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The trip was my aunt's idea, saying that my
mother was getting too bored with her mundane activities, such as
going out every morning to her balcony to overwater her plants
while smoking two menthol cigarettes. Much of her income has been
saved up for a rainy day, which is the reason why my Aunt Letty
told my mother that it was pouring in Sin City. My mother doesn't
like to gamble but did express a bit of interest in going to a
couple of shows.






I was home for a few weeks during summer
break, forced to stay home due to lack of funds. I have a small gig
repairing laptops for some of my friends on campus, but the amount
I get is hardly enough for a bus ticket, let alone a lavish
vacation trip, which is the reason I decided to return and save up
some cash for some other plans I have conjured up in the back of my
mind.






Aunt Letty has always been kind and friendly
with me, saying that I’m her favorite nephew. She would even say
this to my other cousins and family members, saying that if she had
her way, in another life she would have snatched me up and made me
her husband. It made many members of our family uncomfortable to
hear her say that, especially when she sat on my lap while pushing
her giant tits on my face. All I could remember was how I needed to
think about football just to control my body from developing a
noticeable chubby, which she insisted I always get when she gets
close to me.






“There is a small diner a couple of miles
ahead. Anyone hungry?” As their designated driver, it's up to me to
alert them of any chance to stretch their legs and maybe use the
facilities,

“Mmm, that sounds like a yummy idea,” Aunt
Letty gives me a kinky wink, which I observe through the rearview
mirror,

“Nope, just keep driving. We're almost
there,” My mom is still playing her card game on her phone as she
gives her opinion,

“Come on Ale, it won't hurt you to eat
something filled with millions of calories,” She squeezes my
mother's arm, hinting that it would be a good idea to stop,

“If you want to waste your money on garbage,
be my guest. I'll just wait in the car until you finish stuffing
your arteries,” It's clear that my mother has no sense of
adventure,

“You party pooper. Driver, please continue
with our weekend journey,” she touches my shoulder, feeling how she
squeezes it a bit too much.



I push on the gas pedal as much as I can
without risking getting stopped by the highway patrol. Aunt Letty
sees what I'm doing and only gives me a sinful smirk, while she
leans forward, letting me at times gawk at her pronounced cleavage.
She loves to tease me this way, confusing me as to her motives for
being this forward with me. It's not that I don't like what she
does, but we've never taken things past a certain point. She is
family after all, so doing something risque would only cause
serious problems if I'm not reading her signals correctly. I shake
my head, removing the depraved cobwebs from my brain before
focusing on my immediate task, which is to get both women to a
place where they can forget about their problems while trying to
see if they can make a small fortune, which most likely will end up
with my mother complaining on how she wasted money she doesn't
have.






It takes us nearly 90 minutes to finally
arrive at our destination, seeing the city lights guide our way to
its sinful bosom. I hate to admit it, but seeing it this close only
makes me get a rush of excitement. This is only my second time
visiting this small city, which reminds me of how much fun I had
when I came the last time. I didn't have much money back then, but
I was able to make close to a grand playing blackjack, which gave
me what I needed to buy some things, eat at a decent restaurant
that wasn't the hotel's buffet area, and even get myself a blowjob
from an incredibly looking redhead.






“Ladies, we have arrived,” I announce as I
pull up to the valet area, ready to have one of their personnel
take the car,

“No, you do it,” my mom quickly snaps at me,
pointing at where I should go,

“Don't worry, I'll cover it,” I tell her,
seeing how close I am to the valet spot,

“Just do it,” she insisted, and if I know
anything about my sweet controlling mother is that it's either her
way or facing her toxic mood for the rest of the trip.






I sigh loudly before driving out of the valet
line. I go into the parking lot, where there are no available spots
close to the hotel entrance. I have to go all the way to the top,
making it a five-story ascend before finding a few spots close to
heaven. I hold my tongue from saying anything sassy as I place the
car in park, and then shut off the engine. Aunt Letty does not
allow this minor setback to affect her good mood as she gets out of
the car, catching a quick glimpse of her tight booty. She knows
that I'm watching, which is the reason why she made this simple
move as slowly and sensual as possible before closing the door.











Like a gentleman, I offer to carry their bags
as the three of us walk towards the elevator, where there are a
handful of people waiting to use it and check in just like us. I
stand behind my aunt, admiring her tight-fitting jeans that make
her rump look incredibly curvy and tantalizing. She knows that I'm
looking, but doesnt say anything, only hints with her head that her
sister might be watching me as I look at her with lascivious
intentions. Once the elevator door opens, we get inside and make
our way to the lobby, where I go and check us in. We booked two
rooms, one will be used by both sisters while an additional room is
meant just for me. My aunt paid for it, giving me access to the
mini bar and the adult channel should I feel the need to unwind
when I'm alone.






