "Excuse me, Denise?"
While she looked up at me, the vibrations began slowly and at big intervals. I had to fight to keep focused on what I had to do. Denise didn't say anything, her eyes drifted over me and I somehow managed to say, "Mumsie, I mean Betsy wants me to ask you if you approve of my outfit."
She looked a little worried, "I do. But don't you want to wear something down lower?"
I squirmed my hips in circles and tried not to pay attention to my poor penis being so cramped in its cage. I whimpered softly, "I am. My cage. I'm wearing my chastity cage. And I think that's all Mumsie wants me to wear."
She looked up over my head in the direction of Mumsie. When she next looked at me, she was smiling, "You do look awfully cute dressed like that. I'd have to say I do approve."
With her answer, I thanked her and made my way to the back of the store, and began searching for other people. After passing two aisles, I found a man who looked old enough to be my father. He was searching through a rack of work clothes. He looked up and saw me as I tiptoed toward him, his attention zeroed in on my chastity cage.
His voice was deep and rather sexy, "Well, hello there Cupcake."
My voice was squeaky when I explained, "Hi. Um, my Mumsie wanted me to ask you if you approved of my outfit."



He grinned wide, "If it were up to me, every boy as cute as you would have to dress just like that."
As he finished that thought, the vibrations began again and this time more savagely than before. I gasped, ground my hips around, and finally leaned against the man while laying my hands on his chest. He wrapped his arms around me to keep me from falling. One of his hands wound up on my bottom and he must've felt the vibrations. Before I knew it, one of his fingers had slipped between the pale, round globes of my cheeks and was tapping against the base of my plug. That rhythmic tapping on my plug turned up my arousal even more.
His voice was even deeper and raspier when he said, "Someone around here knows how to properly treat a boy like you." He was looking over the racks while still tapping on the base of my plug. When the vibrations finally stopped, he held my shoulders and looked down at me, "Are you with the lady across the store? She the one that sent you over here?"
I moaned, "Yes!"
He patted my naked bottom and said, "You can tell her I more than approve. And you can tell her seeing you has made my day. It isn't often I get to see a cute boy running around dressed in as little as you."
My breaths were coming in gasps when I stepped away from the man and continued to look for anyone else to ask. On the last aisle, I saw two ladies and a girl all shopping together. The girl looked to be in her early twenties, about my age. The women were closer to Mumsie's age. As I made my way toward them, they all looked up before I got near them.
The girl about my age exclaimed, "Holy shit!"
One of the ladies covered her mouth with her hand.
The other looked at me disapprovingly. She began telling me, "Young man, you can't be in public dressed like that! You need to get some clothes on this instant!"
Feeling like I was about to cry, but that was interrupted when the plug began vibrating again. I squirmed and wiggled my hips and finally wound up bracing myself against a nearby shelf. Right away, a drip of my excitement began falling toward the floor. It was followed up by another.
The woman who had first covered her mouth spoke to the woman who had scolded me, "Calm down Ellen. The boy has got the sort of body to wear that sort of thing. Just look at him. He's gorgeous and obviously very aroused." That woman took hold of my hand and raised it above my head. I turned like an awkward ballerina in slow motion, writhing around in a frenzy the entire time.
I finally worked up the strength to ask what I'd been sent to ask, "Hi. My Mumsie sent me here to ask if you approve of what I'm wearing."
The sour woman asked, "Mumsie?"
I bit my lower lip and explained, "She's my mother-in-law." The vibrations finally turned off giving me a break from the torture. I tried to catch my breath and calm down. My little chastity cage was pulled out from my body and my little marbles were being pinched by the ring of the cage.
The younger girl pointed over the racks of clothes, "That's got to be her over there. She's waving."
After I'd asked again, the nice lady and girl both agreed that they approved. The sour woman gave me a firm 'NO'.
I was extremely horny when I turned away from the group of women and made my way back to Mumsie. I didn't bother looking for anyone else to ask. I was so horny I wasn't thinking straight at all. I eventually found her standing near the register chatting with Denise.
When I got close, she asked, "What did everyone think?"
I whimpered, "Four yeses and one no."
Mumsie reached down and gracefully pulled the cami off of me, leaving me standing there in only my chastity cage and plug again. Mumsie laid the cami on the counter and told Denise we'd take it. After it had been rung up and paid for, Mumsie asked for a bag. She told Denise I wouldn't be wearing it on the drive home.
After all that I'd done since walking into that store, I was impossibly aroused. The chastity cage seemed to emphasize my horniness. It made me squirm and constantly think about how horny I was. When Mumsie began chatting with Denise about her business, I tugged on her arm. When she bent down, I whispered in her ear, "I'm really, really horny, Mumsie."
She stood up and right there in front of Denise, she said, "I know you're a very horny boy. But I just put you in your cage a little while ago. Do you already want me to let you out?"
I nodded my head and whimpered, "Yes, please, Mumsie! Pretty please!"
She frowned, "Well, that's not going to happen. But, if you behave yourself, perhaps when we get home I'll let you spend some time under my dress."
I groaned, "Oh Mumsie!"
She looked at Denise who was completely flabbergasted at what she seen and heard from the two of us since we entered her shop, Mumsie then told her it was time to get me home. Denise didn't respond, she stood there staring at us, trying to comprehend all that had occurred. I never looked back, but I'm sure she watched the two of us as we left her store.
As we stepped out of the shop, I asked, "Are you really going to send me under your dress?"
After opening my door and I'd sat down on my bare bottom which drove the plug deeper inside of me, I whimpered and squirmed until I got more comfortable.
Mumsie leaned into the car, kissed my nose, and said, "Yes, when we get home, you'll be spending some quality time under my dress. You aren't the only one who has gotten horny today. And I'm not in a chastity belt. I can have as many orgasms as I want. Unlike you who will remain in your little cage until Chloe is on her way home. I meant that Sweetheart."
I whimpered while spreading my legs wide apart and pulling on the chastity cage, "But Mumsie! I'm really horny! I don't know if I can wait."
She smiled, "You may not want to wait. But I know you can." During the drive home, I squirmed in the seat beside her and couldn't stop myself from tugging on my chastity cage. Even with my penis struggling to become erect, it didn't really hurt. Not like a spanking or stubbing my toe. No, the cage was just really uncomfortable.
Mumsie kept looking at me tugging on my chastity cage while we drove those first few blocks. After pulling to a stop at a light, she reached under her dress, into her bra, and pulled out the small key ring containing the two keys to the lock on my chastity cage. She slipped her pinky into the ring and let the keys dangle from it while she returned her attention to the road.
While driving along, Mumsie asked, "Sammy, Sweetie, can I trust you?"
I stared at that pair of keys and whispered, "Yes, of course."
Without looking away from the road, she said, "You know I want you to remain locked up until next week. Do you know how disappointed I'd be if you somehow cheated and got out of your cage before I wanted you to?"
My eyes remained on those keys while still tugging and pulling on my chastity cage, "I think so. You'd be very disappointed with me."
She glanced at me and had a very serious look on her face. "That's right. I'd be so disappointed in you that I'd never play with you again. We'd never have days like this ever again."
Biting my lower lip, I whimpered, "I don't want that."
She glanced at me once more before looking back at the road, "I don't want that either. I want us to have lots of days like we've had today. But for that to happen, I need to be sure I can trust you."
I squeaked, "You can trust me! I promise!"
She glanced at me and grinned, "I hope I can." She then handed me the keys to my chastity cage. She laid them in my hand! "I want you to hold onto these for a little while. But I don't want you to use them. Just hold them for me."
Sitting in the passenger's seat, I held the keys in both of my hands. To me, they were the most precious thing in the world at that moment. I whimpered, "Mumsie, I'm really, really horny!"
She pulled to a stop at another light and turned her attention to me. "I know, Baby. And I imagine it's only going to get worse the longer you spend in your little cage."
Mumsie let go of the wheel with her hand furthest away from me and dropped it to her lap. She pulled her phone out from between her legs and after tapping it a few times, the plug in my bottom began vibrating slowly. I moaned and arched my back deeply.
In a soft voice, she asked, "Sammy, on a scale from one to ten, how horny are you?"
I groaned, "A million! A billion!"
She grinned and said, "Sammy, put the key in the lock. But don't turn it."
I was writhing in my seat and my hands were trembling as I lined the key up with the lock and slid it inside. Before I'd let go of the key, the vibrations in my bottom stopped. When they started again, they were more powerful, but only lasted for a moment. But she'd made it vibrate intermittently. It started up again, stopped, and started again.
I moaned, "Mumsie! This is so hard!"
She set her phone aside and let the plug continue to torture me while she drove toward her home. She chuckled, "Actually, it's not hard. Your little cage is keeping it from getting hard."
I squealed, "That's not what I meant!"
Mumsie reached over and set her hand up my naked thigh. It slid upward slowly until she was close enough that she could slide her finger over my cage and make the second key bounce back and forth across my cage. She felt my body react each time the plug began vibrating. Her voice was raspy when she uttered, "I am really enjoying this. Knowing how horny you are and unable to do anything about it until I allow it is a bit of a power trip." She moved her hand away from my cage and moaned, "Sammy, I want you to leave the key in the lock and hold onto it until we get home. But don't turn it or our game will be over forever."
For the next several miles, I sat there naked, holding the key in the lock of my chastity cage. The plug in my bottom was vibrating rhythmically. I'd edged myself for the better part of a day before. But even that couldn't compare to how horny I was during that drive. All I had to do was turn the key and I'd be able to end the torture. But I couldn't. That wasn't what Mumsie wanted. She wanted me to wait until Chloe was on her way home, six days away. I hadn't even gone one day and I was already insanely aroused and desperate for relief. But I would do whatever I had to do to wait for permission from Mumsie. I couldn't imagine not ever having days like this again.
When the car turned away from her house, I timidly asked, "Where are we going, Mumsie?"
She didn't look my way, she kept her eyes on the road, "We're going someplace to get something I've been thinking about all day."
I held the key between my fingertips and squirmed with each vibration of the plug. I didn't ask for more information on where we were going. I knew I'd find out when we got there. And after all I'd been through that day, I wasn't about to refuse her now.
As she turned down a familiar street, I got the idea of where she was taking me. When she pulled to a stop in that same parking place near the front door of the adult bookstore, I whimpered softly, "Mumsie, why are we back here?" From the look of the parking lot, I guessed there would be fewer customers than before.
She turned in her seat toward me. She smiled while her eyes drifted over my overexcited body. "Sammy, I've been thinking about something since I saw you sliding that dildo in and out of yourself this morning. Baby Boy, we're going to go back into this store and have that nice man help us buy a strap-on. I've always wanted to use one of those on someone."
I squeaked while still holding the key, "I've never done that before!"
She moaned, "Neither have I, we're both virgins." She then held out her hand, palm up. "Hand me the keys."
A soft moan, followed by a gasp left my lips as I slid the key from the lock and hesitantly laid them in her hand. After slipping them back into her bra, she turned off the vibrator and I whimpered softly in desire. I surprisingly missed the vibrations in my bottom.
Mumsie got out of the car, came around to my side, and offered me her hand. After taking it, I rose up out of the car. We were both surprised with a car horn honked as it passed by and a man shouted out something about a cute boy. But we didn't catch all of what he shouted.
Mumsie laid her hand on my naked back and guided me toward the door. After she'd opened it and I'd stepped inside, the same man at the register grinned when he saw me. "Back already, Cupcake?"
I chirped, "Yes, sir." Mumsie stepped close behind me and rested her hands on my bare sides.
The man's eyes wandered over my bare, hairless body while asking, "What can I help you two with this afternoon?"
Mumsie leaned over my shoulder and told me to answer him. After biting my lower lip, I struggled to look him in the eye while explaining, "Um, Mumsie wants to buy a strap-on." Mumsie's hands slid from my sides to my hips and continued around me until her hands framed my caged penis.
The man grinned while staring at my cage. His eyes drifted back upward while asking, "Is Mumsie going to peg you?"
I squeaked, "Yes sir."
He looked from my quivering body to Mumsie, "Damn! You two have made this the most exciting day I can remember." He looked over me once more before indicating the same wall as before, "The strap-ons are just down the aisle from the chastity cages."
Mumsie took hold of my hand and together, we stepped further into the store. I counted two other people, both of them men. One of them older, like the man behind the counter. The other looked to be younger, closer to my age. The older of the two men was standing a little way down from us looking through dirty magazines. He was playing with himself over his pants while flipping through the pages. I gasped when I saw him.
My gasp caught his attention and he looked up from his magazine. He groaned, "Holy Fuck!"
Mumsie told me to say hello to the nice man. I bit my lip hard while watching him still playing with himself over his pants. My voice cracked, "Hello mister."
He began walking toward us while still squeezing his cock over his pants, "Where have you been all my life, Baby Boy?"
Mumsie glared at him before stepping between us. Her voice was hard and scary sounding, "He's been with me. Now you'll have to excuse us." She then led us away from him toward the wall with the strap-ons. The second customer was browsing that aisle. When he glanced up and saw Mumsie and me, his eyes popped open wide. His eyes drifted over my bare body, but his gaze was different. He wasn't looking at me with a hungry gaze.
His voice was soft and timid when he said, "Hello. Um, I, um, I really like your chastity cage."
Mumsie smirked at him and answered for both of us, "Well thank you. I've only put him in it earlier today. Do you have experience with being kept chaste?"
The boy answered in a soft voice while looking at the floor, "No, but I've always wanted to."
Mumsie smiled warmly, "You cute, timid boys all seem to be the same." She stepped toward him and took the package out of his hands that he was holding. "What do we have here?"
He stuttered and stammered, "I-I-I was just looking at it!"
Stepping in closer to her, I looked at the box and learned it was a Bondage Beginners Kit. It had a ball gag, wrist and ankle cuffs, collar, leash, nipple clamps, a leather flogger, and a wooden paddle. I shivered when I saw the images on the box. My little penis struggled to get stiff in my cage. I squirmed my hips around and pulled at my cage in a futile effort to relieve the discomfort.
Mumsie looked at me and said, "I think we could have some fun with this. What do you think, Sammy?"
I whimpered softly while still pulling on my chastity cage, "I guess so. I mean, if you think so, Mumsie."
Our new friend asked, "Mumsie?"
Mumsie smiled down at the boy and explained, "Yes, Mumsie. I'm Sammy's mother-in-law. My daughter is out of town and I'm keeping an eye on Sammy until she gets home."
The boys whimpered, "I wished I had a Mumsie like you."
She ignored what he said, telling him, "We're going to buy this." Indicating the box she handed to me to hold. "If you want one, you'll have to find another."
Mumsie took my free hand and guided me further down the aisle. While we passed the boy, Mumsie said, "Now let's find a nice strap-on so we can get home and I can fuck you silly." Both the boy and I moaned out loud at the same time.
After browsing through the racks, Mumsie eventually decided on a black leather harness designed for full-figured ladies. She couldn't decide on which dildo, so she bought two of them. Both of them were pink to match my chastity cage. The first was rather thin with a round ball on the end, it was specifically designed to make a feminine boy squeal out in pleasure. The second one was bigger, much bigger. It was realistically shaped, complete with a scrotum. It more than 8 1/2 inches long and 2 1/2 inches in diameter.
After carrying all of our choices back to the counter, the man looked through them all and began to ring us up. That was when Mumsie pulled her phone out, handed it to the man, and asked for another lesson with the buttplug's app. She didn't need another lesson and he knew it.
After picking up the phone, he began flipping through different frequencies and intensities, never letting it remain unchanged for long. Within minutes, I was dancing around in front of the counter waving my arms and moaning. My skinny penis was pressing against the cage, struggling to get stiff but it wasn't going to happen. The cage was pulled away from my body and my little balls were the only things keeping it from coming off.
While this was going on, Mumsie had opened up the bondage kit. When the man finally slowed my buttplug down and let me get used to it, Mumsie was right there and wrapped the collar around my neck, buckling it closed. I was still trying to catch my breath when she wrapped the wrist cuffs around my skinny wrists. My arms were limp when she raised my wrists to the collar and locked them to either side of my neck. Unable to lower my hands below my shoulders, I squirmed while everyone in the store gathered to watch my predicament.
Before Mumsie returned her attention to the man behind the counter, she passed her phone to the man who had been playing with himself earlier. He quickly got the hang of the controls and soon had me writhing in a combination of pleasure and agony. While Mumsie paid for the purchases, that masturbating man stepped close and while still driving me wild with the remote, he spoke to me in a deep, raspy voice, "You are the sexiest boy I've ever seen. I swear, if you had a website, I'd be beating off to it constantly."
After I'd moaned softly, the man asked, "How does that make you feel, Princess? What do you think about men beating off while looking at you? Does it turn you on to think about men dreaming about fucking your skinny little ass?" He paused to hear my response, but I was too far gone to answer him. He then almost growled in my ear while flicking my chastity cage with his finger, "That's what I'll be doing for a good long time. I'll be dreaming about you bouncing up and down on my cock."
Mumsie grabbed her phone from his hand, wrapped her arm around my waist, and guided me away from that man and out the door. My wrists were still locked to the sides of my neck and I felt more exposed than I had all day. My little chastity cage was bouncing with each step I took and the plug was still vibrating in my bottom.
I was guided directly to the passenger's side of the car. After I'd sat down, I noticed the boy had followed us outside and was watching Mumsie buckle me into my seat. When she walked around the front of the car, she paused and said something to the young man which made him blush before walking away from him. While this was going on, I was grinding my bottom against the seat while spreading my legs wide apart. I struggled to get even a little friction against my desperate penis, but it was pointless. I had to sit there desperately horny with no relief in sight.



After Mumsie had sat down in the car, I spread my legs as wide as I could putting one foot on the dashboard and the other across her lap. My hips were grinding around lewdly while my penis filled my little cage to capacity. It was no longer just uncomfortable; it was starting to hurt.
While starting the car and driving us away from that store, Mumsie's voice was soft and calm when she asked, "Did you enjoy that, Sammy?"
I half-moaned, half-sobbed, "Mumsie, I'm so horny! Please! Pretty please!"
She didn't look away from the road when asking, "Pretty please what? I know you aren't asking for me to take your cage off. You know how disappointed I'd be if you even asked for that."
Tears began to run down my cheeks, "I'm just so horny!"
She stroked my leg that was laying across her lap, "I know, Baby. We're almost home."
The ride to her home seemed to last forever. I squirmed and writhed in the seat and fought against the cuffs holding my wrists against my neck. I didn't even pay attention to where we were until the car came to a stop in her garage. After closing the big garage door, she got out of the car and came to help me out. Once on my feet, she began handing me things to hold. With my wrists trapped near my neck, it was awkward to hold anything.
Mumsie led me into her house and after taking the bags from me, she set them on the dining room table. She backed me against the wall near a large photograph of Chloe, in a husky voice she gave me a choice, "Sammy, what would you like to do now? Would you rather spend some time under my dress?" She stepped back from me, lifted her dress, and began to peel her big panties off. The musky, humid scent of her arousal quickly filled the room.
She held those enormous white satin panties right in front of my face. She moaned, "Look how horny you've gotten me today. Do you see how wet my panties are?" The moist spot on her panties had damped the entire crotch. If I didn't know better, I would've thought she'd had an accident.
Mumsie moved the panties closer toward my face until I felt the moisture touch my nose. "You could spend some time under my dress. Or, we could try out the strap-on and I could fuck your skinny little ass until you can't walk. We'll be doing both tonight. But we can start with either one, Baby. Why don't you choose this for us?"
I wasn't exactly thinking straight, but I thought she sounded slightly more excited about having me go under her dress. So that is what I chose. Mumsie grinned, took my hand, and led me to the living room. After sitting in her chair, she wagged her finger at me while scooting down in the chair and raising her dress.
On my knees, I ducked my head under her dress and was greeted by the powerful, womanly scent of her arousal. Between Mumsie's warm, thick thighs, I learned everything about her womanhood was bigger than Chloe's. The bushy, dark hair was long, kinky, and unshaven. While Chloe's lips were thick, Mumsie's were even chubbier. They were far bigger than hamburger buns. Peeking out from between her fat, hairy lips was her clit. Not only was it about the same size as the squishy head of my penis, but it also resembled it. It was glistening pink, and there was a seam running up the bottom side, just like my penis!
Leaning forward, I felt her hands lay gently on my head, guiding me toward her sex. With my wrists still cuffed beside my neck, I had no way to brace myself. I struggled from falling forward against her for a short time before giving up and leaning my weight against her huge pussy. Her lips spread apart and hugged the sides of my face as I licked circles around her stiff clit.
Mumsie caressed my scalp with her fingers over the dress covering my head and moaned softly while I worked. She began talking to me while I ate her. But I was unable to lean back and respond, so I kept licking, kissing, and sucking on her while she spoke.
"Oh Sammy, you're such a good boy. You're my good boy. You're Mumsie's good boy. Mmm, that feels so nice Baby. It's been so long since anyone has done this for me. Do I taste good, Sammy? Do you like the taste of Mumsie? I love the feeling of your face, mouth, and tongue down there."
She continued to talk to me like that while I slid my face up and down between her lips. My face was soon drenched with her juices. She was all I could taste, see, or smell. Wherever my mouth was, I licked and sucked everything I could reach.
The plug in my bottom never started vibrating. But my little cage forbid my penis from getting the least bit stiff. My hips ground around while I slid my face against her juicy expanse of sex. My penis was cramped up and ached for release. But it seemed to add to the wonder of the moment. I wasn't thinking about getting out of my cage. I was thinking about how proud Mumsie would be unlocking me the next week when Chloe was on her way home.
Mumsie's fingers gripped my head tighter and her thighs closed in around my head. I slurped her fat clit into my mouth and tickled it with the tip of my tongue while Mumsie's legs began to spasm. I sort of heard her moan loudly even though her thighs were muffling the sound of her voice. Her clit throbbed against my tongue and her entire body began to tremble as she came against my face. She kept me held tightly in place until she could stand it no longer. She then scooted back on her chair and once I'd managed to lean up, she closed her thighs tightly together.
Her face and chest were deeply flushed. She was breathing heavily and had the biggest smile on her face. After she'd calmed down from her orgasm, she moaned, "Thank you, Sammy. I've needed to cum since I walked in on you this morning."
I moaned softly after hearing her say how she needed to cum. Still kneeling on the floor at her feet, I licked my lips and whimpered, "I'm-I'm glad I was able to help."
She smiled while reaching into her bra and retrieving the keys to my cage. Leaning forward, giving me an incredible view down her dress between her enormous breasts. I moaned softly while sitting there gazing at her breasts pressed snuggly together beneath her dress. She slipped the key back into my lock and left it dangling there.
She asked in a soft, sexy voice, "Sammy, I've wanted to ask you, is having your little penis locked up in that cage all that you thought it would be?"
I squeaked, "Yes, and more. It's different than I thought it would be. It hurts sometimes and it's uncomfortable. But just knowing it won't come off until you take it off. It's making me think about it. and I always feel it. It's so intense, Mumsie."
She smiled, "Baby Boy, are you still off-the-charts horny?"
I arched my back and moaned, "Yes! I've been in this cage most of the day! And I've been naked in front of strangers! Mumsie, having you catch me playing with myself was the best thing that's ever happened to me."
Bending forward with her elbows on her knees, I was able to peer down her dress again. She gently asked, "Do you know what we're going to do next?"
Biting my lip while squirming my hips against the floor, "You're going to try out your strap-on?"
She stared into my eyes, "That's right, Sammy. And if you think you're horny now, I'm betting I'm going to have to scrape you off the ceiling after I'm done fucking you." She then stood up, looked down at me, and said, "Wait right there. I'll be back to get you when I'm ready."
She then walked away from me toward the stairs leading to the bedrooms on the second floor. As soon as she'd stepped out of sight, I looked down at the key dangling from the lock. I wiggled my hips and heard the key clink against my cage. I was so close to being free. But even if my hands weren't restrained, I wouldn't have turned the key. I swore to myself that I would last as long as Mumsie wanted to keep me locked up.
I knelt there by the couch and bit my lip when I heard the water come on. Mumsie was taking a shower. I squirmed on the floor while imagining her abundant body in the shower with water dripping from it. Squeezing my eyes shut, I imagined her breasts, tummy, thighs, behind and legs dripping wet. I whimpered softly while I waited.
The water eventually turned off. I listened to her walking around above me on the second floor. I tried to figure out what she was doing. But I wasn't even close. When she came into view at the top of the stairs, she was truly a vision. She was wearing an ankle-length, black, silk robe. It was left open a little bit all the way down the front. I was able to see her bare cleavage, her soft tummy, her bushy pussy, and her thick thighs. My penis ached while struggling to swell to its petite erect size.
Mumsie walked right past me and into the dining room. After collecting our bags, she returned to sit in the chair I knelt before. The first thing she pulled out was the pink cami top she'd bought for me at the consignment store. While holding it between us, she said, "When I first saw you in this camisole, I had this horrible thought of taking you home to Chloe wearing it and your chastity cage. Even now, I think she should know that if she isn't willing to indulge your chaste, sissy, exhibitionist fantasies, I will."
I whimpered softly, "I thought about it too. But..."
She shushed me before I could finish. "I know, Baby. I know." After laying the cami over the arm of her chair, she began pulling out one item after another from our bondage kit. The first things to come out were the nipple clamps. It wasn't until that moment that I noticed the small silver bells hanging from either clamp.
Mumsie reached out and pinched my nipple between her fingers. I squirmed and arched my back deeply which pushed my chest toward her. While pulling my nipple away from my body, she used her other hand to set the clamp in place. When she'd released it, I squeaked and wiggled around which made the bell tinkle. Soon after, the sharp pain passed and I was left with my nipple feeling very warm. Mumsie then repeated the process on my other nipple. When both of them were in place and the initial pain had passed, I wiggled my chest making the bells tinkle. It seemed to please Mumsie.
Next came the pink ball gag. While holding it in front of my lips, she whispered, "Open wide."
I had to open wide to let the ball fully enter my mouth. After she buckled it behind my head, it became clear that I wouldn't be able to stop myself from drooling. It began oozing down toward my chin while Mumsie sat there smiling at me.
Next from the bag came the leash. After she'd clipped it to my collar, she leaned in, kissed my nose, and said, "Maybe tomorrow we'll go for a walk in the park." I moaned against the ball gag and felt drool beginning to drip from my chin. The thought of Mumsie taking me for a walk through the park on a leash made my penis tingle and strain inside its cage.
After that, she pulled out the rope and ankle cuffs. With a smirk, she said, "We'll figure out what to do with these later.
The next two things to come out of the bag were the pink leather flogger and the wooden paddle. Leaning in again, she kissed first my nose and then the pink ball holding my mouth wide open. "Do you know, I've never given you a single birthday spanking."
She must've seen the concern on my face. Picking up the wooden paddle, she slapped it against her open palm a few times. "If you hadn't been such a good boy all day, I'd be turning your cheeks bright red with this. I suggest you continue to behave or you'll wind up on the wrong side of this paddle. Do you understand me, young man?"
I nodded my head quickly while glancing between her and that paddle. She set it and the flogger aside before returning to our bags and pulling out the skinny, short, pink dildo. She laid it on her leg before pulling out the huge, thick, pink dildo. Picking up the thinner, smaller dildo, she held one in each hand and looked at me. Raising the thinner of the two, she shook her head and set it aside on the end table.
With the huge dildo resting across her lap, she pulled the last items from the bag, her harness, and the lubricant. After setting the lube aside, she took the harness from its box, fiddled with straps, and mounted the dildo on it before standing up before me. She stood so close that at times, my nose was nestled in her pubic hair while she stepped into the harness and pulled it up her legs. As it slid into place, the dildo brushed along the side of my face.
Mumsie then sat back down with that huge dildo rising up from her waist. She wagged her finger at me and when I leaned toward her between her naked thighs, she reached around my head and removed the gag. While I stretched out my jaw, Mumsie scooted her hips to the edge of the chair again. This time her juicy pussy was framed by the straps of the harness. And from that harness rose the long, thick pink dildo.
She asked in a soft tone, "Sammy are you still my good boy?"
I nodded my head slowly and uttered, "Yes, Mumsie."
Her eyes were half-closed when she moaned, "Mmm, I'm happy to hear that. Because I want my good boy to suck my cock now." She used her finger to push the dildo until it was pointing right at me while beckoning me near with the finger of her other hand. Leaning forward, I pursed my lips and placed a kiss right on the tip of it. Looking up into her eyes, I slowly parted my lips and let the phallus pass into my mouth.
Mumsie stared at me and moaned, "That's my good boy. You know how to make Mumsie happy. Yes, sucking on my cock like the good boy you are."
I began bobbing up and down on the dildo jutting up from her hips. My slobber was dripping down all over it. The wet sounds of my what I was doing seemed to echo around the room.
Mumsie reached down and ran her fingers through my hair. "Deeper. Take more of it. Take as much as you can."
I slid down farther than I had before but still wasn't even halfway down before I almost gagged. Mumsie looked pleased but she moaned, "Deeper."
I swallowed my mouthful of saliva and went back down on her cock. When I got close to the back of my throat, I hesitated before pushing forward far enough that I gagged and backed off, but kept her in my mouth.
She was watching my every move. In a soft voice, she said, "Again. Just like that."
With her dildo still in my mouth, I whimpered, "But Mumsie..."
She got a look on her face that let me know this wasn't the time to speak up for myself. After licking my lips and swallowing, I went back down on her and gagged myself again. Mumsie moaned, "Again." She set a routine. I gagged myself over and over on her dildo while she sat there watching it all. The dildo was eventually covered in my saliva and I paused to lick up and down along its length so it wouldn't make a mess on her. While I did that, Mumsie smiled down at my flushed face.
She whispered, "How is your little penis, Honey?"
I whimpered, "It's cramped up in the cage." My hips squirmed around and I ground my bottom against the floor.
Mumsie grinned, "Well, my cock feels wonderful. Look at how stiff it is." She wrapped her hand around the dildo and began to stroke it up and down while I knelt there watching, unable to even touch my desperate little penis.
While she stroked herself, she said, "Sammy, ask me to fuck you."
I moaned, "Mumsie, will you please fuck me?"
She playfully frowned while saying, "I don't think you meant that. I just don't believe that you want me to fuck you."
I arched my back and wiggled my cage so the key bounced off the cage and the bells on my nipple clamps tinkled. I moaned, "Mumsie, please fuck me! I've wanted you to fuck me since you picked out that dildo in the store. I've never been fucked like this before. But I really want you to be my first. I want to give myself to you. I want you to take me."
She smiled, "Do you love me, Sammy?"
I groaned, "Yes! I do! I love you very much!" Leaning forward I took her dildo back in my mouth but didn't gag myself.
She stroked my hair while I sucked on her dildo, "Baby Boy, I wished I'd met you before Chloe."
I popped up off the dildo and moaned, "I think that too!"
Mumsie stood up quickly and helped me to my feet and grabbed the lubricant. My legs had gotten stiff from kneeling there for so long. She guided me up the stairs with her dildo poking against my back and bottom the whole way. She guided me straight through her room and into the master bath. Following her instructions, I spread my legs and leaned over against the sink, and watched her reflection in the mirror. Mumsie wiggled her fingers under the base of my plug and began to slowly pull it out from inside of me. I rose up on my tiptoes and arched my back deeply when my little hole stretched around the widest part of the plug. Mumsie then pushed it back in and I squealed. Over and over, she slid the widest part of the plug in and out of me. When it finally came all the way out, I was left feeling empty and extremely horny.
Mumsie glanced at me in the mirror before laying her hands on my hips. She gently rubbed the tip of her dildo against my gaping hole. She paused to pick up the bottle of lubricant and squirted a large amount of it down between my cheeks. She then slid the dildo between my cheeks covering it in lube as well.
She spun me around and almost pushed me back into the bedroom. She was excited, probably just as excited as I was. She lifted me onto her bed which sat high off the floor. She grabbed my ankles and pulled my bottom to the edge of the bed and rest my skinny legs against her breasts and shoulders. She lined up the dildo and touched it against my ring of muscles.
She looked up over my body. My legs were spread apart and the chastity belt with its key in the lock was pulled away from my body. The clamps on my nipples were gently tugging on the tender flesh which only aroused me more. The collar around my neck and my wrists captured against it. I was a horny mess with no hope of relief any time soon.
Her voice was raspy, "I'm going to fuck you now, Sammy."
I wiggled my hips, "Do it, Mumsie! Please do it!"
She kept hold of my thighs while pressing forward with her hips. The long, thick dildo began to sink into my body. Mumsie moved slowly, she was in no rush. When I tensed up, she slowed to a stop before starting again. It didn't take as long as I thought it would before I felt her legs and hips against my cheeks.
That moment when she'd buried the entire thing inside of me, she moaned, "Tell me you don't want to cum."
My back arched deeply and shivers shot through my entire body when she bumped the strap-on as deeply as she could without pulling it out very much at all. "I don't want to cum, Mumsie!"
She grinned while sliding the dildo almost all the way out before slowly going all the way back in. "Who is going to decide when you can next cum?"
I whimpered softly while squirming around on the bed, "You are, Mumsie!"
She began sliding the dildo in and out of my overexcited body. While staring into my eyes, she asked, "And how many times am I going to cum before I let you out of your little cage?"
I groaned while arching my back and wiggling around on the bed, "As many times as you want to!"
She grinned while the sound of her hips slapping against my thighs and bottom echoed around the room. "That's right. I'm going to use your face, your cute little mouth, and your slippery pink tongue to cum as often as I want." After slamming the dildo into me especially hard, she asked, "How does that make your little penis feel?"
I began trying to push myself out to meet each of her thrusts. But it was difficult to do with my hands secured to the collar around my neck. "It makes it sad and lonely. It makes it really cramped in his cage."
She grinned and asked, "HIS cage?"
The strap-on was bumping and sliding against my magic place inside my body. I was squirming and moaning as I felt my pleasure rise up inside of me. Having no idea how she wanted me to respond to that, I whimpered, "Her cage?"