“Ok, here are your keys. The bellboy is
already waiting at the elevator, ready to take you to your room,” I
inform them, seeing how my mother takes the key from my hand,

“Check your phone. I have planned out our
itinerary for tonight and tomorrow morning to make the most of this
trip, “she doesn't believe in being spontaneous from the schedule
she made while she was in the car being quiet and focused on her
phone,

“Sis, wouldn't it be nice to just get dolled
up and hit the streets, see what sort of shenanigans we can get
ourselves in?” Aunt Letty tries to convince my mother to take
chances and see where the night may take us,

“I know what that means, and I'm not going to
get my son in any trouble. We will stick to the schedule,” she
isn't mad, but we can tell that she isn't going to play along with
just having fun, “Now, go to your room and get dressed. The matinee
will start in exactly three hours. We will then have a delicious
dinner, followed by a water show at the Riviera Motel, one of the
last true gem shows of this town. We should be back with enough
time to sleep before getting up and out of the hotel at 9 in the
morning, get some breakfast before heading back home.”






My mother knows how to take the fun out of
any activity. I can feel how my expression has changed from
excitement to plain boredom at what she has in store for us. When I
look at my aunt for some moral support, I'm confused as to why her
smile hasn't vanished from her beautiful face. Her eyes are
glimmering with joy as if the plans that my mother just laid out
won't affect what she has already planned. Without any added words,
they start following the bellboy to the elevator, enjoying the way
how my aunt sways her hips from side to side, even looking back to
tease me with her captivating stare. I don't know if this place is
making her act more freely, or if she is just acting the same as
always and I'm the one seeing things differently.






I check the time on my phone before heading
to my room, which oddly enough, is two floors below where their
room is located. It takes me less than a minute to reach my room,
seeing that the number on the door is 232, which if you add them
up, gives the best lucky number a guy could get when staying at a
gambling city. The inside of the room looks simple. It has a large
queen bed with a sixty-inch flat screen. The mini bar doesn't have
any alcohol but it does have several bottles of water, soda, and
orange juice. There are also a few packets of peanuts, courtesy of
the hotel.






“I guess things aren't that bad,” I place my
bag on top of the bed before picking up the remote to check on the
adult channel. To my luck, it's all soft porn, which might have
been a great choice when I was fifteen, and didn't know anything
about women at the time.






The bathroom is small with no tub, just a
walk-in shower. There is a small closet to hang up my things, and
enough space to put in my luggage. Once I finish scouting the
place, I lay on the bed with my phone, and let the naughty girls
dance on the big screen while I check on the itinerary which will
dictate how I'm supposed to enjoy this weekend. The show has been
running for almost two years, which either means that it's pretty
good or pretty boring. The restaurant has a special discount if you
show up just before eight at night, which makes sense since my
mother will do anything to save a buck. And the night is going to
be cold, which only adds to the fabulous experience of seeing a
water show. I guess things could always be worse.






“¿Yes?” I call out after listening to someone
knock on my door, thinking that it might be some guest that might
have confused my room for someone else's,

“Message sir” the man on the other side
announces, using a smooth but commanding tone,

“One moment,” I quickly got up from bed,
feeling the urge to not make the person outside wait.






As soon as I open it, I'm handed a small
white envelope with no name on the outside. The man looks at me for
something, hinting that I should give him a tip. I pull out a five
and hand it to him before seeing how he walks away, leaving me with
more questions than answers. I close my door and then proceed to
pull out the message that is inside the envelope. By the
handwriting, I knew immediately who it came from, making me smile
like a stupid schoolboy, ‘Come on up, but don't knock. Just step
inside.’






All of a sudden, things just got more
interesting. Maybe being in such a sinful place is making my aunt
have improper ideas. Fortunately for me, it's making me get the
same sort of ideas that are forbidden to act upon. I check my hair
in the mirror, take a big sip of water, and swallow some breath
mints before stepping out of my room. The elevator is deserted,
which feels like a positive omen as I don't need anyone passing
judgment on what I'm doing, even if no one knows me. It takes me
two minutes to reach their room, hearing nothing but silence coming
from within. Just as I'm about to knock, I remember the
instruction, forcing my hand to stop what it was about to do and
simply turn the door handle, seeing that it is unlocked.