She began sliding the dildo in and out of me at a methodical pace. I moaned each time she bottomed the dildo out inside of me. She had begun to sweat while I was already covered in a thin layer of perspiration. She almost laughed, "HER cage? I like that. I was going to have you say it was my cage. But I like her cage better. Now since your little penis is a girl, what shall we call her?"
I squeaked out the first name that came to mind. It was the name of the most petite girl I'd ever known, "Lily?"
Mumsie grinned down at me while sliding the dildo in and out several times before sinking it all the way inside of me again. She then reached down and took hold of the lock and key in her hands. She turned the key and the lock popped open. She didn't remove it from my cage, she left it lying there, still trapping Lily inside.
The idea of being so close to being free was unnerving. I squirmed and wiggled and bucked my hips wildly trying to get the lock to somehow fall out. While I did, I was giving Mumsie's strap-on a nice workout. She grinned down at me, "That's a good boy. Don't stop, show me how much you love riding my strap-on."
I whimpered softly, "Mumsie, please! Please let me out!" After watching her expression change, I went on to say, "Please let Lily out of her cage. She only needs to be out for a minute or two. Please Mumsie?"
She grinned while slowing down her fucking of me. Reaching down, she took hold of the lock and key once more. My heart was pounding in my chest. I'd never wanted or needed to squirt so badly in my life. When she closed the lock and removed the key, my heart sank.
"Sammy, I told you I'm not going to let Lily out until I know Chloe is on her way home. What part of that don't you understand?" I moaned softly while watching her toss the keys several yards across the room on her dresser. The keys slid across the top and back behind the enormous piece of furniture. Mumsie had watched it happen along with me. She looked back at me laying on the bed with her dildo buried deep inside of me, "Out of sight, out of mind. I know you could never move that dresser by yourself. I'm not even sure we could move it together. But we're not going to worry about it until I hear Chloe is almost home."
I panicked and whimpered, "But-but-but what if we can't move it? What will we do?"
She smiled, "It's not what we'll do. It's what you'll do. You'll have to go home still wearing your little cage. And if Chloe decides to play with you when she gets home, you're going to have to explain why you're wearing it."
She found the sweet spot and began sawing her hips back and forth while the head of her strap-on rubbed across my magic spot. I squirmed and whimpered, "I-I could tell the truth!"
Mumsie kept grinding her dildo against me, "Oh Baby Boy, I wished you would. You could tell her how I walked in and found you. You could tell her about both trips to the adult bookstore. You could tell her about the consignment store and all we've done since we got home. Sweetie, we still have six days to go. If we did all of that on our first day together, try to imagine all of the kinky, perverted things we'll do tomorrow, and the next day and the next."
The strap-on had slowly ramped me up to the point where it felt like I was about to pee. I squealed out loudly. And at that same moment, Mumsie pulled her strap-on all the way out and left me laying there frustrated and denied. I kicked my legs and bucked my hips while whining, "Mumsie! Please don't stop! I was so close! Lily was so close! Mumsie please!!"
But she didn't start again. Not until later that evening after I'd eaten her to two separate orgasms. And that time she made love to me with deep, long strokes that had me squirming around like crazy. Again, she stopped short of letting me squirt.
For the next six days, Mumsie took me to at least one public location each day. I exposed myself and my little cage to dozens upon dozens, if not hundreds of strangers. I helped her to achieve at least three orgasms each day we spent together. One afternoon, she invited 3 of her lady friends over for brunch. While I ran around serving drinks and snacks, I learned all three of those ladies knew Chloe. The thought of one of them telling my wife what I'd done made me shiver and my penis try to swell in its little cage. When those three ladies left, they each gave me a kiss on the lips and a pat on my bare bottom.
On our last full day together, Mumsie took me next door to her neighbor's house. She'd called ahead and gotten their permission for me to go swimming in their pool. The couple that lived there was about Mumsie's age. Both the husband and wife sat beside Mumsie near the pool's edge watching me skinny dip, wearing only my chastity cage, while pretending to pay attention to what Mumsie was saying.
At one point, the wife said something to Mumsie then popped up and ran into the house. She came back with a bottle of sunscreen. After calling me over, I rose out of the pool and stood by passively while this woman I'd known for less than an hour, rubbed down my naked body with that sunscreen. Naked except for Lily's cage of course.
Later, when it was time to leave, Mumsie asked the husband if he would dry me off. That man had lust in his eyes. Since being caught by Mumsie just a few days before, I'd seen that same look in the eyes of many men. I held my arms out of the way, turned around, and even bent over at my hips to help him dry me off. By the time he'd finished, he had an unmistakably large bulge in his pants.
That night, Mumsie had me eat her to two orgasms, one right after the other. She then pulled on her strap-on and after slipping a pillow under my hips, she made love to me in the missionary position. She made love to me like a man makes love to a woman. That night she let it go farther than ever before. When she finally stopped, we both watched two large drops of my creamy juices ooze down the side of my chastity cage. It wasn't orgasm. It wasn't even a milking. It was part of a ruined milking. That night I hardly slept at all. I squirmed around, grinding my bottom back against Mumsie's hips. I was so horny and desperate for relief from the excitement that had built up over the past week.
She kept rubbing Lily's cage and telling me to calm down and go to sleep. Exhaustion did eventually catch up to me and I fell asleep. That night I dreamt about walking down the aisle wearing only a white plastic chastity cage. Chloe was accompanying me and Mumsie was waiting for me at the altar. Everyone I'd ever known was in that church. After Chloe had given me away to Mumsie, there was a short ceremony before I was officially wed to my Mumsie. At the reception, instead of our first dance, Mumsie took me with a large black strap-on in front of all our guests.
When I woke the next morning, Mumsie was stroking my hair while I was sucking on her nipple. Her nightgown had been pulled off her shoulder and under her enormous breast. I lay there naked, except for my chastity cage, in my mother-in-law's embrace while suckling from her bare breast. It was a wonderful moment and neither of us was eager to make it end. It was our last morning together and it had begun in the most special way I could imagine. It wasn't at all sexual, it was a close, intimate moment between the two of us.
After the better part of an hour, Mumsie spoke for the first. She whispered, "You have to go home today."
I pulled off her breast and sat up in the bed while she pulled her nightgown up to cover herself. I bit my lower lip and whispered, "I don't want to go."
She smiled warmly and replied, "I know Baby. But we'll do this again the next time Chloe has to leave town."
I lay down with my head in her ample lap while nibbling on my lower lip and unnecessarily reminding both of us, "I do get out of my cage today."
She stroked my hair and spoke in a soft tone, "Who gets out of their cage today?"
Squirming beside her and upon her lap, I whimpered, "Lily gets out of her cage today."
Mumsie whispered, "Yes she does. And because you and Lily have been so well-behaved this week, why don't the two of us get the key from behind that dresser and let Lily out early."
I spoke quickly, almost running my words together while I raced around the bed, "I'd like that too! Now come on, let's move this dresser!!!"
It took both of us to budge that dresser enough so we could get a broom handle back there and scoot the keys close enough for me to reach them. When I held them in my hand, I was briefly tempted to open the lock and remove the cage myself. But I didn't. Instead, I carefully laid the keys in Mumsie's hand before looking up at her smiling face.
Mumsie moved back to the bed and laid down, flat on her back. She patted her tummy while beckoning me near, "Come climb on top of me. I've been thinking about this all week. I want this first orgasm to be special. And I've decided," She sat up and slid the straps off her shoulders moving her nightgown down between both breasts before laying back down and using her hands to squeeze her enormous breasts together. "...You'll be squirting onto my boobs."
I bit my lip hard while climbing back onto her bed. As I straddled her stomach as best as I could, I was shocked at what she'd suggested. I never thought I'd squirt onto her boobs! That simply wasn't something I'd ever dared to think about.
Once I was settled into place with Lily's cage resting almost over her breasts, Mumsie slipped the key into the lock and paused to say, "Sweetheart, can you promise not to touch her? I want to make this happen. I can't have you interfering. Do I need to get your collar and wrist cuffs?"
Quickly moving my hands behind my back, I laced my fingers together and squeaked, "No! I promise I won't touch it!"
Mumsie frowned, "If you do, I'll have to use that paddle for the first time. And I'm sure you don't want to go home to Chloe with a crimson bottom."
Shaking my head from side to side, "No. I promise to keep my hands behind my back."
Mumsie smiled and turned the key, opening the lock. She glanced between that lock and my face while slowly removing the lock from the cage. When she began to pull the cage apart, my penis swelled to its biggest size ever, which was still relatively small, and almost pushed the cage off. Mumsie looked very pleased with my reaction while carefully removing the ring portion of the cage. My little marbles immediately disappeared inside my body and the silky soft pouch was pulled up tight along the bottom of my little prong. I was finally free after being locked up for so long! My little penis was finally erect!
She didn't touch me. She let my penis throb above her while she asked, "What was your favorite part of the past week?"
I wanted to cum so badly! And she wanted to talk! But I'd promised and struggled to form a complete thought in my mind. "Um, I think that first day when you walked in on me."
Mumsie grinned, "Mmm, that was fun. You did surprise me. I never expected you to be playing with yourself like that. My favorite part was having you eat me to so many orgasms. I'm going to miss your cute little mouth."
I whimpered softly, "I could come over and visit?"
She laid her warm hands on my naked thighs and said, "I'd like that. I went from having an orgasm two or three times a week, to at least that many times each day. You've spoiled me."
My hips wiggled around and I whimpered, "Mumsie?"
She grinned, "How is Lily doing? Is she happy to be out of her cage?"
I moaned, "Yes, but..."
She moved her breasts together with her hands. While peering down over them, she guided one of her nipples toward the swollen pink head of my penis. Ever so gently, she rubbed it along the underside along the scar from my tight circumcision. That was all it took.
My hips lunged forward and my penis pressed against her nipple and sunk into her soft, warm breast. I convulsed and heard myself moan out loud while forcing myself to keep my hands laced together behind my back. Everything went into slow motion while my mind struggled to accept that I was finally being allowed to orgasm. Lights flashed before my eyes while my body twitched and spasmed and my penis spurted out an entire weeks' worth of pent-up excitement.
While I began to float back down to Earth, Mumsie spoke in a firm voice, "Now scoot down and lick up this mess you've made."
There was so much of my cream on her breast! I knew I'd never squirted that much before. Her long nipple and pancake-sized areola were coated with it. My cream was covering one side of her right breast where my penis had pressed against it. The juices had run down and were pooling between her breasts. It was a huge mess! I began to complain while at the same time, sliding down to straddle one of her immense thighs and leaning down, "I've tried before... But I always... I never do... I get so self-conscience after..."
She cut me off with that same firm tone, "I understand. But I've told you to do something. Are you going to make me say that twice? Am I going to have to get my paddle?"
I looked up at her face and squeaked, "No!"
Looking back at the mess, my post-orgasm blues had fully set in and I was really struggling with what I had to do. That was when Mumsie set her hand on the back of my head and gently urged me downward. I took a long lick through the puddle and pulled my tongue back into my mouth, swallowing the most cum I'd ever had in my mouth. It tasted organic and a little salty, but not really. It wasn't that bad. But I struggled with the fact that I was eating my own cream.
With her hand still on my head, I went back for more. This time slurping up some of the puddle and swallowing it down without hardly hesitating. When I immediately went back for more, she removed her hand from my head and let me continue by myself.
While I licked up and swallowed all that cum, Mumsie whispered, "That's my good boy. Sweetie, this is what you'll be doing at the end of all our visits. I'm going to release you from your cage, allow you to squirt, and then you're going to lick it all up."
I listened to every word she said and moaned softly when she'd finished. But I kept licking and slurping up all the cream until there wasn't a trace of it anywhere outside of my stomach. As I sat up, I learned I left a little puddle on her thigh where I'd been straddling her. Without needing to be prompted, I scooted down and licked that up before cuddling up beside her and taking her nipple back into my mouth. The same nipple that had recently been covered in my cream.
Mumsie stroked my hair gently while whispering, "Baby boy, are you going to leave me horny like this?" She frowned and teasingly continued, "Don't you care now that Lily's out of her cage?"
I quickly squeaked, "No! I just!" I stopped trying to talk and wiggled back down the bed so I could get under her nightgown. When I got there, the smell of her arousal and her clit poking out from between her meaty lips was proof of how horny she'd become. Resting my hands on the insides of her huge, warm thighs, I leaned in and began feasting on her dripping pussy. As usual, I used my entire face while eating her. Her clit spent time between my lips, but I also slipped and wiggled from my chin to my forehead between those juicy, face-hugging lips. She had become almost as aroused as I'd been after being set free from the cage. In very little time, her thighs closed in around my head and her fingers knotted up in my hair while pulling me tight against her. She grunted and moaned while her body spasmed and her clit twitched and throbbed between my lips.
When the sensations became too powerful for her, she pushed my head away from her so she could squeeze her thighs together and ride out the rest of her orgasm. I wiggled out from under her nightgown and knelt there beside her knees with a silly grin on my glistening face.
When the waves of pleasure had slowed down, Mumsie smiled at me, "I love it when you look like that. It looks like you got sprayed in the face with a hose."
We got up out of bed after that. We showered together, but I was careful not to wash my face. We'd decided I'd wear her juices all day, until just before we had to leave to take me home. I remained nude while Mumsie got dressed in another pretty summer dress, sandals, and a necklace. I sat on the seat of the toilet and watched as she got ready for the day, doing her hair and applying her make-up.
While she worked, she told me, "During your next visit, we'll explore your interest in crossdressing. We'll get you all prettied up before going out and doing something together."
My mind raced to the inevitable fear of going out in public dressed. But I set that aside, I didn't need to worry about it at that moment. Instead, I asked, "And Lily will be in her cage?"
She smiled while applying blush, "Of course. We wouldn't want Lily to make an unsightly bump in your dress. Would we?"
I giggled for a few seconds before going silent and watching her finish up in the bathroom. From there we had brunch. While we were eating, Mumsie's phone pinged. After checking it, she smiled and said, "It's a text from Chloe. She's wondering if you're with me. Apparently, she hasn't been able to reach you all week. I wonder why?"
I began to panic while watching her tap a few times on her phone before tapping it one last time before setting it down between us on the table. When I heard it ring, I quickly figured out she had called Chloe and it was on speakerphone!
Chloe picked up after that first ring, "Hello Mom, do you know where..."
Mumsie cut her off, "He's with me. He's been with me all week. When I stopped by to check on him, I found him sobbing on the couch. He'd been terribly lonely all by himself, so I invited him to come to stay with me."
I quickly squeaked, "Hi Chloe!"
Chloe chuckled into the phone, "Lonely huh? Hey mom, I've got four more trips coming up. How would you feel about me dropping him off with you on my way to the airport?"
Mumsie reached over and cupped my little penis in her hand, "You've been traveling so much lately. I think that's a wonderful idea. It's been nice to have him around this week. I get lonely too sometimes."
Chloe said, "That's great, thanks, mom. Listen, I was going to head to Miami next Wednesday. I could change my flight and head out there now. Spend a few days on the beach before getting back to work. Would you two be okay if I stayed away for another 10 to 14 days?"
I was bouncing in my seat and couldn't wipe the smile off my face. Mumsie had somehow remained calm while answering Chloe, "That will be fine. The two of us can find a way to keep ourselves occupied in your absence. You go do what you need to do for your job. We'll be here when you get home."
After taking a silent, deep breath, I managed to say, "Going to the beach sounds like fun!"
Chloe responded, "Yea, it'll be nice. That's great news. I could use a few days of downtime after the week I've had. I'll call you next week sometime. Bye, love you."
Both Mumsie and I called out at the same time, "Bye, love you too!" And the call came to an end.
Mumsie turned to me and said four words, "Go get Lily's cage."



        Waking up with Marsha

        A relationship blossoms between a woman and a gentle boy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/waking-up-with-marsha

Title: Waking up with Marsha

Author: fantaseeboy

Category: Fetish

Description: A relationship blossoms between a woman and a gentle boy.

Tags: pegging, pee, cfnm, golden shower, sissy, crossdressing, femdom, submissive, maid, strapon




While laying in bed that morning, Marsha was spooning my naked body from behind. She was idly playing with my small, thin penis while kissing the back of my neck and shoulder. I had just woken up and was squirming back against her in response to her touch.
Her voice was raspy, "I am still amazed you did that last night."
I giggled while wiggling my bottom against her hips. "Did you have fun?"
She chuckled, "Yes. I definitely had fun." After kissing my neck, just beneath my ear, she whispered, "I've been with lots of boys. But you are the first to ever take that strap on."
Squirming back against her, "It was awfully big. I'm surprised I was able to do that too!"
Marsha began slowly humping her hips against my narrow, bare bottom. "Looks like I'm going to have to shop for an even bigger one for my new favorite boy!"
Turning my head so I could better see her. Marsha was nearly 20 years my senior. She had picked me up at the coffee shop I work at after flirting with me shamelessly for weeks! She was what one would expect a 40-ish woman to look like. The roots of her long, light brown hair were beginning to gray. She had wrinkles in all the usual places. She was busty but dressed in a way to detract attention from them. The nipples on her breasts were as big around as pancakes and the nub stood out proudly from my breast. She had wide hips that turned out to be quite powerful, I learned that the night before. She was tall, standing several inches above my five feet, four inches. She wasn't necessarily full-figured, but she wasn't thin either. She had big, blue eyes and a wonderful smile. Marsha was a very attractive woman and I felt honored to have her interested in me.
While my heart filled with joy, I excitedly asked, "Am I really your favorite boy?"
She kissed my earlobe, "Sweetheart if you keep surprising me like you did last night, I may never let you leave my house. Yes, you are my favorite boy!"
My mind began to race while thinking of different ways I might surprise her. She'd already taken me with her largest strap-on. Doing that again would hardly surprise her. My mind was blank. I had no idea how to keep surprising her. In a soft voice, I asked, "Any suggestions on how I could surprise you?"
My little penis had responded to all her teasing and become completely erect. It was its full size, almost 4-inches, but still terribly thin. The night before, Marsha had compared the size of her vibrator to my penis. While her vibrator was a foot long and as big around as my wrist, my penis was looked like a thumbtack while standing beside it. Thankfully Marsha hadn't picked me up for a traditional relationship or traditional sex. She enjoyed being pleased orally and using her strap-ons. While I preferred manual stimulation and anal penetration.
She nipped my earlobe with her teeth before whispering, "It wouldn't be a surprise if I told you what to do, would it?"
Biting my lip, I wiggled my hips back against her and giggled, "I guess not."
She nipped my earlobe again, "Just be yourself. Do the things you've always wanted to do, but were afraid to with anyone else."
While lying there with Marsha still gently teasing my little prong, my inhibitions began to slip away as I confessed a few things I'd thought about before, "Like shaving away all my body hair?"
She nipped my earlobe hard enough to make me jump. She then almost growled in my ear, "Fuck yes! Just like that!"
I squirmed back against her while whispering, "And what if I met you wearing..." I was about to utter a part of my deepest secret, I had to pause to summon all my courage. "...panties?"
She paused and her tone became very serious sounding when she said, "Well, if you answered the door of your little apartment wearing nothing more than panties to meet me for an evening together..." She let the thought linger in the air for several seconds before moaning, "I'd drive you straight here, strip you out of those panties before I fucked you until you were unable to speak in complete sentences. And you sure as hell wouldn't be able to work the next day."
She rose up and leaned over me, stared into my eyes for a moment before leaning down and kissing me with enough passion to make my toes curl. As our lips separated, she whispered, "Baby Boy, I'd love it if you wore panties. Now don't tell me any more ideas. Surprise me! You seem to know the sorts of things I'd love to see you do, so just do them for me. Okay?"
I whimpered softly, "Okay." While snuggling back against her grinding hips.
We continued to lay in bed together for several more hours. Marsha teased my little penis until it squirted, twice. I spent time under the covers, between her thighs feasting on her big, meaty pussy. By the time I'd finished, I lost count of the number of times she came. Her clit was swollen, bright pink, and glistening with my saliva by the time I crawled out from between her legs.
By the time we got out of bed, it was late morning. We showered together and ate a light brunch before Marsha drove me home and walked me to my apartment door. When I asked if she wanted to come inside, she politely declined but told me she'd be by to pick me up that same evening at 7 pm to take me out to dinner. She then winked at me before kissing me on the lips and leaving.
Thankfully, I'd arranged to have my shift covered that day or I would have had to go work less than an hour after being dropped off. The next several hours went by in a blur. If Marsha wanted to be surprised, I would do my very best to surprise her!
While in the tub, shaving away what little hair I had below my nose, I finalized my plan. After I'd finished shaving, I drained the tub and rinsed off in the shower before washing myself twice. Once I'd dried myself, I double-checked to be sure I hadn't missed any stubble or wisps of hair. Dusting myself with powder was the next step, I used my powder with the floral scent. I'd bought it months before and had never even tried it out.
Bending down, I picked out my cotton-candy pink nail polish from my small collection. I also grabbed my toe-separators. Moving across the room, I sat on the seat of the toilet and polished both my finger and toenails. I sat there rather impatiently while blowing on my fingers and toes trying to will them to dry faster. After returning the polish and foam toe-separators to their place under my sink, I checked my nails one last time.
Moving to my little bedroom, I opened my closet and moved all my regular clothes aside to separate them from my girl's things. Having already decided what I'd wear, I plucked the white summer dress from my wardrobe, grabbed my white sandals with the kitten heel, and hung the dress from the hook on the bedroom door setting the sandals down beneath it. Moving away from the closet, I went to my dresser, from the bottom drawer, I moved the t-shirts kept down there to conceal my small collection of toys. I immediately zeroed in on my little pink chastity cage. I had to dig around a little before I found the small silver lock and its key. I paused to run back to the bathroom and dust my penis with even more powder.
On my way back to my bedroom, my phone rang. I had to run around to find it. When I did finally locate it, I saw it was from my work. It turned out to be the girl covering my shift. She told me she was trying to make some extra money for her boyfriend's birthday later that same week. She asked if I would like her to cover my shift the next day as well. Thoughts of the evening I had ahead of myself began to fill my mind, but I refocused my attention on the call and told her that would be fine. We chatted a little more about work before saying our goodbyes.
By the time I'd hung up the phone my penis was wilted to its usual size. Right there in the living room, I put myself into the chastity cage. Racing back to my bedroom, I slipped the lock in and clicked it shut. Returning to the living room, I set the key down on the table beside my front door. Scampering back to my bedroom, I found myself giggling like crazy while I stepped into my dress and pulled it up into place. Turning to face the mirror, I closed the 4 or 5 buttons down the front of my above-the-knee length dress. When I'd finished, I struck several poses for my own reflection. I thought I looked really cute in that dress! And the chastity cage minimized any unsightly bumps that might arise.
Checking the time, I was going to be ready hours before Marsha was due to arrive. Nibbling on my lower lip, I decided to call her. While standing there, staring at my reflection, I listened to her phone ring twice before she picked up.
She answered the phone in her car with a chuckle, "It looks like you're just as excited to see me, as I am to see you!"
Biting my lower lip, I squeaked, "I am! I really am!" I paused before blurting out, "Do we have to wait until later tonight? I'm going to be ready in 20 minutes..."
Marsha cut me off before I could finish what I was going to say, "Perfect! I can be there in 20 minutes."
I moaned softly into the phone, "Thank goodness!"
She had a spark in her tone when she ended the call with, "See you in twenty."
I dashed to the bathroom to finish getting ready. After brushing my teeth and mouth, I swished around my mouthwash to ensure my breath was fresh. Looking at my reflection, my hair had dried more than I wanted. I wet my brush and ran it through my hair to moisten it before adding a bit of gel. I usually wore my hair mostly flat against my head. But when I dressed up, I liked to poof it up a bit. Standing at my mirror, I played with my hair until I was satisfied with the result. I didn't necessarily look like a girl, but I looked less like a boy than I usually did. The last thing I did before leaving the bathroom was applying a thick coating of pink-tinted lip-gloss with a little added glitter.
Returning to my bedroom, I sat on my bed and buckled my strappy sandals on. The heel was less than 2-inches and easy for me to walk in. Anything more, and I looked awkward while moving around. I paused to admire my toenails for a brief moment, I really liked that polish!
I'd just stepped in front of my mirror to have one last look at my reflection when I heard a firm knock on my door. My little penis immediately swelled as much as it could and filled the small space the cage allowed. I felt my heart begin to race as I stepped toward the door. Marsha would be the first person to ever see me dressed up. I'd never shared a picture online, nor had I ever been caught! I felt mildly ill as I peeked out the peephole. Marsha was standing there waiting for me to answer.
Stepping back, I fluffed my dress before reaching for the knob. Taking a deep breath, I said a quick, silent prayer that Marsha would respond positively to my appearance. In one movement, I threw the door open all the way and shared my deepest, darkest secrets with someone for the very first time.
Marsha's eyes and mouth opened wide. She didn't move for a second or two and I began to consider moving to another town. But then her mouth closed and was replaced by a grin. "Oh my! You do not disappoint! I was expecting panties. But this, THIS is so much better."
I finally began to calm down and my stomach settled. Marsha stepped into my apartment and I stepped back as she did. Even while she closed the door, she kept her eyes locked on me. I found myself posing for her!
After we'd both calmed down, I giggled, "I'm really glad you like me like this. You're the first person who has seen me dressed."
Marsha stepped close and took me in her arms. I reached up and looped my skinny arms around her neck when she leaned down and kissed me passionately. When the kiss came to an end, she whispered, "Sweetheart, I'm glad you chose me to be the first to see you. But I can't be the only one. You're far too cute to keep hidden behind closed doors. Come on, let's go get a late lunch. I know the perfect place."
I stepped back. "No! No way! I can't go to a restaurant like this!"
Her tone and expression became very serious, "Young lady, are you sassing me? Do you know what happens to backtalking girls?"
I bit my lower lip, my penis continued to fill this small space it was allowed, my hips wiggled a little while slowly shaking my head. Even while being scolded, I felt a warm feeling blossom in my chest at her referring to me as 'young lady'. I took it as a sign that she thought of me as a girl while I was dressed.
She stepped closer, her voice remaining very firm, "Sassy young ladies get their mouths washed out with soap and spend time in the corner. Is that what you need?"
I stood there silently, shocked at what she said and a bit frightened by her change in tone and promise of punishment.
Her tone softened and her stance relaxed when she next spoke. "I didn't think so. Now grab the key to your apartment and we'll go out to a nice lunch together."
When I picked up my keys from the table beside the door, I opened my mouth to tell her about the chastity cage I was wearing. Before I could get a word out, she cut me off, "Not a word! Give me your keys." After I'd handed them to her, she asked, "Which one is the key to this door?", she pointed to my front door.
Biting my lower lip, I tasted my lip-gloss while pointing out the correct key. While she pulled it off the ring which contained other keys to my car, my post office box, and the small storage area the landlord provided. I glanced down at the keys to my chastity cage laying there helplessly on the table and a thought crossed my mind. I'd worn my cage while playing with my dildo before. But I'd never worn it while with someone else and definitely not overnight. It might be fun? But on the other hand, it might prove to be excruciating. Marsha wasn't giving me a choice. It looks like I'd have to endure the night I had ahead of myself with my little penis safely locked away in its cage.
Marsha took my hand and led me out to the sidewalk in front of my apartment. I stood by while she locked my door before dropping my key into her purse. Taking my hand again, she led me to her car and opened the door for me. Marsha closed my door, but not before reminding me to buckle up. She then walked around the car and climbed behind the wheel. When she sat down, the entire car tilted toward the driver's side. I bit my lip and felt my penis attempt to stiffen more than it already was. We'd left my apartment and walked to her car without saying more than a few words.
After she'd started the car, I almost spoke up and told her about what else I was wearing. But I decided to remain silent until I was sure she was no longer upset with my behavior. I sat there, perched on the passenger's seat with my hands folded in my lap. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Marsha look at me several times while she drove.
After a few blocks, she said, "I like your nail polish, Sweetheart. It's the perfect color for you."
I giggled, "Thank you."
While at a stop sign, she reached over and slid her fingers over my freshly shaven thigh. In a teasing tone, she asked, "Did you shave everywhere for me?"
I squirmed in my seat, "You'll have to wait to find out!"
Marsha replied with a cheerful tone in her voice, "Or you could show me right now!"
I briefly thought about lifting my dress and showing her my caged penis. But instead, I giggled, "It's a surprise!"
She returned her attention to the road before saying, "I did say I liked to be surprised. And you, young lady, have proven to be full of them!"
I timidly asked, "They're good surprises so far? You like them so far?"
Reaching over, she set her hand down on my bare thigh and left it there. "I love your surprises. Remember what I said about keeping you at my house forever? You're well on your way to changing your permanent address."
I squirmed and wiggled in my seat. Not only did she accept me as a young lady while I was dressed, but she was also still considering having me move in with her! Yes, we'd only spent one night together, but it was clear that we fit. There was an age difference, but I looked at that as a positive. Marsha was proving to be the matronly figure that had always been missing from my life. She had a temper and made a promise of punishment, which sort of turned me on in a strange way.
As she drove, we chatted about our previous evening together and she told me what she accomplished while I was getting ready. She'd run several errands and had the oil changed in her car. After she'd shared that with me, she teasingly asked, "I'm assuming you don't know how to change the oil in a car, do you, princess?"
Giggling and squirming, I squeaked, "No!"
While watching the road, she said, "I didn't think you would. That's not something proper young ladies are taught."
I didn't answer, I didn't need to. Marsha turned onto the old shopping area, the main street that had been redone to make it more desirable to visit. I couldn't afford to shop in any of those stores, but I liked to drive down there around the holidays to see the lights.
Marsha pulled to a stop in a space directly in front of a quaint little breakfast and lunch restaurant called, 'Dreamtime Café'. After climbing out of the car, she came around to my side and helped me out. She closed the door behind me and paused. In a quiet tone, she asked, "How do you feel about speaking to strangers? Or would you like me to do all the talking?"
I shivered with fear, I was about to walk into a restaurant dressed! My little penis should have retreated into my body in fear. But no, it was filling its cage and struggling to keep swelling. I squirmed in discomfort while whimpering, "Please talk for me." She almost turned away to lead me to the restaurant, but I pulled back on her hand. When she looked back at me, I'm sure she saw the fear in my eyes. I whimpered, "Do we have to do this, Marsha? I'm really scared!"
She smiled warmly before taking me in her arms and embracing me right there on the street. In a soft voice she told me, "Yes, we are going to do this. And I'll do all the talking for you. You don't need to worry. Sweetheart, no one is going to guess you're anything except a nicely dressed young lady. Trust me."
While still scared, I nodded my head because I did trust her. Yes, I hadn't known her for long. But she was the sort of person I found trustworthy. Marsha stepped back from our embrace but kept hold of one of my hands. Together, we walked toward the restaurant. My heart was pounding in my chest and I found myself looking at my feet.
Marsha whispered, "Young ladies stand up straight."
I giggled while straightening up. I clung to her hand while she opened the door and I stepped inside to be facing a girl my age behind a small podium. In a perky voice, she asked, "Welcome to the Dreamtime Café! How many in your party this morning?"
Marsha stepped forward and spoke up, "Just two. It'll just be my niece and me today."
The girl scribbled something down on her tablet before returning her attention to us. "Please follow me!"
Marsha and I wound up being seated in an enormous booth big enough for six or eight people. We both scooted together on the far side of the big table. Water and menus were soon dropped off by an equally perky waitress. When asked about our drink order, Marsha said, "I'll have coffee and my niece will have a small apple juice."
As soon as the waitress stepped away, Marsha leaned in close and whispered in my ear, "You'll be having a light lunch. I don't want you to be filled up when I'm fucking the hell out of you as soon as we get home."
My silly penis swelled up and cramped itself in the cage. I whimpered softly. "I need to tell you something." I was about to share with her the additional secret I was wearing under my dress when I saw the waitress returning with our drinks.



After setting our drinks down in front of us, she asked, "Have you had a chance to look at the menu?"
Marsha looked up at her, "I'm familiar with the menu, thank you. I'll have the turkey avocado sandwich on light rye. My niece will have a cup of soup. Do you have chicken noodle?"
The waitress confirmed she did before jotting down our order on her tablet before stepping away. I scanned the immediate area and found our table was arranged in a way that no one would see under our table. Scooting back in the seat, I squeezed my thighs together so my caged penis stood up above them. That movement had attracted Marsha's attention. When she looked down at my lap, I slowly raised my dress to reveal my penis straining against its cage. With my dress still held up, I whispered, "This is what I wanted to tell you." Only after she'd gotten a good long look, did I lower my dress and cover myself again.
Marsha's eyes were wide open and her mouth was hanging open just like before. After several seconds she whispered, "You're not wearing panties. You're wearing a... a... chastity cage?"
I nodded my head slowly, grinned weakly, and whispered, "Surprised?"
She didn't answer my question. Instead, she asked a question of her own. "Was that a lock? You can't get...? I mean, you can't really do anything, can you?"
Biting my lower lip, before whispering, "No, nothing sexual. At least not with it on."
She looked confused, "Where is the key?"
I explained that it was sitting on the table by my front door. She had gotten upset with me and I didn't want to make her any madder by speaking up about the situation I'd put myself in.
Marsha paused to think about what I'd just shared with her. She eventually said, "Yes, I am surprised. Surprised in a good way. But I have to tell you. I've got no experience with chastity. We'll obviously need to stop and get the key before going to my home."
I took her hand and moved it to rest on my thigh before whispering, "Or we don't have to. We could go straight to your house. I've never been made love to while wearing it. And I think I might want to try wearing it the whole night with you. That would mean the entire time we were together would be about your pleasure, not mine."
She slowly grinned in a Cheshire cat sort of way, "I hadn't thought of it that way. And maybe in the morning when we get back to your apartment, I'll have you show me how you play with yourself when you're alone."
I squirmed in my seat as I whimpered, "I'd love to do that for you."
She glanced around to check on our waitress before whispering, "Good. Now lift your dress and show me that thing again. I want to get a better look at it."
Without hesitation, I slowly raised my dress so she could see my cage. Her hand slid up my thigh and she touched the rigid plastic. She then slid up to hold the lock. From there, her hand slid back down my thigh.
As I lowered my dress, I whispered, "I thought I'd be freaking out in here, dressed like this. But I just lifted my dress and showed you my chastity cage at the table, right here in this restaurant!"
Marsha leaned in and innocently kissed the tip of my nose, "Tell me about it. Has anyone ever called you a clit-tease before?"
I squirmed while my penis throbbed hard, "No." After pausing for a moment, I asked, "Marsha, may we get our food-to-go? I'm really, really horny!"
She grinned and whispered in a flat tone. "No. I promised to take you out to nice lunch. And that is exactly what we'll do. Do you understand me, young lady?"
I forced a grin while squirming in my seat, "Yes, ma'am."
Our food was soon delivered and we began eating. I sipped on my soup and juice, while Marsha began devouring her sandwich. By the time she'd finished, I made it halfway through my soup and not even that far through my glass of juice.
After she'd wiped her mouth with a napkin, I squeaked, "May we please leave now? Pretty please?"
She grinned, "Don't you want some dessert, Sweetheart?"
I moaned a little louder than I wanted to, "Not the kind they serve here."
After getting the ticket from the waitress, Marsha quickly paid the bill before leading me out of that restaurant. After I'd sat down in the car, I realized, the entire time I was in that restaurant, I never once was worried about what anyone else thought of how I looked. I was so focused on my situation and Marsha, I didn't care. But I couldn't recall catching anyone looking at me in a funny way either. When Marsha got into the car and started it with a roar, I asked her about the people in the restaurant.
She grinned, "Nope. I didn't see a single person looking at you in a questioning way. It looks like a certain young lady has passed the public test. Get used to it Sweetheart, because you and I will be spending lots of time in public places with you dressed up in your girliest clothes." After a short pause, she asked, "Please tell me you have more clothes? Well, if you don't, we'll have to go shopping."
While waving my dress up high enough to expose my cage to the world, I excitedly squealed, "I have a few more outfits, but I've always dreamed of going shopping!"
I continued to wave my dress up and down while Marsha had to keep her eyes on the road, "Well, young lady, taking you shopping is something I can do. How about right now? Would you like to go shopping right now?"
I dropped the hem of my dress and began to undo the buttons. At the same time, I whimpered, "No! Take me home! Please!"
Marsha smiled without speaking while working her way through the busy traffic. While she remained focused, I slipped my arm out from under the seat belt and slid my dress off my shoulder. I then slipped my other arm out of the dress. Arching my back and raising my bottom off the seat, I pulled the dress out from under me.
Marsha glanced at me when I lifted myself off the seat, she began to ask, "What are you...".
Before she could finish that thought, I tossed my dress into the backseat. I was left sitting in the passenger's seat, wearing only a small chastity cage and my sandals. After unclicking my seatbelt, I turned my body so it faced her and I was leaning against the door. I set my left foot on the seat and other on the floor. She quickly glanced at me several times while I was getting myself situated. Reaching down I began to tug on my caged penis, "I'm really, really horny, Marsha! I don't think I've ever been this horny before!"
Marsha responded with a grin, "I'm sure you are, you naughty young lady."
Biting my lip, I timidly squeaked, "Maybe I made a mistake. I think we should stop and get the key."
Marsha's grin widened, "Too late. We just passed your turn. We're going to my house. And you'll just have to suffer."
I moaned softly while still tugging on my cage. I could have been more serious and politely asked her to please turn around. She may have? But I didn't ask. I liked the commanding role she'd taken, telling me what I was going to do. It was something I think I'd always wanted, but never realized it. I squirmed on the seat and tugged on my cage for the remainder of the ride. The entire time I struggled to imagine what it was going to be like to be made love to while in that cage.
As Marsha pulled the car to a stop in her garage, she asked, "Have you got tomorrow off of work?"
I sat up on my seat while explaining that I did have the day off, but I had to work the following day. With all of her attention focused on me, she said, "Good. It's 1:45pm right now. I am not planning on taking you home until after dinner tomorrow, if at all."
I gasped, "But my cage? My penis?"
She grinned, "I know. The more I've thought about your little cage, the more I've come to love that surprise. Young lady, I want to keep you in there for as long as I can." With those words, I fell deeper in love with her. Being forced to remain locked up for extended periods of time is what I'd been fantasizing about even before I bought my cage.
She then reached into the backseat and grabbed my dress. Without a word, she left the car with my dress. She came around to my side and helped me out. She didn't offer me my dress but held it in her free hand while taking hold of my hand with hers. She dropped her purse near the door and walked me through her house, directly to her bedroom. She left me standing in the middle of the room while she turned and opened the drawer with her large selection of sex toys. She picked out her strap-on harness and a long, thick, flesh-colored dildo. This wasn't one she'd used the night before. This one was realistic looking, complete with a large scrotum. She paused to mount that dildo on her harness before setting it aside.
I stood by passively while Marsha stripped off her clothes. When she was down to her bra and panties, she turned back to the dresser and pulled out a t-shirt. After pulling that on, she peeled off her drenched panties. She held those panties in front of my face so I couldn't help but look at how truly wet they were. Her voice was a low, almost moan, "Look what you did to me. Look how horny you made me. You deserve to spend a day and a half in your little cage. Don't you?"
I weakly whimpered, "I-I-I guess so."
Dropping her panties at my feet, she turned and stepped into her harness, pulled it into place, and tightened the straps like she'd worn it a thousand times. The large, flesh-colored dildo rose up and away from her body and almost looked like it was really hers. Wearing the t-shirt seemed to emphasize that in my mind and I wondered if she knew that would happen. Taking hold of my hand, she stepped back until she was at the bed. Sitting down, she indicated for me to kneel between her spread legs.
In a commanding tone, she said, "Young lady, suck my cock."
A shiver shot up my spine. Until that moment, giving a woman wearing a strap-on a blowjob had only been a fantasy. As I knelt between her spread legs, my eyes were locked on the realistic-looking phallus rising up from her groin. My mouth began to water and I licked my lips. Before I began, I looked up at Marsha and had planned to tell her this would be a first for me. But instead, I leaned forward and placed a kiss on the tip of her strap-on.
She grinned and moaned, "Good girl."
While maintaining eye contact, like the girls in the videos I'd seen, I wrapped my hands around her cock, leaned forward, and parted my lips. It was surreal to feel my lips stretching around the phallus, to feel her cock on my tongue, it was almost like a dream. The many videos I'd seen of girls doing that same thing became a tutorial of sorts. I began imitating actions I'd seen so many times before. Judging by Marsha's reactions determined if I repeated an action or not. It became clear very quickly that she liked to have me bob up and down on it and occasionally try to take as much as would fit in my mouth, even to the point of making myself gag.
My penis yearned to be free of its cage. It was so swollen there wasn't a spare bit of space in the tube anywhere. My hips ground in circles and the cage dangled between my legs. It was bent at such an awkward angle it was impossible to get even close to a full erection. And while I bobbed up and down on Marsha's cock, my little penis was desperate to feel that feeling of being fully erect.
Time passed at an accelerated pace while I gave Marsha that blowjob. Forty minutes went by quickly. As each minute passed, the humidity and musky scent grew down there between her thighs. When I did finally pull off, my jaw ached and I moved it around for several seconds loosening up the muscles. When Marsha helped me to my feet, I found my knees were just as sore as my jaw. We also found my excitement had leaked from my cage and left a small mess on the rug.
Marsha grinned while looking up from my mess to my face, "Looks like I know a certain young lady who enjoys giving blowjobs. You are very oral, aren't you?"
While still loosening up my jaw and knees, I giggled, "I suppose so!"
She began helping me move up onto the bed while finishing her thought, "Well, that won't be the last blowjob you give me tonight. We need to build up those jaw muscles!"
She had me lay as I normally would with my head near the headboard, but I was laying right in the middle of the giant mattress. She positioned me on my back and slipped several pillows under my lower back and bottom. This left my hips elevated off the bed. Setting my feet flat on the bed and spreading them wide apart, I was ready to be made love to in the missionary position, like a real girl!
I lay there tugging on my cage, trying to get the slightest bit of friction against my lonely penis, I never found any. Marsha moved back to her drawer of toys. With her back to me, she changed out the dildo on her harness. I was expecting to see her wearing the monster she'd used the night before. But when she turned, I found she'd picked out something very different.
The dildo she'd chosen to use was really long, even longer than my forearm. It was relatively thin, about as thick as three of my fingers squeezed together. But that thin shaft was interrupted by 3 larger ball-shaped protrusions that were the size of a ping-pong ball. There was also a ball on the end which was bigger around than the others. That one looked to be about the size of a ball used for pool. It was a light pink color and so long, it hung down almost limply from her harness.
When she let go of that dildo and let it swing between her legs, she smiled, "Sweetheart, I have a feeling you're going to enjoy this. I'm going to be able to fuck you with long, deep thrusts. And with each one, these balls are going to hit those magic places hidden deep inside of you."
What she said was most likely true, I knew that. But I had two worries: that ball on the end was big and I hadn't been loosened up. Secondly, my cage! I had a feeling deep down inside of me that this was going to be torture.
Marsha worked quickly, she didn't want to ruin the mood we'd created that afternoon. She laid out towels to contain the mess of the lubricant. She then applied a liberal amount of the silky-smooth, water-based lubricant she preferred to both the long dildo and between my cheeks. While working between my cheeks, she spent some extra time slipping a few fingers inside of me before adding another finger to help me relax down there. We didn't spend enough time, but at least it was a little.
While she fingered me, I found myself moaning softly while still tugging on my cage. Marsha grinned, "You do have a nice, tight, little ass. It's almost like it was made to be fucked."
I squirmed on the bed and writhed in frustration, "Marsha, can we please go get the key? This isn't fun anymore!"
She grinned while moving into position and lined up the dildo with my little wrinkled knot. "The next twenty-plus hours aren't about your fun, they're about mine. And I'm having the time of my life! Now pull your knees back to your chest so I can fuck you."
Defeated, I placed my hands under my knees and pulled them back until my thighs and knees rested against my stomach and chest. Marsha moved forward and I felt the big ball on the end of her dildo bump against the knot of my bottom. She used both of her hands to keep the ball from moving around while pressing against my resistant opening. She smiled the entire time while working that first ball inside of my body. She was very patient while I slowly loosened up and relaxed enough that my body began to accept what she was offering.
My poor penis was pushing against the cage, struggling to achieve an erection that simply wasn't going to happen. It made a deep ache, discomfort, and an odd tingly pain. I writhed on the bed while my bottom stretched open around the widest part of that biggest ball. I moaned while watching clear drips of my love slowly make their way along the outside of the cage trapping my unfortunate penis.
A gasp escaped my lips as my body clamped down around a thin portion of the dildo with the large ball trapped inside of my body. Marsha moaned when that ball was sucked into my body. She barely hesitated before she began feeding even more of the dildo into my hungry bottom. When that next ball down the shaft bumped against the outside of my body, I pulled my legs back even tighter against my chest while staring up at Marsha. My body offered little resistance against that ball as it slipped inside with only a little pressure.
She continued feeding more and more of the dildo into my body. And it was at this time she chose to ask, "Until now, what is the longest duration of time you've gone in your little chastity cage?"
Arching my back and writhing beneath her, I moaned, "4 or 5 hours?"
She grinned, "You've never slept in it? You've never worn it under clothes until today?"
Looking up at her staring down at me, I moaned, "No. I've only worn it around my apartment while I cleaned. And I wear it sometimes when I use my dildo on myself."
She kept grinning while pausing to press the next ball inside of me, "You've fucked yourself while wearing it? This is nothing new."
I pulled my legs back and spread them as far apart as I could. "No! This is very new! Playing with myself and being made love to by you are totally different things! This is all new to me! Especially with that thing you're putting side of me!"
She grinned, "You like it? Just wait until I start moving it around!" Her eyebrows popped up while she was saying that last sentence. After glancing down, she let go of the dildo with her hands and rested them on the backs of my thighs while pressing forward with her hips, "Last one, here it comes." She then pressed forward with even pressure until the entire length of the dildo and the last smaller ball were buried inside my body. I was left gasping and whimpering while writhing on the bed beneath her. I'm sure we were both trying to imagine how deeply that dildo was resting inside of me. I imagined it to be at the same level as my nipples!
From above, Marsha looked down at me while shifting more of her weight onto her arms, which were still pressing down onto my thighs, keeping them pressed firmly against my upper body. "Baby girl, are you ready?"
My voice cracked and sounded squeaky when I uttered, "I think so."
Marsha grinned while pulling outward, passed the first ball to the second one. She then reversed direction and pressed forward until the entire length was back inside of me. The entire time she was moving, those balls inside of me slid around pressing against magical places I didn't even know were there. My penis was aching and trying so hard to get stiff so it could stretch out and throb. Instead, the cage kept it bent over and all that happened was the cage pulled away from my body. Clear drips of my excitement continued to run down the sides of my cage onto my smooth skin.
Even with the excruciating frustration of being kept in the cage, my feelings for Marsha were soaring. She began a steady pace of pulling out just past the second ball before sliding back in. With each of her thrusts, my feeling for her became more intense. A warmth was spreading my chest to every other cell in my body.
Realizing I no longer needed to hold my legs in place with Marsha pressing down on them from above. I let go and laid my arms out straight from my sides. I squeezed the bed covers in my fists while she made love to me. When she noticed me moving my hands away, she moved her hand further up my thighs, just behind my knees, and moved even further over me. She truly was making love to me as if I were a girl.
My voice was squeaky and interrupted by my chirps each time one of the balls along her dildo passed over a seriously sensitive place, "I've always dreamed of being made love to in this position."
She grinned, "You should have told me that last night."