“I’m telling you, this is one of the greatest
ideas you've had in such a long time, and I'm not keen on doing
things like this,” the voice of my mother is impossible to confuse,
hearing how it’s coming from another room,

“I know that. You need to stop being such a
tight ass and enjoy your life a bit more,” Aunt Letty’s voice is
coming from the same direction, guiding me towards it.






Their room is twice as big as mine, with two
large queen beds, a small table with two chairs, a closet that
looks to be three times larger than mine, and a window that shows
the impressive city. I hear water falling, which immediately tells
me that they are in the bathroom, probably bathing. As I approach
the room where both women are located, I witness my aunt Letty
standing in front of the sink, admiring her amazing figure in the
mirror. She is wearing some flashy pink lingerie that makes her
look like a goddess. The thong she has on only makes her cake look
ravishing, while her sheer bra draws your attention to those huge
titties I've felt before pressed against me. She has her hair up in
a simple ponytail while she continues to add some red lipstick to
her luscious lips. Once she sees me in the room, her eyes go wide
with exhilaration, quickly seeing how she puts a finger on her
lips, indicating that I keep my mouth shut.






“By the way Ale, you didn't tell me the
reason for bringing Josue with us,” she waves for me to approach,
seeing how sneaky she can be,

“I don't know. To be honest, I thought having
him here would help him,” my mother is inside the shower stall,
seeing that is all fogged up, making it impossible to look
outside,

“Help him?” she points at the shower, then
pulls me inside the bathroom with her before sliding her eager
tongue into my mouth.






Maybe it's the thrill of getting caught, but
my aunt is not only hinting that she wants me but is now
demonstrating without a shadow of a doubt just how kinky she can
be, not to mention that she is showing me this raunchy side just a
few feet away from where my mother is bathing. Her tongue is
performing a lewd dance inside my mouth, witnessing how she is
controlling the amount of noise she is making.






“Josue is a great kid, the best I could ever
have asked for, but lately, he seems to be out of rhythm,” my
mother continues to share her thoughts while my aunt keeps sucking
on my tongue,

“Well, maybe you should let him off the
leash, sort of speak,” Aunt Letty quickly undoes my zipper, pulling
out my erection and stroking it while still Frenching each
other,

“It's not that simple,” the room is starting
to get a good amount of steam from the hot water pouring down from
the shower,

“Trust me, it's always simple, or have you
forgotten how we were at his age?” she gives me a cynical look
before getting down on her knees, admiring the way she devours my
manhood with ease.






I don't know what to do next. I'm worried
that my mother will soon discover that I'm in her room, getting my
shaft polished by her twisted sister. At the same time, I'm getting
free confessions about what she really thinks about me. It's
impossible to keep this level of focus without neglecting
something. I prefer to direct my full attention to the woman who
has given me every signal imaginable, telling me just how perverted
she can be. Maybe that same perversion rubbed itself on me
throughout these years as I see how I'm enjoying the way she is
sucking on my rod while keeping her intense stare on me, sending
jolts of ecstasy all over my body. Aunt Letty stops blowing me but
uses her hands to jerk my member, getting it good and hard for me
to use. That's when things begin to get even more interesting,
realizing that this is just the beginning.






“I remember when we were eighteen, and went
to Carlos' midnight bash down by the creek. Do you remember that
night?” Aunt Letty gets back up, kissing me a bit more before
seeing how she pulls down her thong, then turns away from me, bends
her body ever so gently, then raises her hips, signaling what she
wants me to do,

“We promised we would never talk about that,”
my mother sounds embarrassed just talking about said subject,

“Humor me,” I can feel my aunt's hand
directing my dick towards her slit, seeing how she bites her other
hand to drown her shout as I penetrate her box for the first
time.






She turns her head, looking at me with
absolute lust as I penetrate her warm cave, doing it slowly but as
deep as I can go. She starts to roll her eyes, keeping her mouth
open while relishing the sensation of having her nephew's dick
inside of her. I must be dreaming, because this could never be
something that could happen in real life, and yet, I dare not find
out if this is a dream or something else. I prefer to let things
move on and let my slutty aunt be ravished by her favorite
nephew.






“That was an incredible night. The alcohol
was everywhere, the kids were dressed to impress, and don't get me
started about the boys,” my mother sounds happy reminiscing about
the good old days when she was a free spirit,

“Boys? yeah, the boys…” Aunt Letty is having
problems controlling her voice, observing how she looks back to
signal that she is finding this incredible,

“I still can't believe you made out with
Carlos Sinclair. He was the cutest boy in school and was going out
with Carrie Smithers. How did you ever get him to break up with
her?” the water is still coming out hot, which means we still have
a few minutes before the shower ends,

“I didn't…mmmmmmm,” she starts to lose
herself to the moment, forcing me to stop just enough to allow her
to answer, “I never wanted him, I just wanted to make out with
him.”