She had begun breathing heavily from the fucking she was giving me. After an especially long, deep thrust, she asked, "How are you doing, Sweetheart?"
I lay beneath her, looking up into her eyes, in a moan I tried to explain, "I feel wonderful. But it's different. It's hard to explain."
After burying the dildo all the way inside, Marsha paused and ground her hips around against me, "I think I get it. You're having to focus on what I'm doing to you and not your little penis. But we both know you love having your cute little butt played with and fucked."
While still grinding her hips against me without pulling any of the dildo out, I watched as Marsha achieved her first orgasm of the afternoon. There would be many more. I watched her face contract and saw her body react to the overwhelming feeling of her orgasm. While I watched, I knew I would not be having similar feelings until the following night. But watching such pleasure wash over Marsha made me want to do all I could to make her feel that way again.
As she caught her breath and calmed down, I asked in a soft voice, "Did that feel good?"
She grinned, "Yes, yes it did. It felt wonderful." As she finished speaking, she began thrusting the dildo in and out of me with a renewed strength. Those balls along the length of her dildo zeroed in on the most sensitive places inside of me. And if I wasn't wearing my cage, I was sure I would have squirted at least once, if not two or three times while she made love to me.
When I saw signs of another orgasm building within Marsha, my emotions soared again. I'd fallen in love with her. I was head-over-heels in love with her. She was everything I'd ever wanted in a special someone and more! We obviously fit, sexually speaking. She was thrilled that I liked to wear girl's clothes. And I couldn't imagine anything I wouldn't do for her. Those feelings inside of me became so intense, I found myself declaring my love before I even knew I was doing it.
My voice was clear and slightly higher pitched than usual when I almost shouted, "I love you, Marsha!!"
She stopped moving and smiled down at me from above, "I love you too."
Biting my lower lip, I blushed while admitting, "I've been feeling that all day. But, I guess, I needed to say it out loud."
She began slow, shallow thrusts, "But do you really love me? I could've stopped and gotten the key to your little cage, but I didn't. I could still run to your apartment and get it this afternoon, but I'm not going to. I'm going to keep you in that thing until tomorrow night."
I half-moaned, half-giggled, "I don't care about that! I love YOU!"
She chuckled, "I love YOU too!"
Marsha didn't move again. From above she laughed, "You know what? I've got a feeling I could do this to you all day long and you'd never grow tired of it. But I'm really tired!"
She began pulling the dildo slowly. Ball after ball left my body until I gritted my teeth and let that last ball stretch me open again. Wrapping the dildo up in the towel, she moved off the bed and slid the harness off her body. I excused myself to the restroom to get freshened up.
By the time I'd returned, I found Marsha laying back on the bed with her legs spread wide and her pussy peeled open like a flower. Still wearing my little heels and chastity cage, I crawled back onto the bed and between her spread thighs. After I'd laid down on my stomach and gotten relatively comfortable, I blew onto her bright pink, swollen clit before kissing it gently.
Reaching down she knotted her fingers in my hair and pulled my face tightly against her sex. "This isn't the time for teasing or foreplay!"
The plump, swollen lips of her pussy hugged the sides of my face. Marsha used her grip on my hair to slide my face up and down along her pussy. She was in control, but I licked and sucked on everything my mouth touched. Her thighs squeezed against the sides of my head which muffled her moans and the words she spoke.
At one point I felt her clit flick across my nose and down far enough that I could suck it into my mouth. The second I did that, she let go of my hair and squeezed my head even tighter between her thighs. In seconds, she began to cum... hard! Her entire body spasmed and twitched while the wave of pleasure washed over her. I struggled to remain where I was with her clit between my lips, but she eventually pushed me away so she could ride out the wonderful feelings of orgasm. A feeling I would not experience for quite some time.
After I'd pulled myself up onto my knees at the foot of the bed watching her slowly return to Earth. Without thinking about it, I began pulling and tugging on my cage. It was pointless, I was not going to find the friction or freedom I needed.
Marsha lay there with a huge smile on her face. "I needed that so bad. Thank you, Sweetheart."
Biting my lip, I pulled hard on my cage and whimpered, "You're welcome. I'm glad I could help."
She sat up against the headboard and said, "I was just thinking about something you mentioned earlier. You said you've worn your cage while cleaning your apartment."
I whimpered just as pathetically as before, "I have."
She grinned, "I've seen your apartment. It's spotless. You obviously know how to clean a house. Well, we have the entire day together. And I'm going to need a little time before I'm ready to go again. So why don't you clean my house while I take a long soak in the tub?"
I whimpered softly, "I-I-I guess I could."
She smiled proudly, "Good. Sweetie, be a good girl and start to draw my bath. Afterward, I'll show you where the cleaning supplies are kept. But before you get started cleaning, bring me a glass of wine."
For the rest of that afternoon and well into the evening, I cleaned every room in Marsha's house. It wasn't really dirty but in need of deep cleaning. I scrubbed floors, sinks, and countertops. I vacuumed, dusted, and polished. I tidied up and found places for things that seemed to be laying around.
While I worked, I filled Marsha's wine glass when it ran empty. And when she climbed from the tub and moved to the living room to read until I'd finished, she was wearing a long, white robe. After she'd gotten comfortable, I cleaned her bedroom. In addition to the cleaning, I changed the sheets and remade the bed.
Like the other two bathrooms in her house, I swapped out the towels and washcloths in the master bath. I scrubbed the tubs, shower stalls, sinks, and toilets. Instead of a mop, I scrubbed the floor with a brush to be sure it was as clean as I could get it. After I'd finished scrubbing that room clean, I found fresh towels and hung them on the rods.
Before I went to see Marsha, I walked through every room I'd just cleaned to double-check and be sure I hadn't missed anything. When I did finally report to Marsha to let her know I'd finished, I found her on the couch. She was still reading while idly playing with herself with her robe opened and legs splayed wide apart.
It wasn't until that moment that I realized once I got busy cleaning, I stopped focusing on the situation I'd gotten my penis into. But as I stood there, watching Marsha's fingers slide between her silky, soft lips, the frustration of being chaste returned with a vengeance. I winced as I twinge of pain shot out from my penis when it filled the cage to capacity.
Marsha looked up from her book after hearing me respond to seeing her, "Are you finished?"
My hips ground around lewdly while I said, "Yes, I did everything except wash the windows."
She smiled proudly while spreading her thighs further apart, "You really are a prize. Now young lady, it's time for you to bathe!" She rose from the couch and closed her robe. Taking my hand, she led me back to the master bath. I sat on the toilet seat to remove my heels while she got the water in the shower adjusted. She stood by the door as I stepped inside. The warm water felt wonderful after working so hard.
Marsha surprised me then. She opened her robe and let it fall to the floor before stepping into the shower with me, closing the door behind her. In a soft, even tone, she said, "I wasn't going to join you. But there is something I must do."
She then stepped close, backing me against a tiled wall. She set her hands on my hips and kissed my lips gently. In a whisper, "I love you. But right now, I need you to kneel."
With no questions asked, I slid down the wall until I was on my knees. Marsha stepped closer so her heels were beside my knees and her feet against my shins. Her pussy was almost touching my nose. I was leaning forward to begin eating her when I froze in place. I felt something very warm splashing against my chest and running down my body.
I whimpered, "Marsha?"
The warm liquid continued to splash against my chest and run down my stomach, over and into my cage, onto my thighs before meeting the shower floor and running down the drain. I didn't make a move to get away. I remained right where I was with her warmth running down my body. At first, I was repulsed, but the longer it lasted, the less terrible it became. I tried to look up at her, but I couldn't see her face from where I knelt.
I whimpered, "No one has ever done this to me before."
From above, she asked, "It's not so bad, is it?"
While she continued to empty her bladder onto my body, I squeaked, "I guess not."
"I'm almost finished. Why don't you scoot down a little farther down?"
Biting my lower lip, I nervously asked, "How much farther?"
She stopped her flow and leaned away so she could see my face, "So you're looking up at my pussy."
She didn't need to say anything more. I knew what she wanted of me. I did hesitate. But I soon found myself slithering down onto the shower floor. I wound up sitting on my bottom, leaning back on my arms with my face looking right up between her legs.
Once in place, Marsha smiled down at me proudly, "You are such a good girl! Are you ready?"
Squeezing my eyes shut, I quickly chirped, "Yes!", before squeezing my lips closed.
She spoke just loud enough to be heard over the shower which was still raining down. "Baby, it's okay if you want to open your mouth to taste it."
She then rested her arm against the tile wall while positioning herself in place. Without further warning, her warmth poured out onto my face. At first, I recoiled. But then a new feeling quickly bloomed inside of me. A feeling of devotion and love. While the contents of her bladder drained, I let my lips part for a split second and tasted her nectar. There wasn't much flavor, a little salty and a bit organic, but mostly tasteless. As her flow began to slow, I opened my mouth wide and caught the last bit. It wound up being two swallows.
After I'd swallowed it down, I immediately moved upward and began eating her where she stood. My tongue slid between her juicy lips, from her opening to her clit.
She groaned, "Oh Fuck!"
Moving upward, I pulled her big clit between my lips and tickled it with my tongue. Her hips ground down against my face as I licked, sucked, and kissed her most intimate places. She was getting close and I knew it. I could tell by how her clit was swelling up on my tongue.
Very suddenly, she stepped away. She turned off the water, reached down for my hand, helped me to my feet. And without even pausing to dry off, she dragged me to her bedroom and tossed me face down across the mattress with my feet still on the floor.
She demanded, "Stay right where you are. I've never needed to fuck someone so badly. Don't move while I get my harness on."
Arching my back, I giggled as my cage slipped off the mattress and dangled between my wide-spread legs. When Marsha turned from her drawer of toys, she was wearing her harness and from it, a long, jet-black dildo rose skyward. It was again, realistically shaped although it lacked a scrotum. It was rather modest in girth, but more than long enough for a proper fucking.
While she began to lube the dildo, I quickly asked, "May I lay on my back again?"
She paused what she was doing, smiled, and said, "Of course, Sweetie!"
I moved around so my bottom hung off the edge of the bed while pulling my legs back against my chest the way she liked. Marsha approached me with the bottle of lubricant in hand. She applied the slippery substance just as liberally as before. After wiping her fingers on a towel, she laid her hands on the back of my thighs and lined the dildo up with my once again tight little hole.
While she began to apply the pressure needed to open up my tight little knot, she asked in a serious tone, "Sweetheart, how would you feel about staying here with me for a few more nights beyond tomorrow? I could drive you to and from your work when you had to go. But I'm not going to be ready for you to leave anytime tomorrow."
While dealing with the sensation of being slowly penetrated again, my mind ran wild while I tried to explain what I was thinking. "I'd love to! I'd really, really love it too! But my clothes! My bathroom things! The key! What about the key to my cage?"
She smiled down at me while I lay there pulling my knees back tight against my chest, "We'll go and pick up the things you need tomorrow. But Sweetie, I haven't decided if we'll get the key or if we'll leave it in your apartment for safekeeping."
I was about to start complaining and begging her not to leave the key behind, when very suddenly, in one even movement she slowly buried the length of her dildo inside of me. There was no pain. She loosened me up just hours before. Goosebumps rose up all over my body and I felt as if I may squirt. But that wonderful, tingly feeling passed rather quickly. All that was left in its wake were two, small, pearly drips of my juice slowly working their way down the side of my cage.
In a soft timid voice, I said, "I really do love you, Marsha."
She smiled down at me proudly while still making slow, deep love to me, "I really love you too, Sweetheart."
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After Deborah got her promotion, our entire situation changed. She began making far more money than we ever dreamed we would. She had been the breadwinner throughout our 2-year relationship, but with her new salary, my paltry income became unnecessary. One evening while she spooned me from behind, she whispered in my ear, "Sammy, I want you to quit your job tomorrow. I want you to stay home and start packing. We're going to be moving downtown."
It turned out she had been meeting with a realtor and had found the perfect condo for us. It was on the 14th floor of a building not far from her office. Those were the only details she would share with me. She refused to take me to the building so I could see our new home. She wanted it to be a surprise. She kept me away from it until the keys had been turned over and we officially owned it.
For the next three weeks, while she was at work, I packed up all of our belongings into boxes. During that same time, I always made sure I was freshly bathed and had a warm meal ready for her when she walked in the door after work. After she'd told me about her day and she'd eaten dinner, I went down on her and ate her to a relaxing orgasm or two. We'd snuggle up on the couch and talk or watch TV until we went to bed. When I'd go down on her once more before she fell asleep.
Deborah had been married once and her ex-husband was a jerk. From the few stories she shared, he didn't care much for foreplay and always left her messy with his ejaculate. She stopped enjoying traditional intercourse during that time. But she loved to be eaten. For a time, she thought she may be a lesbian or bisexual. But after she'd met me, she said she got the best possible solution to her sexual likes and dislikes.
Being a little more than a decade younger than Deborah's 34 years, I grew up always being the smallest kid in my classes and the last one picked for every sport I was forced to play. Being small shouldn't have been a surprise. My mother was very petite, standing two inches under five feet. After I'd stopped growing, I managed to top five feet, but just barely. I took after my mother in many ways. I got her eyes, her nose, her smile, her wavy blonde hair, and her petite build. After I'd gotten to my late teen years, my mother and I were often mistaken for sisters. It happened so often, we stopped correcting people.
Until I met Deborah, I'd never been with a girl, much less a woman. After we'd been together for a little while, we did make love. By then I was fully aware of how she felt about intercourse and let the foreplay last for more than an hour. I kissed every inch of her voluptuous body. I suckled from her breasts. I ate her to orgasm. I even tickled her brown button with the tip of my tongue. When I did finally slip my thin penis inside of her, I didn't last long at all. And knowing how much she disliked messes, I pulled out and squirted into my palm. While she lay there on her back, I knelt between her thick thighs squeezing out the last drips of my juice into my palm. Not having anything to clean up with nearby, I did what I'd done since I began masturbating, I raised my palm to my face and swallowed the evidence.
Deborah moaned while watching me slurp my juices up, "I love watching you do that." She didn't say any more until I'd finished cleaning up. She then pulled me into her arms, "If that was an example of what intercourse is going to be like with you, you've just changed my mind about it."
But I knew she'd been through a rough relationship and I wasn't the sort of person to push myself on her. I never instigated intercourse. I always waited for her to suggest it. But I really loved making her cum with my mouth, lips, and tongue. Or course I got wildly aroused while eating her. Sometimes she'd give me a fingerjob, I'm a bit too small for a handjob, she has big hands. During those fingerjobs, she liked to slip one of her fingers into my bottom. Other times I'd play with myself while she watched. After a long day, she'd sometimes fall asleep after I'd made her cum. Those nights I'm lay beside her and play with myself very slowly so I wouldn't shake the bed. But most times, I went without. I loved to make her feel good. And I never felt like I needed to cum.
I enjoyed being spooned from behind, in her embrace, with her taste on my lips, tremendously horny with a very stiff penis, while she slept. I truly enjoyed those nights where I struggled to think about how much I loved Deborah and horny I was. I tried to think of something to calm me down so I could go to sleep. That struggle always made me extra horny the next morning. Sometimes it went on for days and even weeks. But I didn't mind. When I did next cum, it was always a big one!
When Deborah returned from closing on the condo on the big day, I was waiting for her. That day I wore the outfit she most liked to see me in, white linen shorts with a relatively high waist and a mere inch-long inseam. She always said my butt was too cute to keep hidden behind baggy clothes, so those linen shorts fit snuggly. For that same reason, she also got rid of all my tighty-whiteys and replaced them with thongs and g-strings. Under those shorts, I wore a white g-string. The dress shirt I wore was matching white linen and just long enough to meet the waistband of my shorts. If I raised my arms, a strip of my pale midriff would be exposed. On my feet, I wore new, bright white, slip-on tennis shoes.
When she pulled up outside, I raced out to her car. After I'd jumped in, given her a kiss, told her I loved her, gotten buckled in, and began quizzing her on the closing, she placed her hand in my lap over my bump and said, "I love you too. You look lovely! The closing went smoothly, but I'm tired of signing my name."
Deborah often used words like lovely, delightful, cute, and pretty when complimenting my appearance. Every time she did, I felt a warmth in my chest and a tingle in my penis.
During the drive to our new home, I quizzed her on what our condo was like. But she continued to refuse to tell me even the smallest detail about our new home. While she drove us into the city, the buildings around us grew in height. By the time we'd gotten to our new building and Deborah had found our space in the parking garage, she grabbed her purse before coming around to open my door. She had always insisted on opening doors for me and it never failed to make me feel special.
She held my hand protectively while leading me into the building. She guided us to a bank of four elevators, pressed the up button, and we waited for it to arrive. A moment later, the doors opened and we boarded the vacant elevator. She pressed the button for the 14th floor before turning to face me standing against the back wall. She crossed the elevator and after taking hold of my hands in her, she pinned me against the wall and pressed her thick thigh between my legs. She kissed me with a level of passion I'd never experienced before. When our lips smacked apart, she bit my upper lip before moaning, "I'm going to take such good care of you."
I couldn't resist grinding myself against her thigh while I whimpered softly, "I love you so much."
When the elevator began to slow its ascent, we quickly broke apart and tried to look innocent before the doors opened. When they did slide open on the 14th floor, we found we were still alone. Deborah took hold of my hand and while leading me out of the elevator and down the hall, she told me, "In the four times I've been here, I've only seen one other person in the elevator."
When we got to our door, she slipped the key into the lock and opened the door. But she didn't let me rush inside. No, instead, she threw her purse inside before leaning down and scooping me up into her arms. She carried me across the threshold into our new home! After I'd looped my arms around her neck, I squealed, "This must be what a bride feels like!"
Deborah stared down into my eyes and stopped walking, in a perfectly serious voice she said, "Maybe the next time I carry you over that threshold you'll be wearing a wedding gown and we'll be coming home from our reception."
We'd talked about marriage before. During those talks, Deborah always said I'd look cuter in a gown than she would. She said clothes for petite girls were always cuter and sexier than the larger sizes she had to shop for. During one of those conversations, I admitted that I often fantasized about being a bride. She immediately agreed, she likes the idea too, a lot!
Staring back into her eyes, I whispered, "I'd love that."
She smiled before breaking eye contact and began walking further into our new home. She eventually set me down onto my feet and I sank into the carpet! I giggled while slipping off my shoes before she started the tour. There were two bedrooms, the larger of them was ours. Off of our bedroom was a large bathroom with a walk-in shower easily big enough for both of us. There was also a huge, walk-in closet. One of the three sides was a little smaller than the other two, while pointing at that end of the closet, she grinned down at me, "This is where we'll keep your clothes." She then pointed to the largest side of all three walls, "And this is where we're going to keep your wardrobe of girl clothes that I'm going to buy for you."
I was speechless. We'd talked about crossdressing quite often. She knew deep down inside I was a sissy boy. The thongs and g-strings I wore every day had tags from a lingerie store and I had several nighties I wore regularly. But she knew I'd always dreamed of dressing up all the way, all the time. Deborah had often said I would make a perfect young lady with my petite build and timid demeanor. And as I stood there looking up into her eyes, I asked a silly question, "Really?"
She leaned down, kissed the tip of my nose, "Yes, really. Sammy, I know how much you want this. And I want you to have this. I want you to be my little girlfriend!"
I whimpered softly and would have begun to cry if she hadn't pulled me from the closet and continued the tour. She walked me through the spare room, the second bathroom, the kitchen, dining area, and the tour came to an end in the massive living space. It was a huge room with one wall made from glass looking out onto the neighboring buildings.
When I tiptoed to the enormous window the length of the room and from floor to ceiling, I stood back a step and tried to peer down to the street. Deborah moved in from behind and wrapped her arms around me. She kissed up and down the side of my neck while unbuttoning my shirt. When the last button was opened, I spun around and giggled, "What are you doing?" She didn't respond. I squirmed with my back against the glass and squeaked, "But there are all those windows! Anyone could be watching!"
She slid my shirt off my shoulders and let it fall to the floor before going to work on my shorts. "Sami with an 'i', I've wanted to make love to you in front of this window since the first time I saw this room."
After the button on my shorts had been popped open, she slid the zipper down before slowly sliding my shorts down my legs. Her mention of love-making made me momentary forget about the enormous window I was standing in front of. "Like make love? Like penetration?"
While stepping out of shorts, Deborah picked up all my clothes and tossed them behind her. When she was standing in front of me again, she kissed my lips and whispered, "Yes, penetration. But I won't be the one being penetrated."
She hooked her thumbs under the bands of my g-string. I looped my arms around her neck, kissed her lips, and moaned, "You bought a strap-on?"
Deborah pulled my g-string up tight into the crease between my cheeks and over my penis. She moaned, "Yes, it's long and thin, and I know you're going to love it."
She didn't slide my g-string down my legs. No, she ripped it off my body. She'd never done that before. It didn't hurt. On the contrary, I found it to be a very sexy thing to do. I squirmed, naked with my back against the window as she kissed me passionately while sliding her tongue deep into my mouth. When that kiss came to an end, she stepped to her purse. From her bag, she pulled out a sturdy-looking harness with a long, thin pink dildo attached to it. On the end of the dildo was a slightly larger ball shape. I moaned softly when she began to pull it on over her pants.
She adjusted the harnesses before saying, "Turn around Sami with an 'i', look out the window."
I turned without even thinking about it. It wasn't until I was facing the buildings outside with their hundreds of windows all facing where I stood, that it dawned on me that I was naked in front of all of them! I'd been so caught up in the moment, I almost forgot about them. But as I stood there, scanning through all those windows, it became utterly clear that there had to be someone out there watching me!
When I covered my erection and took a small step back away from the window, Deborah spoke from behind me, "No, do not move away from that window. Sami, I've been dreaming about this for weeks! I'm going to make love to you right there in front of that window."
I didn't look back, I stepped back toward the window and rested both hands against the glass. Forcing myself to expose my naked body to anyone who may be looking. My eyes darted from window to window searching for any faces. I hadn't seen anyone by the time Deborah crossed the room, kissed my naked back before slipping a lubricant-covered finger between my cheeks.
I squealed and jumped up on my tiptoes! "You could have warned me you were going to do that!"
She kissed my back again, "Relax, Sweetheart. I want you extra slippery for this. This is going to be different from those times I've fingered you."
While keeping my hands on the window, I stepped away from the glass, arched my back deeply, and rolled my hips up to give her the best angle. My hips began grinding around when she slipped first one finger and then two inside of me. She eventually added a third finger and let me adjust to that before she withdrew them all.
I stood there, still scanning from window to window looking for anyone watching us. Thankfully, I hadn't found anyone. But just standing there was wildly arousing. Imagining all those windows filled with people's faces, watching what was happing in our window, made my heart race and my penis drip. Deborah soon leaned over my body and kissed the side of my neck, she whispered, "I love you, Sweetie."
I half-moaned, "I love you more!"
The next moment, I felt her hand on my bare hip, and then the slippery ball of the dildo pressing between my cheeks looking for its destination. When that well-lubricated ball bumped against my balloon-knot, I squeaked and arched my back deeper. Deborah took her time and didn't rush it all. Almost too often, she paused to ask if I was okay. I always told her I was wonderful. The only twinge of discomfort I felt was when my little hole stretched over the widest part of that ball. After it slipped inside, that pain was gone. Inch-by-inch, she slid the dildo into my body. After each inch, she asked if I was okay.
I finally craned my neck around and moaned, "I'm fine! I promise I'll tell you if it hurts. Just keep going! It feels amazing! I love it!"
At one point she stopped, "Baby, that's about half of it. It's really deep inside of you."
I gasped, "Keep going, please! Don't stop!"
She let little bits enter me and paused in-between, but didn't ask if I was okay. I soon found myself pushing back against her hips. The last several inches dove into me in one push. I moaned and arched my goosebump-covered back.
Deborah moaned, "You took it all! I didn't think you'd be able to. It's so long. But you did it. My God, you are so sexy!"
While still pushing back against the harness, I moaned, "Please make love to me, Deborah."
She was tentative at first, just small, gentle thrusts. I knew she didn't want to hurt me, she was just being careful. But I wanted more. I needed more.
I found myself moaning, "Don't tease me." I then rolled my hips forward and moved my hips toward the window which let the dildo slide out of me far more than she had let it. I then slid back at an even pace until it was buried inside of me again.
Deborah took the hint and began taking much of the dildo out before sliding it back inside. At the same time, she groaned, "Sami with an 'i' is a little tart!"
I moaned, "I'm your little tart!" A wave of goosebumps washed over my body and I shivered before managing to say, "It feels so good, Deborah! I like this way more than I thought I would!"
With those words, she pulled the dildo out to the ball. She then drove its entire length back inside of me. "I love it too, Sami." She began repeating that long, deep thrust into my body and I found myself pushing back to meet each of those thrusts. With each thrust, I felt a rush of joy. It quickly became clear that was the way I was intended to receive pleasure from the woman I loved.
She continued to slide that dildo in and out of my quivering body for a good long time, she even stopped to add more lubricant twice. During that time, I did see a few people pass by their windows. And I did see one man looking out his for a short time. By that time, I was hoping they would look over and see us! But no one ever did.
At one point along the way, Deborah groaned, "How is your little wee-wee doing?" She then reached around my hip and barely bumped it with her index finger. And that was all it took. It had been over a week since I'd last squirted which made that orgasm extra intense. My creamy juices shot out of my skinny penis at speed and the first surge splashed on the window. I managed to get my hand down there in time to catch the next three bursts of my love.
While I crested in orgasm and was still squirting, Deborah never slowed, she gripped both of my hips and continued to make love to me while I spasmed, twitched, gasped for breaths, and rode out the most powerful orgasm of my 21 years. She kept thrusting into me while I swallowed the small amount of my cream I managed to catch. That afternoon, my penis didn't go soft after squirting. It remained perfectly stiff while Deborah slid that dildo in and out of me, making love to me for the first time.
She eventually grew tired from the exertion and had to stop. After she'd slowly pulled the entire dildo from inside of me, I spun around and helped her to remove the harness. I then rushed it to the bathroom. While I cleaned up the dildo in the sink, Deborah entered the room and stepped behind me. After I'd finished cleaning it, she reached down and took my stiff penis between her finger and thumb. She whispered in my ear, "You should go pee, Sami. We don't want you getting another bladder infection."
As I slipped from her arms and moved to the toilet, she spoke up, "Sami with an 'i', in this house you'll always go potty sitting down. That's how girls do it and that's how you'll do it. Do you understand me, young lady?"
I giggled while raising the lid. I was going to enjoy the plans Deborah had for me at our new home. I sat down on the seat. Deborah moved in close, and I spread my bare legs wide to make room for her. She reached out and placed two fingers onto my rigid penis. She gently pointed it down into the bowl while whispering, "I'll get this for you."
I had to arch my back deeply and roll my shoulders back so my erection could be pointed into the bowl. Bracing myself on the toilet just behind me, I immediately knew it was going to be difficult to relax enough to pee.
It may sound strange, but it was a very tender moment. My legs were spread wide apart as I balanced on the toilet. I looked into Deborah's eyes and struggled to relax enough to go pee. But I'd never gone to the bathroom like that before. I'd never looked into someone's eyes while trying to go. I'd never had someone touching my penis while I was trying to go. I really struggled to relax.



She knelt between my wide-spread legs while still keeping my stiff penis pointed downward. In a soft, gentle voice, she asked, "Are you my good girl?"
I whimpered softly, "Yes. I'm your good girl."
She leaned in and kissed my lips gently before saying, "Then go pee for me. Be my good girl and let go."
While looking right into her eyes, I finally relaxed and when my stream started, I chirped, "Oh!"
Deborah smiled, "That's it, let it go, Sami. I'm right here for you. I'll always be here for you."
I sat naked on the toilet with my legs spread wide apart, Deborah was aiming my penis, and my back was arched deeply. The entire time I was going, we stared into each other's eyes. When my stream did finally stop, Deborah pulled a few sheets of toilet tissue from the roll left behind for us and dabbed the delicate, pink head of my penis. She then went back and pulled off even more toilet tissue from the roll. She did something I wasn't at all expecting. She had me lean forward and wiped up the excess lubricant from between my cheeks. It was a little embarrassing, slightly humiliating, but also a very caring and loving thing for her to do.
When she stood up, I was going to follow, but I paused when I smelled her arousal. With no furniture, I wasn't sure where I was going to eat her. But I was definitely going to eat her! She wasn't the sort of lady to lay on the floor. So, I made a quick decision. I rose onto my feet and quickly closed the lid of the toilet before moving to the opposite side of her, knelt, and began to unbutton and unzip her pants.
She whispered down at me, "You don't need to do this, Baby. It's okay. I wanted this afternoon to be all about you."
I ignored her words and wiggled her pants down her legs before going back for her soaked panties. When they were both at her ankles, I had her sit down on the seat of the toilet. It wasn't the most graceful thing, but I did manage to slip under her leg and pop up between them with her ankles behind me and her pants keeping me in place.
She was drenched with her arousal. Her lips were already peeled open and her clit was swollen up and bright pink. There was no drawn-out foreplay that day. No, I dove in and licked along the length of her womanhood. I lapped at her pussy with the flat of my tongue three times before sucking her swollen clit into my mouth. I let it go and licked along both sides of her clit before sucking it back in my mouth. In very little time, her fingers were knotted in my hair and her thighs were squeezed tightly against my head.
When she came, I was gently sucking on her clit. Her thighs began to clamp down on my head hard. Her fingers knotted up even more tightly than usual. And when her orgasm crested, it was intense. Her body shivered and shook. Muscles all over her body twitched. She moaned deeply in a guttural way. She kept her fingers knotted in my hair and kept my face in place until her button became too sensitive and she pulled my head away from her pussy. I wiggled back as far as I could go before I stood and stepped out from between her legs.
While she sat there still catching her breath with a huge smile on her face. I giggled, "I think we're going to be happy here."
Deborah reached down and touched her 'cherry chapstick' for a split second before pulling her hand away. It was still very tingly and sensitive. "I know we're going to be very happy here."
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My sister's sorority always put up a kissing booth during the homecoming fair. She asked me to help out by keeping track of the money they raised. She was a junior at the time and I was a freshman, but I've always been good with numbers. Math just makes sense to me. And at five dollars a kiss, the math was made even easier.
Throughout the day, the sorority girls would take turns at the booth. None of them were there for very long, maybe an hour at the most. It was a treat to watch the pretty girls come and go all day. My job was to collect the money, keep track of the total, and determine which girl raised the most money.
It was getting late when I heard a mature female voice ask, "Is that little cutie on the menu? I'll pay double to kiss him!"
As I looked up from my laptop, I saw a full-figured lady staring right at me. She looked to be older than my mother. She had a chubby face with a bright, toothy smile. Her short, golden blond hair was thick well above her shoulders. Her enormous breasts were captured under a loose-fitting sweatshirt with my school's logo on the front. And she was wagging her finger in my direction.
Two of the sorority girls moved behind me and propelled me toward the counter. They told the woman that I was most definitely on the menu. The woman handed one of the girls a ten-dollar bill and leaned over the counter to get a hold of me. She grasped one of my hands and looped her other behind my neck. She pulled me toward her and soon my lips met hers. She forced her tongue into my mouth and I couldn't stop myself from moaning softly.
Until that moment I'd never been kissed. I was a nineteen-year-old virgin who had never even held a girl's hand. I had always been shy and insecure. And I completely lacked the courage necessary to ask a girl out on a date.
And now this older woman was not only kissing me, she was sucking on my tongue, licking my teeth, and nibbling on my lips. I was leaning against the counter and had no idea what I should do with my hands. After a time, I remembered watching the girls loop their arms around the boy's necks that were kissing them. So I did the same thing, I leaned further over the counter and looped my arms around the woman's neck.
When she felt my arms around her neck, her eyes opened and our lips popped apart, but she still held me, so I kept my arms around her neck. Looking right into my eyes with her lips brushing against mine, she whispered, "That's my good boy." She then glanced down while slapping another ten-dollar bill on the table.
She pulled me back to her and kissed me once again. Our tongues were sliding against each other. I was breathing heavily and my poor penis had never been stiffer. I tried to be sly as I slowly ground myself against the edge of the counter. When that kiss ended, I was left gasping for air and I know I was blushing from head to toe.
She grinned at me while fishing another bill from her pocket. "Come around to this side of the counter, Baby Boy." And she then slapped a twenty-dollar bill on the counter.
The sorority girls were cheering me on. They helped me to climb over the counter until I sat on its edge with the woman standing between my wide-spread knees. She wrapped her arms around me that time and smushed me against her soft body while sliding her tongue deep into my mouth. My back arched and I moaned into her mouth while she kissed me how I'd always dreamed of kissing a girl someday.
While holding me firmly against her large, soft body, she let one of her hands slip between us. That hand slowly made its way between my spread legs until she gently cupped the bulge of my over-excited penis in the palm of her hand. My eyes popped open but slowly drifted closed while she continued to kiss me and gently fondle my penis. The kiss eventually came to an end and as our lips smacked apart, she asked in a soft voice, "What's your name, Baby Boy?"
When I failed to answer because I was still trying to catch my breath, one of the sorority girls leaned in close and answered for me. "His name is Sam."
She smiled, kissed my lips gently, and said, "It's nice to meet you, Sammy. I'm Donna."
Donna then looked to the sorority girl who was still lingering nearby. "Excuse me, does Sammy need to stay here?"
The girl looked around for a second and then said, "No, I think we can handle it for the rest of the day."
Donna looked at me in my horny, inexperienced frenzy and asked, "Sammy, Sweetheart, would you like to come with me?"
I bit my lower lip, leaned in close to her, and asked, "Where are you going to take me?"
She nipped my earlobe with her teeth and asked, "Does it matter?" She then squeezed my desperate erection over my shorts.
Shaking my head from side to side, I slowly slid off the counter until I stood just in front of Donna. She was taller than I thought, a full head taller than me. Reaching out, she took my hand in hers. And before we walked away, she said, "Sammy, don't you want to say goodbye to your friends?"
Looking back over my shoulder, I saw my sister had recently arrived and was grinning from ear-to-ear, as were the two other girls who were standing nearby. My voice cracked when I spoke. It might have been because Donna had rested her hand on my butt and at least one of her fingers was wiggling its way to parts unknown by anyone! "Bye!"
I spun around while Donna dug her fingers in deeper between my cheeks. I heard my sister call out from behind us, "Bye Sam!! Have fun!!"
Donna guided me through the crowd with her hand on my butt the entire time. As the crowd thinned and we entered the parking lot, she began to squeeze my butt with every step I took. When she backed me against the rear hatch of her SUV, I whimpered softly and asked, "Donna, where are we going?"
She leaned in a kissed me aggressively while slipping her hand back between my legs to fondle my desperate penis. When her tongue left my mouth, she sucked my lower lip into her mouth before releasing it and saying, "I'm taking you home with me. Sammy, I'm going to make you feel so good!!"
For the first time, I mustered all my courage, rose on my tip-toes, and kissed her after slipping my arms around her neck. While we kissed, she wiggled her thick, meaty thigh between my legs and I began grinding myself against her. I was left gasping for air and humping myself against her soft, warm thigh when our kiss came to an end.
Donna leaned forward and teased my earlobe with her lips while she whispered, "Sammy, I'm not the type of woman who usually brings young men home with her. You'll be my first."
I arched my back while shamelessly humping myself against her, "Donna, I've never, um, you know. I mean, I've never been with a girl before." Turning my head to face her, I whispered, "You were my first real kiss."
She licked my lips and whispered, "I know. I knew it the moment I saw you. That's why I paid to kiss you."
I whimpered softly, "Really?"
She licked my lips and said, "Yes. The moment I saw you, I knew I had to take you home. You looked so innocent and sweet behind your little computer. Sammy, I loved a boy just like you when I was your age. But he slipped away before I could show him what I had to offer. Sweetheart, I'm going to do to you, what I so badly wanted to do to him all those years ago."
Taking my hands in hers, she guided me a few steps away from her SUV. After tapping on the keyfob, the large rear hatch began to open. While standing out in the open, right there in the parking lot, Donna reached for the bottom of my shirt. She whispered while slowly raising the bottom of my shirt higher and higher, "Sammy, before we get going, I need to undress you."
Biting my lip while my hips squirmed and ground around shamelessly. I looked around nervously, "Right here? Can't we wait until we get to your house? Please?"
She kissed me gently once again before saying in a soft voice, "I'm so sorry Sammy. But no, we can't wait. These clothes need to come off right now."
My arms rose all on their own while Donna pulled my t-shirt up and off. With her hands on my hips, she guided me toward her car and I soon found myself laying down in the back of her SUV. I couldn't stop myself from squeezing my very stiff penis with both hands while writhing in anticipation. Donna stared into my eyes while I lay before her with a hunger in her eyes. She took one of my feet in her hands and removed that shoe and sock. She repeated the act with my other foot.
Donna kissed the tip of my big toe and whispered, "Move your hands away from yourself."
When I hesitated, she whispered, "Sammy, am I going to have to spank you when we get home?"
My back arched and I moaned, "No." I reluctantly moved my hands well out of the way. Raising my head just a little, I saw two couples standing not far behind Donna. I whimpered softly, "Donna, not here. There are people behind you. Please? Pretty please?"
She leaned in close and kissed my stomach while undoing the button on my shorts. She kissed my stomach again and again while she slowly lowered the zipper. Hooking her fingers under my shorts and underpants near either hip, she looked into my eyes and whispered, "Lift." Biting my lip, I set my bare feet on the bumper and lifted my hips.
Donna slowly raised my underpants high enough to clear my skinny penis. While sliding both my underpants and shorts down my thighs, she stared at my stiff, little erection with its dusting of light brown hair and said, "Oh Baby Boy, you are adorable!"
Lowering my hips and lifting my feet, Donna then removed the last shred of clothing from my body. After tossing my clothes toward the front of her SUV, Donna laid her warm, soft hands on my knees and spread them wide apart. She stared into my eyes while leaning down slowly. I watched as her lips slowly parted and while still staring at me, she took my entire penis and its little pouch of marbles into her mouth.
My eyes rolled up into my head and my back arched deeply. Donna gently pressed her teeth against the very root of my delicate masculinity. My fingers clawed at the floor of her SUV while her teeth nibbled, her tongue caressed, and her lips kissed my little penis. With my legs spread as wide as they would go, Donna held all of my important bits in her mouth, and her teeth began biting down a little harder. The realization that this woman I'd just met could easily bite off my penis struck me hard and I nearly squirted in her mouth. But she must've felt how close I was. She quickly removed her mouth from my body.
I heard the people behind Donna chattering to each other, but I couldn't understand what anyone was saying. I didn't dare peek at them again, it sounded like Donna and I had attracted even more of an audience.
While hooking her hands behind my knees, Donna grinned and said, "Baby Boy, this is just a sample of what I'm going to do to you. I'm going to ruin you for every girl your age. You're going to want to stay with me forever." And she then did something I never imagined I would experience. She folded my legs back on top of my chest and held them firmly in place. Leaning back down, she poked out her tongue and licked my wrinkled hole! She licked it several times before poking at it with her tongue. She then licked from that special hole up to the tip of my penis. Parting her lips, she took all of my penis and its little pouch back in her mouth once again. This time she bit down on its root even harder than before.
I was squealing in a high-pitch and thrashing about as much as I could, she was holding me in place with enough force to keep me from squirming away. When her mouth slid off of my desperate erection, it was left dripping with her saliva and the impression of her teeth were left circling its root. Reaching down, she gently patted my penis and pouch with her open palm. "Climb into the front seat."
Sitting up, I immediately learned our audience had grown. At least a dozen people were standing not far behind Donna. They were loosely gathered and I nibbled on my lip while noticing many of them looked rather excited. Most of them had their phones raised and were taking pictures of me in my current predicament. I know I was blushing like crazy. I was naked in a parking lot in front of a large group of strangers! Not only that, they had all seen Donna, a mature, full-figured woman take my whole penis in her mouth and she licked between my cheeks too!!
Rolling onto my hands and knees, I was about to climb over the second row of seats when Donna poked her finger between my cheeks and against my wrinkled hole! I squeaked and giggled before turning around to watch her close the hatch behind me. Completely naked behind lightly tinted windows, I scurried over the rows of seats until my bare bottom was perched on the soft, leather of the passenger's seat.
While I waited for Donna to join me, I realized I was naked in her car! I had just been stripped naked in a parking lot by a woman I'd met less than an hour before. She had told me she was going to take me home with her. She was going to do to me what she wanted to do to another boy long ago. If the things she'd already done to me were any indication of what she had planned, I couldn't wait to get going!
She was my very first kiss. Donna seemed like such a kind woman. But she did threaten to spank me. A shiver shot up my spine as I imagined laying across her lap while she spanked my bare bottom. She had also bit down on the base of my penis hard enough to leave teeth marks. Another, even stronger shiver shot up my spine while I imagined Donna closing her mouth on my boyhood. My penis throbbed hard and I struggled not to reach down and touch it.
When Donna opened her door and saw me sitting there so very horny, she smiled and climbed onto the driver's seat without ever taking her eyes off of me. Leaning over me to grab my seatbelt, she pressed her enormous breast against my face. When she heard me moan softly while inhaling her musky scent, she moved even closer to me so my face settled into her warm, perfumed cleavage. She left me gasping for air and even hornier than I was before when she settled back into the driver's seat.
She grinned at me sitting naked beside her with my very stiff penis and flushed face. She started her SUV and as she put it in gear, I glanced around and saw the crowd had moved toward the front of her car so they could try and see what we were up to. Donna backed her car out of its space and waited for our group of voyeurs to part so she could drive us home. Donna rolled the front two windows down so they could get one last look at me. The group moved slowly and remained close to the sides of her SUV as we drove past. Phones were raised and I'm sure dozens of pictures and videos of us were shot that day.
I was wiggling, squirming mess of horniness as she left the parking lot and joined the traffic on the main loop around my University. She rested her hand on my naked thigh while we meandered around my school. She glanced away from the road to my naked body quite often. She spoke to me while I tried not to squirm under her warm, soft touch.
"Sammy, I earlier mentioned a boy from my past. I'm amazed at how much you two are alike. It could be the way I remember him, but Sweetie, you are a dead-ringer." She paused for a short time and I'm sure she was thinking about the boy she used to know. "He was your age when I knew him. He used to come to my dorm room so we could study together. He was such a cutie, I had a hard time keeping my hands off of him!"
Unclicking my seatbelt, I turned my body so I leaned against the door so I would face her. When she stopped at an intersection, her eyes wandered over every exposed inch of my body. I warmed under her gaze and nearly moaned when her eyes met mine.
When we started moving again, she continued with her memory, "It was a different time, it was more than three decades ago. Young ladies were simply not that forward with boys." She sighed before saying, "But it got to a point that I could no longer resist him. We'd finished studying for the final in our Chemistry course. He had gathered up his books and things and I was walking him to my door."
She grinned to herself at the memory, "He reached for the doorknob, but I spun him around before he could turn it. I backed him against that door and kissed him. I was his first kiss too."
Lowering my hands to the insides of my thighs, dangerously close to my throbbing and leaking penis, I nibbled on my lip while listening to her story. My voice sounded squeaky, "Did-did-did you undress him too?"
She glanced away from the road to my extremely horny body, "I would have, but..." She looked a little sad, "I frightened him. He was so small and I wasn't exactly petite. The poor boy had never been kissed before and I'd nearly attacked him. He slipped out of my grasp and dashed out the door before I could catch him." She paused while considering what she'd say next, "The last time I saw him was during that Chemistry final. He never returned to school after that semester."
I continued to squirm in my seat and struggled to keep my hands off of myself. While slowing down to turn onto a residential street, she glanced at me and said, "Sammy, I've had thirty years to fantasize about all the things I would have done to that boy if given the chance. I would have treated him like my special little prince! I'll never have the chance to show him how good I could have made him feel. But now, with you, I have a very similar opportunity that I am not going to let slip away."
She had been thinking about that encounter for ten more years than I'd been alive! She had been crystal clear when she said, she was going to do to me what she should have done to him so long ago. My entire body quivered and shivered in excitement. She had already stripped me naked in a parking lot, taken my penis in her mouth, and licked my wrinkled hole. Strangers had watched while she took my entire penis and my pouch of marbles in her mouth and bit down hard enough to leave marks around its base. Glancing down, I saw her bite mark had faded away. But the memory of her teeth bearing down on my penis remained.
My voice was soft and a little squeaky when I asked, "Donna, are we almost to your house?"
She glanced at me and smiled, "Yes we are, Sweetheart. We'll be home very soon."
She reached over between my legs and with two fingers, bounced my delicate testicles up and down. "Sammy, when I'm through with you, these little balls will be wilted up like raisins. I'm going to drain every last drop of love out of you." She continued to bounce them up and down while asking, "Baby Boy, I'm going to make you squirt more times than you believe possible. I'm going to take such good care of you."
Her words left me dripping with desire. I was so caught up in what she was saying that I didn't realize we'd pulled into her garage until she'd turned the engine off. While the door closed behind us, Donna announced, "We're home, Sweetheart. Let's get you inside so I can relieve the pressure in your little jewels."
Donna got out of her SUV and I watched her every move while she walked around the front of it. She stared at me while I stared at her. When she opened my door, I swiveled my legs out toward her. She took hold of my legs and lifted them so she could kiss both of my big toes. Without a word, she reached in and scooped my naked body into her arms as if I didn't weigh a thing. I looped my arms around her neck and rested my head against her shoulder. She carried me across the garage and balanced me on her knee while opening the door leading to her kitchen.
She passed through her kitchen and went straight to her dining room. The long rectangular table was surrounded by ten chairs. The only things on the huge table were fabric placemats in front of each chair. She set me down on one of the placemats at one end of the table. After she sat down on the chair between my legs, she wasted no time and pulled me closer to her while I perched on the placemat. She kept a firm grip on my hip bones to keep me from squirming away. Lowering her head, she pursed her lips and as my penis made its way into her mouth, she nibbled on it with her teeth. A few different times during the process, she bit down harder. And when she'd taken my entire penis in her mouth, she bit down and dragged her teeth up its entire length. She nearly had to scrape me off the ceiling. The feeling of her lips, tongue, and teeth on my erection was so intense!