As soon as she finished answering my mother,
I moved her against the closest wall, pressing her body against it
while shoving my cock deep into her pussy, enjoying the way she is
suffering in not screaming. I grab her hair and pull my aunt back
just enough to stick my tongue in her mouth, allowing her to suck
on it while still penetrating her twat without any mercy. She loves
this and doesn't seem to want me to stop it.






“You are so bad. But seriously, we aren't
those crazy girls anymore, and Josue doesn't need to know any of
that. I'm trusting you to be a perfect role model for my boy. Can I
trust you with this?” my mother is trying to turn my aunt into a
version of herself, never knowing that she is more perverted than
she thinks,

“I promise…he will always be my special boy,”
she continues to French me, increasing the stimulation I'm
experiencing, to the point where I lose my focus, releasing that
which I've been trying hard to control all this time,
“MMMMMMMMMM.”






My aunt Letty has just received an incredible
amount of my cum, feeling how she squeezes me down there to get as
much of it as she can. Her body is shaking uncontrollably,
realizing that she is succumbing to a powerful orgasm, enjoying the
view of how it takes hold of her. I cover her mouth with my hand,
trying to muffle her heavy breathing while enjoying this wicked
climax we are both experiencing. Her amazing rump is still a sight
I can't get out of my head, observing how my dick is still inside
of her, dumping my load while seeing how it slowly comes out from
that beautiful vertical smile. Once it slides out, she turns
around, giving me a sloppy kiss before we hear how the shower water
stops running. A sense of horror washes over us, knowing that we
have seconds before that shower door opens. We smile at each other
before my aunt pushes me outside, seeing how she takes her
underwear and slides it on in a second, acting as if nothing had
happened.






“That's all I ever wanted to hear. He is
still young and naive. He needs a strong woman like you and me to
guide him,” I hear my mother say, quickly hiding from sight so she
doesn't see that I'm still in the room,

“There will be plenty of time for all of
that. Let him enjoy this weekend with me and his mom, and then, as
god as my witness, I'll be the one responsible for ensuring that he
becomes the man you expect him to be, and the man I know he already
is,” the way my aunt says this, gives the impression that she will
follow my mother’s request, at the same time, get the opportunity
to spend more time with me,

“You are a doll. Thank you”






I hear my mother use the hairdryer, which
means she will remain in the bathroom for a couple more minutes. My
aunt Letty exits the bathroom, closing the door to give my mother
some privacy, which also allows me to escape from sight. She
signals me to head towards the door but to wait there. She tells my
mother something that I can't make out before seeing how she rushes
to my side, her eyes filled with indecent ideas as we share one
more intimate kiss.






“You heard her. I'll be taking special care
of you. Now go to your room, get dressed and meet us downstairs in
half an hour. Let's enjoy the night with some entertainment and
some food. And then…” she opens the door, pushing me out with
haste, “...when she's asleep, I'll come visit you in your room.
Make sure to have something cold to drink.”






The door shuts closed, leaving me outside
with a hard-on and an incredible promise. I'm unsure as to what
this all means, or where we will go from here. The night is barely
starting, which means I still have plenty of time to go back to my
room, relax for a bit, and maybe even decide on what outfit I
should wear before meeting my mother and Aunt in the lobby.






I think I'll go downstairs, visit the hotel's
tux emporium that I noticed when I was checking us in, and rent one
of those tuxedos off the rack. I'm sure they're not that expensive,
and It will make my mother happy to see me wearing something
elegant, but more importantly, it will make my special lady eager
to visit me in my room sooner rather than later.






The End.
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When life becomes
difficult, you are forced to rely on medication to bounce back.
Unfortunately, the medication I was given is making me feel a
tad...funny. What's worse is that Harry, my stepdad, is visiting
with some cold ones and hot wings, unaware that I'm already hot for
something else. This naughty pseudo-incest story is intended for
mature, open-minded readers of legal age.
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Lita is a unique, frisky
eighteen-year-old girl who enjoys a little smut in her life,
something she discovered one day when watching a video on her dad's
computer. When she goes to see if there is any new material, she
discovers that her dad is using the computer to indulge in his own
depravity, giving Lita a wicked and forbidden idea. A naughty
daddy/daughter tale for mature readers,18+
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