Taking just the squishy pink head of my penis in her mouth, she bit down around its neck. She bit down harder and harder until I tried to push her away while squeaking her name, over and over, "Owie!! Donna! Donna! Donna!!"
When she'd relaxed her jaw and her lips had slipped off my penis, proof of what she'd done remained in the form of teeth marks just under the neck of my skinny penis. I whimpered softly, "You bit me again."
She licked her lips and bounced my little balls on her fingers. "Yes, I did. And I'm not going to stop anytime soon." She glanced down at my erection glistening with her saliva. "I have always thought boys like you would enjoy both pain and pleasure. In my opinion, Sweetie-pies like you shouldn't have one without the other."
Licking my lower lip, I considered what she just said. For every pleasure, there was an equal pain. The pain of her teeth on my penis was different. It didn't hurt like getting punched or slapped. It was like a teasing, aching sort of pain. Deep down inside, I found Donna's idea of pain to be oddly arousing. Never would I have imagined I'd enjoy the feeling of teeth on my delicate penis, but Donna showed me how erotic a little pain could be.
She must've known the battle going on inside my head. She sat there patiently, blowing her warm breath on my rigid, virginal penis. She leaned in and planted a gentle kiss on the head of my penis and whispered, "My little prince, do you want me to bite you again?"
My back arched and I whimpered softly, "Yes."
She kissed my penis again and said, "Yes, what? Ask me, Sammy. Use your words."
My voice cracked and changed octaves several times while I asked, "Donna, will you please bite my penis again?"
She grinned up at me, "I'll do even better than that!" She had me lay flat on my back, and after having me rest my legs over her shoulders, she slurped both of my balls into her mouth. I was shivering on the tabletop and unintentionally pushed many of the other placemats onto the floor while I reached for the table's edges.
Donna moaned softly while sliding her soft, slippery tongue along the underside of my little orbs. She closed her jaw slowly. I felt her teeth close down on the tender flesh of my pouch. Rolling my little balls around on her tongue while biting down on the soft pouch that held them was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. She could have bitten down a little harder and turned me into a eunuch! She didn't, but she could have. And that fact was not lost on me. My very stiff prong of a penis was standing straight up and drooling its excitement like a faucet. My knuckles were white while I gripped the edges of the table and my legs were looped around Donna's neck tightly.
"Donna! Donna! Donna!" I chanted her name over and over and over. She started to nip down with her teeth even harder, she was testing the sponginess of my flesh. At the same time, she began to press my balls against the roof of her mouth with her tongue. I whimpered softly. The harder she pressed against them, the sharper those lightning bolts of pain became. The feelings and emotions were so intense, I wasn't sure if I should scream or moan.
Donna sealed her lips around my pouch and sucked on my little balls. At the same time, she backed her teeth away from my flesh. The vacuum she'd created was a very nice feeling at first. But she began to suck harder and harder while backing away from my body. She was stretching the soft flesh of my pouch and with it, my little balls too. When the first ball slipped from her lips, it popped back against my body and I whined while lightning bolts of intense pain shot throughout my body. The experience was repeated with my other ball popped out of my lips.
My penis had never been so stiff. It was throbbing so hard it ached. My back was arched on the table and my legs still circled Donna's neck. I was naked in a home I'd never been to before with a lady I'd met a little more than an hour before. Donna was a full-figured woman who was older than my mother. She had stripped me naked in a parking lot and was now showing me how pleasurable pain could be.
Her lips were dragging along the tender flesh of my penis. Her warm, moist breath was tickling that same sensitive skin. In a deep, raspy voice, she asked, "Baby boy, are you ready to cum? Do you want me to make you squirt for the first of many times tonight? Tell me what you want, my special little prince."
Squirming on the table, I arched my back and moaned, "Please make me cum! Please, Donna! I want to so bad!!"
She wiggled my legs off of her shoulders and had me spread them wide apart. After looping her first finger and thumb around my stiff, throbbing prong, she began to slowly stroke up and down along its petite length. She turned her head to the side, leaned in close, and bit into the place behind my little pouch, but before my wrinkled hole. As her teeth sunk into that tender skin, I lost all control and my orgasm erupted from deep inside of me. My toes curled into knots and my fists clenched the edges of the table with all the strength I had. My head rolled backward and my vision blurred.
A long line of my creamy love spewed from inside of me and shot up into the air. It seemed to linger there before falling onto my goosebump-covered stomach. Donna bit down harder and nipped that tender flesh between her teeth. I squealed both in pain and pleasure as the next surge of my cream shot up only to fall, further adding to the spermy mess on my stomach. As the third explosion built inside of me, Donna quickly moved upward and bit down around the neck of my penis. She bit hard enough to stop my penis from ejaculating anymore.
Raising my head, I looked down at her. She smiled at me with the head of my penis captured between her teeth. She winked at me before biting down even harder. I groaned and rolled my hips down while arching my back deeply. Releasing the pressure with her jaw, she then sucked extremely hard and I felt all of the juices that had been trapped in my petite length, being sucked out into her mouth. She was treating my penis as if it were a straw. She sucked harder and harder. And when she did relax and her lips finally popped off my still rigid penis, I gasped when I saw the usually soft-pink-colored head was a deep-dark purple color due to the hickie she'd given me.
After licking her lips, she smiled at me and said, "Sweetheart, I've been dreaming about doing that to a gentle boy for a very long time. By the time I take you back to your dorm, you're going to be covered in bite marks and completely drained of all your creamy love." She paused to place a kiss on the bruised head of my penis. "That is if you want me to take you back to your dorm. Baby Boy, I'm hoping you'll want to stay with me forever. Or at the very least, come and visit me regularly."
She turned her face toward my spread thigh and maintained eye contact with me while nibbling and nipping at the tender flesh along the inside of my thigh. She worked her way slowly from my knee toward my still throbbing penis. Sucking one of my little balls into her mouth, she pulled it deep into her mouth before letting it pop out free from her lips. She then repeated the process with its twin.
I was gasping for each breath and clawing at the tabletop before she began nibbling and biting her way up my other thigh. She seemed to bite into my flesh harder with each nibble she took. I guessed she was judging just how much pain I could tolerate. And when she figured it out, she consistently began biting into my thigh with the same pressure, enough to make me flinch and gasp, but not enough to make me completely recoil from her.
She pushed my thighs together and back onto my chest before she began biting in zig-zag lines up the backs of my thighs. I whimpered softly as she drew even closer to the underside of my pouch. But that time, she ignored it and went to work on my cheeks. She didn't nibble and nip at them, Instead, she turned her head, and with her chin between my cheeks, she took big bites across my cheeks. When she'd finished with the first, she turned her head and repeated the process on the other.
Rising from between my legs, she looked at my face nearly hidden between my legs. She smiled and said, "Hold your legs right where they are."
My hands were sweaty and shaking when I hooked them behind my knees and pulled my legs against my chest. I watched as Donna slipped a finger into her mouth. When it came out, it was covered in saliva. Lowering it away from my point of view, she asked in a soft voice, "Baby Boy, how do you feel about penetration?" She then bumped her finger against my tight, wrinkled hole.
I squeaked, "I don't know. I've never..."
That was when she applied just enough pressure for my little hole to squeeze open and allow the tip of her finger to enter my body. My eyes rolled up into my head, my back arched deeply, and I moaned like never before while still clinging to my legs.
With her other hand, she reached between my legs and pulled my rigid penis upward so it pointed toward the ceiling. She leaned forward and took my penis back in her mouth. She slid up and down along its petite length several times before letting it slip from her lips. Having just orgasmed so recently, my poor penis was sensitive and the contact of her soft, wet mouth was like being shocked with electricity. I squealed and squirmed as she fingered my bottom and teased my still very stiff penis.
Looking around my legs, right into my eyes, she asked again, "My little prince, how do you feel about penetration?" She then pushed more of her finger inside of me.
My back arched and I clung to my legs, pulling them tightly against my chest. A high-pitched moan from deep inside my body slipped through my lips and I felt my penis throb hard.
When even more of her finger slid inside of me, she whispered, "Sweetheart, how do you feel about penetration?"
I whimpered softly, "It feels so good!"
She smiled while fingering my virginal bottom on her dining room table. "Baby Boy, you're like a dream come true. You and I are going to have so much fun together. I'm going to hurt you so good! I'm going to spank your skinny little behind. I'm going to make you squirt until your little marbles run dry. And I'm going to penetrate you with my strap-on. You're going to squeal out in pleasure while I pop your cherry."
My mind was racing. So much had occurred in such a short time. Her promises of what lay ahead were straight out of my deepest, darkest masturbatory fantasies. The fantasies I never would have shared with anyone. The private thoughts that always made me squirt the hardest while playing with myself. Donna was introducing me to new things that were proving to be far kinkier and arousing than I ever would have imagined.
While slowly sliding her finger in and out of my tight little hole, she leaned down and sucked my tingling penis back into her mouth. I lay there on my back, pulling my knees tightly against my chest while Donna drove me wild with both her finger and mouth. Very suddenly, with her free hand, Donna began pinching small amounts of my skin between her finger and thumb. She worked her way up the back of my left thigh, skipped over my hands, and continued pinching up the back of my shin. She was pinching such a small piece of skin, she didn't have to squeeze hard before I chirped out in pain. Reading me like before, she figured out just how hard to pinch before it was too hard.
Sliding her lips off of my penis, while she pulled her finger out from inside of my body, Donna rose to her feet. In a firm, commanding tone, she glared down at me and said, "Little Prince, stay right where you are. Do not move. Do you understand me?"
I whimpered softly while laying naked on that table with my knees pulled back to my chest, "Yes, I understand, Donna."
She took several long strides toward what looked like the living room through an archway. I watched her cross that room and then disappear from view. Although I could tell from the sound of her footsteps that she climbed a flight of stairs to the second floor. She walked around up there for a few moments before she began descending the stairs once more.
The entire time she was up there, I held my legs firmly in place and tried my best to remain perfectly still. I did look around the dining room and noticed a large picture window with a lacy half curtain. That gauzy curtain was the only thing hiding me from her backyard. Thankfully, I couldn't see any houses or even a fence beyond the trees, bushes, and other plant life.
When I heard Donna approaching, I turned my head and waited for her to enter my line of sight. When she did, I saw she was carrying an opaque, black plastic tub. She chuckled, "You can let go of your legs now."
She didn't say another word until she stood beside the table. After pulling out the chair to my right, she set the tub down. Donna removed the lid and set it aside before reaching in and pulling out one item after another.
While she unpacked the storage container, she explained, "I've picked up different things over the years whenever I thought about the chance I had with that young man I told you about. I'd always hoped I'd get another opportunity to show a gentle boy the wonderful things I have to offer. And now we'll finally get an opportunity to use these toys."
The first thing she pulled out was a strap-on harness. It was black leather with metal rings and buckles. There wasn't anything attached to the harness, it was empty. Next from the box came the dildo. It was a brilliant pink color. It was a cylindrical shaft with a rounded-off end. It looked impossibly long and thick and caused me to nibble on my lip out of concern.
After Donna had attached the dildo to the harness, she set it out neatly on the table beside my hip, she reached back into the box and pulled out a pair of shiny, silver handcuffs. Following that came a scary-looking wooden paddle and a baby-blue buttplug. She grinned while pulling out a plastic bottle. She set it down so I could read the label, it was a water-based lubricant that was spiced with cinnamon.
Still grinning, she said, "I remember reading the reviews about that lubricant. When it arrived, I had to try it. I only made that mistake once. It has a wonderful burning sensation that I'm sure you're going to love."
Donna moved back to her seat between my legs. In a calm tone, she said, "Lift your legs back up. Pull them to your chest again."
After I'd gotten into position, she reached out and picked up the handcuffs. "Let me see your wrists."
When I held them upward, she locked them together behind my knees. Laying there with my wrists locked together behind my knees, I realized the situation I'd gotten myself into. I was on the verge of freaking out when I felt her gently touch my wrinkled hole and the level of arousal in my body shot through the roof.
"Little Prince, how are you doing?"
I squealed, "I'm okay!"
She pressed against the tight knot of muscles with the pad of her finger, "You're only, okay?"
I giggled, "No. I'm way better than okay. But I'm sort of freaking out a little. I mean, look at me!"
She slipped her fingers between my thighs and pulled my little prong so it stood straight up once more. She then stood and picked up the cinnamon lubricant. She held the bottle so I could see it while she opened it. Moving it just under my nose, the strong scent of cinnamon made me imagine the red-hot candies I ate as a child.
The fear of having that liquid poured onto my sensitive places forced all other thoughts from my mind. I whimpered softly, "Donna? Is it going to hurt?"
She grinned, "Oh yes! It's going to tingle and burn. It's going to feel so good. You're going to love it, my little Prince." While she spoke, she turned the bottle over and let a single drop fall onto her fingertip. She then sat back down and after several excruciatingly long moments, I felt her slippery finger touch my wrinkled knot. At first, it felt cool and wet. But after she'd massaged it into my quivering balloon knot, I felt the heat build-up at an alarming rate. In seconds, I squealed out loud and rolled onto my side.
Donna smiled down at me while still gently rubbing her slippery fingertip over that highly sensitive bundle of nerves. The burning sensation grew more and more intense. I felt tears rolling down my cheeks and my breathing came in quick gasps. "Donna! It hurts! It burns! Donna, It hurts bad!!"
She continued to smile down at me writhing on the tabletop and asked in a soft tone, "Little Prince if it hurts so bad, why is your little penis so stiff?"
I gasped and arched my back as much as I could. Tears began rolling down my cheeks. My penis was indeed very stiff. But the burning sensation was so intense, it was obvious my body didn't know what it was doing. After what seemed like hours, the burning sensation began to fade.
Just when the pain was becoming manageable, Donna whispered, "And that was only a single drop."
I lay there and watched as she picked up the buttplug and poured way too much lubricant onto it. I was making all sorts of funny noises as I thrashed around on the table. If one drop had burned as badly as it did, I was truly afraid to learn what that plug was going to feel like.
The strangest part of the situation was how calm and caring Donna looked while drenching the plug with that firey lubricant. Glancing up to my eyes, she asked, "Are you ready, Baby Boy?"
I squealed, "No! Please! No! Donna, I can't!"
But she ignored my pleas. After rolling me onto my back, she lined up the plug and rubbed the rounded tip against my clenched hole. Like before, the burning was a slow build. Donna began to gently press the plug against my reluctant bottom. I couldn't stop it if I tried. I spread open and felt the intruder enter my body. She worked slowly and diligently but didn't rush burying that plug inside of me. She was sliding it in and out, each time pressing a little more inside of me when the burning began. By the time I was stretching around the widest part of the plug, the burning of the lubricant became its most intense. When I almost rolled onto my side, Donna took hold of my erection and kept me from moving while letting the buttplug slowly sink inside to its flanged base. That feeling of the plug filling my bottom was unlike anything I'd felt before. Donna had worked so slowly I felt no pain, other than the cinnamon lubricant. But that lubricant was wreaking havoc on my body.
I was sobbing and kicking my shins trying to get away from the burning lubricant, but it was impossible. I had to lay there and deal with the pain of the cinnamon burning the inside walls of my bottom. I cried and plead with Donna to have mercy. She only smiled and gently tapped on the base of the plug which caused erotic shocks to race through my body.
While the burning raged, Donna began to slowly stroke my desperate penis with her first finger and thumb. Her touch slid up and down and felt so wonderful, which was the exact opposite of the feelings in my bottom. It was terribly confusing. My body couldn't decide which sensation to focus on. One moment the burning was dominating, the next her fingers on my little prong, and the next moment the sensation of that plug buried snuggly inside of my body. I was crying, screaming, moaning, and grunting all at once. I was writhing under her touch, arching my back from the plug filling me up, and begging her to make the burning stop all at the same time.
The burning did eventually fade. As it did, I began to feel exhaustion set it. My breathing and heart rate slowed while the tingling sensation in my bottom remained. Donna released my penis and let me lay there on the table before her in such a lewd position. I felt her warm breath on my still rigid erection and knew she was very close to my body.



Her voice sounded a little deeper than it had before, "Little Prince, I have a deal for you. I'll get a regular bottle of lubricant and put the cinnamon away, if..." She paused to blow her warm breath all over the parts of me displayed in front of her. "...if you'll do something for me. Do you ever remember holding a glass or a cup against your mouth and sucking in so it would hang there all by itself?"
I answered quickly, "Yes. I used to do that all the time."
She smiled, "Well, I want you to do that again and hold that cup there for as long as you can. Think you can do that for me? If you promise to, I'll put this..." She held up the bottle of cinnamon lubricant, "...away for the rest of the day."
There wasn't a second's hesitation before I chirped out, "I'll do it! I promise!" But I had no idea why she would want me to do something so silly.
She excused herself to the kitchen and returned with a small glass. She smiled down at me laying on that table and held the glass over my mouth. It was big enough that it surrounded my lips and just a little of the skin around them. Looking up into her eyes, I began to vacuum out the air in that glass until it was held to my mouth all by itself.
She spoke with a pleased look on her face, "Keep that on there and don't let it fall until I say otherwise. I'm going to put this away..." She picked up the cinnamon lubricant, "...and get regular lubricant as I promised."
I lay there sucking out air as needed to keep that glass held to my lips. I kept looking straight up at the ceiling so the glass didn't want to slide off. Donna's footsteps let me know she was back upstairs. This time, she was up there quite a bit longer than the time before. I tried to look out of the side of my eyes to see her when I heard her approach but was unable to without the glass pulling my lips.
When she did enter the dining room, she moved close to the table on my right side. She leaned over and looked almost straight down at me. My eyes almost bugged out of my head. She had changed into a black silk robe and her huge breasts were just barely contained under the thin layer of fabric. With a grin on her face, she took hold of the glass and indicated that I could stop sucking. Her smile widened as she moved the glass away and set it down above my head.
In a raspy voice, she said, "I've always thought gentle boys should have big, fat, puffy lips. And little Prince, yours are just perfect." She moved a mirror above my head she'd been holding in one of her hands.
I whimpered softly while staring at my reflection. My lips were obscenely swollen and tinted a darker color than usual. I simply couldn't tear my eyes away from that mirror. I looked so different. I had big, fat, puffy lips just like she wanted.
After setting the mirror aside, Donna leaned over me and gently kissed my huge lips. They were so swollen, the feeling of her kissing me was intensified and left me feeling dizzy when it came to an end. With her lips still brushing against mine, she whispered, "Sammy, my little Prince, I'm going to fuck you now."
I shivered with anticipation and squeaked, "Okay!"
She didn't move and let her lips continue to brush against mine. She even paused occasionally to slip her tongue between my big, fat lips. "Sammy, sweetheart, are you excited for me to pull that plug out and replace it with my strap-on?"
I was breathing in quick gasps and knew my little penis was as stiff as a pencil. "Yes!" Until that day, I'd only considered being pegged in my most horny of masturbatory states. And at that moment on that table, I was far beyond any level of horniess I'd experienced up to that point.
She licked my lips a few times before sucking my fat lower lip into her mouth. As it slid out she whispered, "I've been waiting a long time to use my strap-on. It's been sitting in that box for years. It's been waiting for you, Sammy. It's been patiently waiting for you to enter my life so I could use it to pop your cherry and take your virginity."
My mind was clouded over with all I'd been put through that afternoon. Donna had tapped into who I was. The person I'd always been but kept hidden from the rest of the world. She had been able to see through my lies and knew this is what I'd always needed. Being restrained and made to do her bidding. I squirmed on the table and moaned while she teased me with her words.
Standing up, Donna adjusted her robe to better cover her breasts before walking back to her place at the head of the table, nearest to my little penis and hole being stretched open by the baby blue plug. Her fingers slipped under the base of the plug and began to gently pull it from my body. As the widest part of the plug forced my little hole to stretch to its limits, I squealed, kicked my shins around, and curled my toes up into knots.
Donna held the plug there at its widest part for several seconds before letting my body force it out. I gasped and moaned as it left my body. I lay there feeling empty and ready for anything she had planned. I tried to arch my back, but with my hands still cuffed together behind my knees, it was an awkward position to hold for very long. Lifting my head off the table was also difficult to do for any amount of time, but I did get brief peeks at her sliding the harness into place under her robe.
In very little time, I heard her pop open the lubricant and squirt some out. I didn't feel it, so I assumed it was on her dildo. She then squirted some out onto my little pouch of marbles. Very slowly, while still squeezing the bottle, she moved the bottle upward until a line of the slippery lubricant was drawn up the length of my penis. She then moved my little pouch upward and squirted a large amount down between my cheeks. With one hand, she scooped up the lubricant between my cheeks and began massaging it into my little hole. Two fingers and the thumb of her other hand circled my little prong and she began to stroke the slippery substance into my desperate penis at a very quick pace.
She continued to quickly stroke my penis while stepping forward enough that the rounded end of her dildo bumped against my balloon knot. She didn't press forward at all. Instead, she said, "My sweet, little Prince, once I do this, it can't be undone. Baby Boy, use your words, tell me what you want me to do."
I was squirming around on the tabletop while Donna's hand stroked me far faster than was comfortable. The sensations were coming on so quickly, my mind was struggling to comprehend all that was occurring. My voice cracked as I gasped, "Make love to me! Please make love to me Donna!"
She grinned, "Baby Boy, I don't think what I'm going to do to you can be considered 'making love'. Sweetie, I'm going to FUCK you."
Her fingers never slowed from flying up and down on my little penis. My second orgasm of the afternoon built within me quickly and I was soon writhing on the tabletop. Seconds before it happened, I squealed out, "Fuck me! Fuck me, Donna! Please fuck me!"
I gasped when she pressed forward with her hips and I felt the dildo enter my body. The dildo that she wore. The dildo she was controlling with her hips. The dildo she was fucking me with. At the same moment my body bloomed open enough to allow her to enter, my little balls popped inside my body, and my penis throbbed hard between her fingers. I heard a high-pitched squeal echo around the room. It took me several seconds to realize it was me making that sound.
I didn't look down, I couldn't. My body was spasming and twitching while the orgasm rocked through my body. The entire time, Donna kept stroking my little prong at that same furious pace. For a moment, I thought I might be having a seizure! I lost all control of my body while she played with me long after I needed her to stop. I squirmed and tried to wiggle away, but I wasn't going anywhere. I tried to tell her it was too much. My little penis was so sensitive. I didn't know how much of her stroking I could take after already having my orgasm.
Donna did eventually stop, but after the point I'd begged, pleaded, and promised I'd do anything if she would just stop. She kept a firm grip on my little penis while slowly burying the rest of her dildo inside of me. It went much deeper than her finger or the plug. I felt it touching places that had never been touched before. I lay there with my fingers and toes fidgeting while dealing with the feeling of having just cum and being penetrated like that for the first time.
As her hips gently bumped against mine, she moaned, "Oh, Baby Boy, you're mine now." She held still and allowed me to adjust to being filled to that capacity. While she waited, I felt her playing with the handcuffs. And very soon they slipped off my wrists. I stretched my arms while wrapping my legs around Donna's wide hips. With the handcuffs removed I was finally able to get a good look at Donna standing there with her black silk robe still mostly closed and the dildo poking out. She looked amazing. After I'd loosened the muscles in my arms, I felt my lips with my fingertips and couldn't believe how puffy they still were.
Looking down at me lying naked before her, she set her hands on my hips and slowly pulled out before sliding it back in at a quick enough pace to make me gasp. She repeated that same action several times before moaning, "Sammy, you can't imagine how this makes me feel! I've been dreaming about this moment for so long, longer than you've been alive."
I squeaked and whimpered while she fucked me slowly and deeply. I writhed on the tabletop while she slid her dildo in and out of my body. Moving one hand from my hip back to my still stiff penis. She began to tease it with her fingertips while her wide hips never stopped moving back and forth at a steady even pace.
After several minutes, I moaned, "Donna... It feels so good."
She smiled down at me, "I know it does, Baby Boy." Both of her hands slid slowly up my naked body so she could pinch my little, pink nipples between her fingers. I giggled at first. But then she pinched harder and I squeaked. She grinned down at me while reaching across my body and picking up the glass once more. She held it right over my mouth. "Sammy, hold this on your mouth again until I tell you otherwise."
After wetting my lips with my tongue, she set the glass over my mouth and I sucked out all the air until the glass clung to my mouth by vacuum. I could feel my lips being drawn up into the glass and knew they would wind up even more swollen than before.
Once the glass was back in place, Donna stood back up and took hold of my hips. She started by pulling the dildo about halfway out before returning it inside. After a short time, she began pulling out even more. It got to the point where she was pulling it nearly all the way out before sliding it back in. I was having a really difficult time keeping the glass in place while she fucked me. Several times, I had to reach up and catch the glass to keep it from falling.
Donna's breathing began to grow heavier the longer she fucked me. The more tired she got, the harder she began to fuck me. She began slamming her hips against me after pulling nearly all the way. She grunted with each thrust. I lay there being properly fucked by a woman old enough to be my mother. She was slamming that dildo in and out of my body at a furious pace.
I felt delirious and I was soon unable to keep the glass in place on my lips. I found myself giggling uncontrollably. My giggling soon had Donna chuckling. She was exhausted by that point. And slowly withdrew the dildo from inside of me. While I sat up on the table, she slid the harness down and off. When I was on my feet, she took my hand and lead me further into her home. Freshly fucked with a very stiff penis, Donna led me across her living room and up a flight of stairs. At the end of a hallway was her master bedroom.
As we stepped into that room, Donna untied her robe and let it gracefully fall to the floor before sitting down on the bed and spreading her legs wide. The lips of her pussy were swollen and glistening with her arousal, as were the insides of her thighs. Her golden blonde pubic hair was shaped, but left long and was matted down in places.
She grinned while pointing between her thick thighs. "Come put your mouth to use down here Baby Boy."
I stood there and caught myself touching my penis when her eyes darted down to that region. I didn't stop playing with my stiff penis as I uttered, "Donna, I've never... I don't know how."
Her grin widened while she spread her thighs even farther apart, "Don't worry about that. I'll teach you everything you'll ever need to know about making a woman cum with your big, fat lips and tongue."
I took small steps toward her until I stood just between her legs. I then knelt and stared at her immense pussy. While I sat there, Donna pointed out all the important parts of her womanhood and gave me a brief idea of what she wanted me to do.
After the introduction to her pussy, I leaned in and began following the instructions she had given me. I kissed my way up each of her thighs before kissing my way around her swollen lips. Starting toward the bottom, I kissed and licked my way up both lips but stayed clear of her fat clit. Moving back to the bottom, I slid my tongue between her lips until I felt her clit.
Her fingers were running through my hair and tickling my scalp while I ate her. She whispered prompts when I didn't exactly follow her instructions. "That's my clit. Right there. Lick circles around it. Slower. Slower. That's it. Just like that. No. Not yet, don't suck on it yet."
Reaching her orgasm took much less time than I was expecting. But she was obviously very horny from all she'd done to me. When she did cum, I felt her clit vibrating on my tongue. Her heavy thighs pinched my head between them. And her fingers knotted up in my hair and kept me right where she wanted me to stay. In the peak of her pleasure, she spread open her thighs and pushed me away from her. I fell back onto the floor on my bottom. I sat there and watched the rest of Donna's orgasm. It was a beautiful sight. The look of pleasure on her face. The way her nipples had crinkled up and were poking out away from her breasts. The way her body continued to vibrate and twitch until her orgasm had come to an end. She was left breathing heavily and smiling brightly.
Donna moaned softly, "Baby Boy, that was wonderful. I've needed that for a very long time."
Sitting on the floor, looking up at her perched on the side of the bed, I asked, "I did okay?"
She smiled, "You did better than 'okay'. You did wonderfully." Her eyes dipped down to my throbbing penis, "Come up here. Lay across my lap." She then scooted back on the bed so her thighs were both on the mattress.
As horny as I was, I popped up on my feet and scurried toward her. I thought I would lay face up on her lap, but Donna had me lay face down. She caught my stiff penis between her soft, warm thighs and I began to hump myself into her lap. As I settled into a steady rhythm, Donna began slapping my naked bottom with her open palm. The spanking didn't hurt. On the contrary, it warmed my cheeks and added to my arousal.
Donna's voice was raspy sounding, "Even good boys need spankings."
I gasped, "Yes!"
Over time, while my little penis slid between the crease of her thighs, Donna's spanks became firmer. They sounded much worse than they felt. But my bottom was definitely feeling warmer and tingly.
As I neared my third orgasm of the afternoon, I squealed, "Harder! Please!"
Donna's hand began crashing against the cheeks of my bottom. It sounded like she was hurting me, but I found it to just add to the moment. I squeezed the bedcovers in my fists while sliding my penis between her thighs and Donna's spanking began moving lower on my cheeks until she was spanking the crease between my cheeks and my upper thighs. That's when I began to really feel the spanking. That spot she was paying attention to was far more sensitive than the meat of my round bottom.
My penis was throbbing and my little balls had pulled up inside my body, I was so close. That was the moment Donna began spanking me with a fury. Her large hand slapped down on my sitting spot over and over with more power than I'd experienced until then. The sound of her open palm striking my bare flesh sounded horrible. And it hurt just as badly. But I was too far gone. While she continued to spank me, my orgasm erupted inside of me. I screamed out, arched my back, knotted up my toes, and squeezed the bedcovers with white knuckles. My skinny penis squirted out its love for the third time that afternoon.
Donna kept spanking me until my orgasm had completed and I was left breathing heavily and exhausted. As I settled down, I heard Donna panting for air too. As I slid off her lap, I knelt on the floor looking up at her while we both paused to digest what had just occurred. I'd just humped myself to orgasm between her thighs while, at the same time, she beat my bottom with her open palm.
I was the first to break the silence with a giggle. Donna soon joined in. As she calmed down, she looked at her thighs and ran a finger through the small amount of cream I'd ejaculated. Raising an eyebrow, she said, "You made a little mess. What do good boys when they make a mess like this?"
My voice softened while I asked, "Good boys clean up messes they make?"
While still dragging her finger through the cream on her thigh, "Are you my good boy?"
Nodding my head, I whispered, "Yes."
She then said with a slight grin, "Really good boys clean up messes like this with their mouths. Are you my really good boy?" She then pulled her cream-covered finger away from her thigh. Very slowly she moved the finger toward me. I had to sit up and lean toward her before her finger touched my still swollen lips and ultimately slid into my mouth. While I licked her finger, she slowly slid it in and out of my mouth. In a husky voice, she said, "Yes you are. You're definitely my very good boy."
With those words, she hooked her finger behind my upper front teeth and guided me toward where she sat. My nose was nearly in the mess I'd made when she slipped her finger from my mouth. I forced myself not to hesitate before leaning forward and sliding my tongue through the mess. Donna's fingers began sliding through my hair while I lapped up the cream from her thigh. I'd tasted it before, it wasn't that bad, but it wasn't my favorite either. But it was different this time. Licking it from Donna's thigh as opposed to my hand made the entire experience much different. I was doing it for her. And I was eager to do what she asked. I kept licking and slurping up the mess until I was sure I'd gotten every trace of it.
When I'd finished, I sat back on my heels on the floor between her legs. I looked up into her eyes and she looked very pleased. With the mixed flavors of my cream and her juices fresh on my tongue, I felt my heart warm in my chest as a tingly feeling washed over me. The emotions I felt at that moment were unlike any I'd felt before. My feelings toward Donna were powerful and unexpected. Goosebumps rose on my skin as I whispered, "I think I love you, Donna."
She smiled down at me while leaning forward and laying her hand on the side of my face. I saw a tear form in her eye while she said, "You can't imagine how happy that makes me. Baby boy, I've been waiting for someone like you to enter my life since I was your age."
I knelt there while the feelings and emotions continued to grow and bloom inside of me. I bit my lower lip before whispering, "I'm sorry you had to wait so long."
She helped me rise to my feet, held both my hands, and had me stand between her spread thighs. "I'm not. You were worth waiting for."



        